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IN  preparing  the  following  translation  of  the  plays  of 
Euripides  I  have  followed  the  text  of  Paley  as  it  stands 
in  the  "Cambridge  Greek  and  Latin  Texts'  series"  1869. 
Similarly,  too,  the  order  of  the  plays  conforms  to  his  arrange- 
ment. 

Without  going  into  lengthy  details  for  my  choice  of  this 
text,  I  may  briefly  mention  a  few  reasons  for  having  selected 
it.  First,  there  is  the  accessibility  of  this  edition  ;  secondly, 
its  very  general-  use  to-day  by  the  mass  of  English  readers, 
in  preference  to  the  once  popular  *' Poetae  Scenici"  of 
W.  Dindorf;  and  thirdly,  its  superiority  in  many  respects 
to  all  previous  editions  of  the  complete  body  of  plays,  due 
partly  to  its  greater  fidelity  to  the  MSS.  readings,  partly  to 
the  more  metrical  arrangements  of  choral  passages. 

In  some  ways,  perhaps,  the  adoption  of  a  particular  text 
saves  the  translator  much  trouble  by  precluding  hiqi^froav.  "7 
straying  far  afield  into  the  region  of  textual  emendation ;  but, 
at  the  same  time,  it  not  unfrequently  forces  him  intodirect  oppo- 
sition to  his  own  opinion,  if  he  consents  to  follow  it  without 
any  deviation  and  to  yield  implicit  obedience  to  its  authority. 

At  the  risk  of  incurring  the  chance  of  inconsistency, 
I  have,  though  as  a  rule  adhering  rigidly  to  Paley's  text, 
occasionally  allowed  myself  the  liberty  of  following  the 
emendations  of  other  scholars,  where  for  the  sake  of 
clearness  or  on  grounds  of  probability,  there  seemed  fair 
reasons  for  so  doing;   but  in  every  such  case  attention  is 
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called  to  ihe  divergence  in  a  footnote,  and  the  actual  Greek 
words  of  the  variant  text  are  (juoted. 

Into  the  question  of  MSS.  authority  I  do  not  here  venture 
to  digress  at  any  length.  The  majority  of  English  readers 
probably  take  small  interest  in  such  investigations ;  while 
the  few  who  do  pursue  them  further,  will  naturally  have 
good  critical  editions  within  reach,  and  in  these  a  full  dis- 
cussion of  this  subject  more  usefully  finds  a  place.  Those, 
however,  who,  without  making  a  special  study  of  the  MSS., 
wish  to  see  shortly  on  what  authority  any  particular  play  of 
our  poet  rests,  cannot  perhaps  do  better  than  read  the  few 
remarks  offered  by  Mr.  Gow  on  this  subject  in  his  excellent 
volume,  entitled,  "Companion  to  School  Classics"  (Mac- 
millan,  1888).  From  his  concise  summary  and  from  Paley's 
more  exhaustive  essay  in  Vol.  III.  of  his  large  annotated 
edition  of  Euripides,  I  extract  the  following  very  brief  account 
of  the  F^uripidean  MSS.,  omitting  all  superfluous  details  : — 

(i)  Nine  plays  are  found  complete  in  MS.  Vaticanus  (12th 
century),  and  in  several  other  MSS.  in  pari,  viz. — 
Hecuba,  Orestes,  Phoenissae,  Medea,  Hippolytus, 
Alcestis,  Andromache,  Troades,  Rhesus. 

(2)  Seven  others  rest  on  the  authority  of  two  MSS.  only, 

the  Palatinus  in  the  Vatican  and  Florentinus  2 
(both  14th  century),  viz. — Heracleida),  Supplices, 
Ion,  Bacchae,  Iphigenia  in  Tauris,  Iphigenia  in 
Aulide,  Cyclops. 

(3)  Three  plays,  Helena,  Flercules  F'urens,  and  Electra 

are  found  only  in  Florentinus  2. 

Another  point  requiring  explanation,  perhaps,  is  my  treat- 
ment of  corrupt  passages.  Only  those  who  have  set  them- 
selves carefully  to  examine  the  text  of  an  ancient  classic, 
more  especially  that  of  a  Greek  dramatist,  can  be  fully  aware 
of  the  difficulties  that  beset  the  student  from  first  to  last. 
The  ravages  of  time,  the  ignorance  of  copyists,  the  more 
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dangerous  officiousness  of  grammarians,  the  perverted  in- 
genuity of  successive  editors  infected  with  the  pernicious 
**cacoethes  emendandi,"  have  all  contributed  in  the  course 
of  many  centuries  to  render  the  task  of  arriving  at  the 
genuine  text  an  almost  hopeless  one. 

"  The  whole  question  of  the  present  state  of  our  classical 
texts,'!  wrote  Paley,  in  the  preface  to  his  third  volume  of 
Euripides,  "is  one  demanding  a  most  careful  and  lengthened 
inquiry.  If  we  cannot  have  them  perfect,  which  is  not  to  be 
hoped  for,  we  must  make  up  our  minds  to  choose  between 
adhering  to  the  authority  of  the  best  existing  MSS.,  or  freely 
admitting  the  conjectural  restorations  of  eminent  critics,  or 
we  must  adopt  a  cautious  mean  between  the  two,  which 
consists  in  correcting  obvious  errors,  to  the  rejection  of  all 
purely  speculative  or  only  plausible  alterations." 

It  is  this  last  method  which  Paley  himself  adopts  ;  and, 
agreeing  cordially  as  I  do  with  his  strictures  on  unwarrant- 
able tampering  with  the  text,  I  have  endeavoured  as  far  as 
possible,  to  follow  his  guidance  through  the  tortuous  mazes 
of  textual  corruption  ;  with  this  reservation,  however,  that, 
as  my  purpose  is  a  twofold  one,  being  as  much  to  enable 
readers  unfamiliar  with  the  Greek  to  understand  the  drama- 
tist's meaning  as  to  produce  a  faithful  version  of  the  or'ginal, 
I  have,  in  dealing  with  passages  avowedly  corrupt,  preferred 
to  adopt  pro7usionally  an  intelligible  emendation  to  leaving 
an  awkward  break  in  the  sense.  At  the  same  time,  from  a 
textual  critic's  point  of  view,  Paley's  remark  is  unquestion- 
ably true,  ''passages  really  corrupt  should  be  marked  as 
avowedly  corrupt,  not  patched  up  and  almost  rewritten." 

On  the  other  hand,  it  is  by  no  means  certain  at  times, 
whether,  in  the  attempt  to  follow  the  supposed  genuine 
reading,  an  editor  has  not  rushed  to  another  extreme  and 
commiued  an  error,  pleasantly  described  by  a  recent  reviewer 
as  •*  translating  unintelligible  Greek  into  unintelligible  Eng- 
lish and  going  on  his  way  rejoicing."     Absit  omen  ! 


I 


X  PREFACE. 

As  regards  the  addition  of  notes  to  this  translation,  the 
few  that  are  given  have,  for  the  sake  of  the  reader's  conve- 
nience, been  appended  as  footnotes,  to  avoid  the  necessity 
of  referring  continually  to  an  appendix.  They  are  of  two 
kinds,  dealing  firstly,  with  variant  readings  and  proposed 
emendations,  and  secondly,  with  obscure  allusions ;  the 
former  being  by  far  the  more  numerous  class. 

Euripides  is  an  author,  about  whom  and  whose  writings 
so  much  has  been  written  that  a  mass  of  notes  is  not  only  un- 
necessary, but  apt  to  distract  and  weary  the  reader,  who  pre- 
sumably wishes  to  know  not  what  a  commentator  but  what 
the  author  says  and  thinks.  Still  as  there  is  occasionally  an 
allusion,  the  elucidation  of  which  is  necessary  to  a  full  un- 
derstanding of  the  context,  a  few  explanatory  notes  have 
been  added. 

The  adoption  of  Paley's  edition  as  a  textus  receptusy  has  to 
some  extent  obviated  the  need  of  calling  attention  on  every 
occasion  to  variations  from  the  MSS.,  for  that  which  he  has 
admitted  1  have  in  the  majority  of  instances  tacitly  followed  ; 
wherever  I  have  diverged  from  him  I  have  noted  the  fact  and 
cited  my  authority  for  so  doing  ;  and  occasionally,  when  un- 
intelligible or  corrupt  passages  occurred,  more  than  one  of  the 
numerous  emendations  offered  have  been  quoted. 

There  has  been,  and  still  is,  in  Germany,  a  large  school  of 
critics,  who  settle  textual  difficulties  by  a  method  only  praise- 
worthy for  its  extreme  simplicity  ;  they  at  once  pronounce 
spurious  whatever  appears  to  them  hard  to  understand,  and 
so  relieve  Euripides  of  a  host  of  more  or  less  time-honoured 
**cruces."  Against  such  a  charming  plan  for  elucidating  his 
author  Paley  resolutely  sets  his  face,  and,  it  may  be,  goes 
a  little  too  far  in  the  opposite  direction  in  his  sturdy  conser- 
vatism and  retention  of  passages  almost  certainly  spurious 
or  interpolated. 

I  do  not  feel  called  upon,  in  the  capacity  of  translator,  to 
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discuss  the  genuineness  of  any  of  the  plays  attributed  to  the 
poet.  W  here  single  lines  have  been  called  in  question  by 
Paley  or  Nauck,  by  Dindorf  or  Kirchhoff,  I  have  generally 
noticed  their  objections,  without,  however,  absolutely  omit- 
ting the  hnes.  But  when  the  genuineness  of  large  portions 
of  plays  is  at  stake,  as  in  the  ease  of  the  conclusion  of  the 
"  Phcenissje,"  or  of  frequent  passages  in  the  "  Iphigenia  in 
Auhde,"  to  say  nothing  of  tiie  entire  "  Rhesus,"  I  have  not 
made  any  allusion  to  the  voluminous  controversies  that  have 
been  carried  on  over  them. 

In  alluding  briefly  to  editions  of  Euripides,  other  than 
that  of  Paley,  I  cannot  sufficiently  exi)ress  my  debt  to  the 
critical  apparatus  prefixed  to  \o\.  I.  of  the  Teubner  edition 
(    Eurii)idis    Tragwdiaj    ex    recensione    August!    Nauckii 
Editio  tertia.     Lipsi.-e,    1887 "),   which    I   have   consulted 
throughout ;  as  well  as  to  the  critical  notes  appended  to 
Hartung's  edition,  an  edition  one  might  employ  with  still 
greater  advantage,  were  it  not  so  full  of  his  own  daring  and. 
not  unfrequently  capricious  corrections;  to  Jerram's  useful 
httle   volumes   in   the  Clarendon    Press   series,    the  value 
of  which  IS  immensely  enhanced  by  the  addition  of  brief 
critical  notes  on  the  most  important  variant  readings ;  and 
lastly-^  to  several  editions  of  separate  plays,  amongst  which 
lor   English   scholars,  Sandys'   edition   of  the    "  Bacchae  " 
ranks  >a/^  princeps  as  a   book   which   every   student   of 
turipides  will  value  and  appreciate  :  to  the  careful  but  some- 
what laboured  works  of  Pflugk  and    Klotz,  a  few  only  of 
whose  volumes  I  have  read  through  ;  and  lastly,  to  Verrall's 
edition  of  the   "  Medea,"  and   Mahaffy's   edition   of  the 
Hippolytus,"  both  of  which  works  are  full  of  interesting 
suggestions,  although,  like  Hartung's,  they  seem  to  admit  too 
many  variations  into  the  text.     What  Paley  has  called  the 
subjectivity   of  the  editor  is  almost  tooconspicuous;  so  that 
What  with  rewriting  in  the  one  case  and  re-arranging  in  the 


Xll 


PRKFACE. 


Other,  the  originals  are,  as  it  were,  old  friends  appearing 
with  new  faces.  For  a  fuller  account  of  the  numerous 
modern  editions  of  separate  plays  reference  may  be  use- 
fully made  to  Professor  Mayor's  '*  Guide  to  the  Choice  of 
Classical  Books,"  new  edition  (George  Bell  and  Sons).  Of 
the  older  editions  of  Euripides,  Paley  gives  a  brief  account 
in  his  introduction  to  Vol.  Ill  ,  cited  above,  from  which  and 
from  the  article  on  Euripides  in  Dr.  Smith's  large  Bio- 
graphical Dictionary,  I  extract  a  short  resume : — 

(i)  Editio  princeps  of  Euripides,  containing  the 
Medea,  Hippolytus,  Alcestis,  Andromache,  pro- 
bably edited  by  J.  Lascaris,  and  printed  by  De 
Alopa,  at  Florence,  towards  the  end  of  15th 
century, 
(ii)  Aldus  published  18  plays,  omitting  the  Electra,  at 

Venice,  1503. 
(iii)  An    edition    published    at    Heidelberg,    containing 
the  Latin  version  of  .-iMiii!.    l^ortus  and  a  frag- 
ment of  the  Danae.      1597. 
(iv)  Edition  of  P.  Stephens.     Geneva.      1602. 
(v)        „       of  Barnes.     Cambridge.      1694. 
(vi)        „       of  Musgrave.     Oxford.      1778. 
(vii)        „       of  Beck.     Leipzig.     1778-88. 
(viii)        ,,       of  Matthiae.     Leipzig.     In  9  vols,  with  the 
Scholia    and    fragments    and    a    Latin    version. 
1813-29. 
(ix)  A  variorum  edition.     9  vols.  Glasgow.     1821. 
(x)  The  fragments  by  Wagner.     Wratislaw.     1844. 
Of   separate    plays   there    have   been   almost   countless 
editions  ;  but  here  it  must  suffice  to  mention  a  few  of  the 
more   famous   editors :   e.g.^   Porson,   Elmsley,  Valckenaer, 
Monk,  Pflugk,  Hermann,  etc.,  etc. 

The  only  complete  translation  in  English  of  any  note, 
actually  known  to  me,  is  an  old  one  in  verse  by  Michael 
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Wodhull  (3  vols.,  London,  1809).  In  the  author's  preface 
to  this  work,  an  exhaustive  account  of  previous  attempts  in 
the  same  field  is  given,  which  is  not  without  interest  as 
showing  the  critical  stand-point  of  that  age. 

In  more  recent  times  we  have  had  Robert  Browning's 
"Balaustion,"  a  beautiful  poem  in  itself,  and  almost'^a 
verbatim  translation  of  the  *♦  Alcestis;"  while  not  a  few 
scholars  of  modern  days  have  shown  their  keen  apprecia- 
tion of  the  beauties  of  Euripides  by  presenting  the  world 
with  verse  translations  of  portions  of  his  works. 

In  conclusion,  if  it  is  necessary  to  say  anything  on  the 
vexed  (juestion  of  translations  in  general,  one  might  perhaps 
defend    them  agrinst  their  traducers  on  the  ground  that, 
when,  as  now,  the  whole  world  is  bent  on  being  examined 
in  every  branch  of  knowledge,  time  becomes  an  object  of 
vital  importance,  and,  if  only  to  save  this,  translations  have 
a  distmct  value.     There  are  many  who  wish  to  know  the 
contents  of  the  ancient  classics  without  being  put  to  the 
trouble  of  studying  them  closely  in  the  original  language ; 
indeed,  the  number  of  those  who  wiil  have  leisure  in  the 
future  to  study  these  great  masterpieces  is  only  too  likely  to 
become  even  smaller  than  now  as  the  pressure  of  examina- 
tions  and  the  range  of  prescribed  subjects  becomes  daily 
larger ;  if,  then,  a  translation  can,  in  however  an  imperfect 
way,  serve  to  keep  alive  an  admiration  for  the  models  of 
antiquity,  it  will  not  have  been  undertaken  in  vain. 

The  form  that  any  translation  should  assume  is  a  point  on 
which  few  persons  hold  identically  the  same  opinion.  It  is 
a  matter  for  individual  taste.  As  far  as  I  am  concerned 
this  knotty  point  has  been  decided  for  me  by  my  publishers' 
H'lio  have  therefore  saved  me  the  trouble  of  weighing  con' 
flicting  claims.  ^      ^ 

A  prose  version  having  been  essayed,  I  have  endeavoured 
to  produce  one,  which  should  combine,  as  far  as  the  different 
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idioms  of  the  two  languages  permit,  an  accurate  rendering 
of  the  Greek  text  with  some  elegance  of  expression.  How 
far  the  execution  falls  short  of  the  conception  I  am  only  too 
painfully  conscious.  To  be  literal  and  at  the  same  time 
h'terary  is  a  high  goal  to  aim  at ;  and  it  is  to  be  feared  that 
in  all  attempts  of  this  kind,  the  amari  aliquid  will  rise  both 
for  reader  and  writer.  Still  it  will  not  be  wholly  in  vain,  if  by 
means  of  a  translation,  imperfect  as  this  will  doubtless  appear 
to  many  more  competent  to  produce  one  than  the  present 
writer,  anything  is  contributed  to  the  wider  study  of  one 
concerning  whom  a  brother  poet  and  dramatist  once  wrote  : 
**a  poet  whom  Socrates  called  his  friend,  whom  Aristotle 
lauded,  whom  Menander  admired,  and  for  whom  Sophocles 
and  the  city  of  Athens  put  on  mourning  on  hearing  of  his 
death,  must  certainly  have  been  something."  (Quoted 
from  Goethe  by  John  Addington  Symonds  in  his  "  Studies 
of  theCireek  Poets"  i^t  series,  p.  242.) 
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A   SHORT   MEMOIR  OF    EURIPIDES. 

As  with  so  many  other  authors  of  classical  antiquity,  con- 
siderable obscurity  veils  the  details  of  Euripides'  life ; 
nor  is  it  easy  in  the  case  of  a  dramatist,  to  gather  from 
chance  utterances,  spoken  in  character,  the  real  sentiments 
of  the  writer  on  any  particular  subject. 

It  is  true  that,  apart  from  the  numerous  unfounded  scan- 
dals and  legends  which  invariably  surround  any  person  of 
eminence,  certain  broad  facts  regarding  his  life  stand  out 
with  tolerable  clearness;  but,  for  the  rest,  we  are  thrown 
back  upon  conjecture  based  upon  the  weak  evidence  of 
later  writers  or  the  gossip  and  undisguised  malice  of  con- 
temporary opponents. 

Taking,  first,  the  few  details  which  are  regarded  as  toler- 
ably  certain,  we  are  informed  that  he  was  born  in  b.c.  480, 
on  the  very  day  of  the  battle  of  Salamis,  and  in  the  island 
Itself,  though  others  place  his  birth  five  years  earlier.  His 
I)arents  must  have  been  wealthy  people,  and  not  improbably 
of  some  rank,  for  their  son  was  not  only  able  to  attend  the 
expensive  lectures  of  Prodicus,  Anaxagoras,  and  other 
famous  sophists  and  teachers  of  the  day,  but  also  held  in  his 
you-.h  certain  offices,  for  which  none  but  the  nobly  born 
seem  to  have  been  eligible.  As  for  the  scandalous  attacks 
and  ribald  jests  of  the  comic  poets  of  the  period  regarding 
his  mother  and  her  antecedents,  the  evidence  of  their  having 
any  foundation  in  fact  is  so  very  slight  that  we  may  dismiss 
them  without  serious  consideration.     The    legend,  for  in- 
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stance,  which  makes  the  poet's  mother  a  seller  of  herbs  and 
not  a  very  honest  women  either,  no  doubt  served  Aristo- 
phanes for  many  a  good  joke  at  his  enemy's  expense;  but  it 
should  be  borne  in  mind  that  this  brilliant  caricaturist's 
avowed  object  was  to  depreciate  Euripides,  and  he  certainly 
was  not  very  careful  what  use  he  made  of  current  scandal 
and  perverted  trudi,  so  long  as  he  could  raise  a  laugh  and 
amuse  his  audience.  Similarly,  too,  the  stories  which  make 
Euripides  a  man  of  dissolute  habits,  given  up  to  vice  and 
pursuing  it  throughout  his  life  till  it  led  him  to  a  violent  end, 
will  be  found,  on  examination,  to  rest  on  the  flimsiest  evi- 
dence, and  probably  originated  in  the  prurient  imagination 
of  his  numerous  enemies  or  of  readers  who  either  misunder- 
stood their  author  or  too  rashly  inferred  that  they  had  found 
a  key  to  his  character  in  some  isolated  passage,  considered 
without  reference  to  its  context. 

Passing  to  better  authenticated  facts,  it  is  recorded  that 
the  poet's  father  had  him  trained  with  extreme  care  to  con- 
tend in  the  footrace  at  Olympia,  but  that  after  winning  two 
prizes  at  less  important  games,  he  was  rejected  at  Olympia 
on  account  of  some  technical  difficulty  connected  with  his 
age.  From  his  own  bitter  remarks  on  the  subject  of  athletes 
and  their  h.xbits  in  some  interesting  fragments  of  a  play,  en- 
titled "  Autolycus,"  we  may  fairly  infer  that  he  carried  away 
no  very  pleasant  memories  of  that  epoch  in  his  life.  Further, 
we  learn  that  he  applied  himself  to  painting  and  sculpture, 
in  the  first  of  which  arts  he  must  have  attained  considerable 
proficiency,  for  pictures  of  his  were  exhibited  at  Megaramany 
years  after  his  death,  and  there  are  frequent  allusions  in  his 
plays  pointing  to  an  intimate  and  appreciative  acquaintance 
with  this  subject. 

He  was  twice  married,  each  time,  it  is  said,  unhappily  ; 
some  indeed  have  gone  so  far  as  to  refer  the  constant  dia- 
tribes and  sneers  in  his  plays  against  women  to  his  own  per- 
sonal experiences,  forgetting  perhaps,  in  their  eagerness  to 
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advance  this  theory,  that  the  poet  has  quite  as  frequently 
drawn  female  characters  of  almost  ideal  tenderness,  devo- 
tion, and  beauty.  Of  the  three  sons  born  to  him,  the 
youngest,  called  after  his  father,  produced  his  last  plays,  and 
was  himself  also  a  dramatist  by  profession. 

Late  in  life  F:uripides  retired  from  Athens  to  Magnesia, 
and  finally  accepted  the  invitation  of  Archelaus,  King  of 
Macedon,  to  his  court,  then  a  home  for  men  of  letters  and 
savants  of  all  kinds.  Here  his  genius  speedily  advanced 
him  to  royal  favour,  and  it  is  even  said  that  he  was  called 
in  to  give  his  advice  at  the  monarch's  council-table.  Pos- 
sibly the  distinction,  with  which  he  was  treated,  excited  the 
jealousy  of  rival  court  poets,  for  there  is  a  story  current  that 
he  met  his  death  from  the  bites  of  dogs  set  upon  him  by  his 
enemies  as  he  was  going  to  keep  an  assignation.  This  wild 
story  no  doubt  may  have  arisen  from  a  confusion  between 
the  poet  and  the  plot  of  his  last  play,  "  The  Bacchae,"  in 
which  Pentheus  is  torn  to  pieces  by  infuriated  women.  But 
it  is  interesting  both  as  showing  the  sort  of  calumny  with 
which  vulgar  scandal  will  assail  the  great,  and  also  as  point- 
ing to  the  state  of  feeling  which  must  have  existed  for  such 
an  idle  tale  to  originate  at  all.  On  his  death  in  B.C.  406, 
he  was  buried  with  great  pomp  at  Pella,  the  Macedonian 
capital,  in  spite  of  the  request  of  his  countrymen  that  his 
remains  might  be  sent  to  Athens. 

Such  are  the  few  meagre  details  we  are  able  to  collect 
from  reliable  authorities  of  the  poet's  life.  From  his  own 
writings  and  from  somewhat  doubtful  sources  a  little  more 
has  been  conjecturally  assumed.  Thus  we  are  told,  with 
great  probability,  that  he  was  the  friend  of  Pericles,  of 
Socrates,  and  Alcibiades,  and  that  his  friendship  with  the 
two  latter  caused  him  to  leave  his  native  city  rather  than 
risk  the  chance  of  incurring  the  odium  and  unpopularity 
which  eventually  brought  them  to  their  deaths.  Legend, 
busy  on  this  point  as  on  others,  has  set  down  his  retire- 
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ment  into  Magnesia  to  the  irritation  caused  him  by  the 
merciless  satire  of  Aristophanes  on  the  poet's  unhappy 
experiences  of  married  Hfe,  and  it  is  unfortunately  only 
too  likely  that  one  who  could  make  capital  out  of  the 
death  of  the  man  he  disliked,  would  not  hesitate  to  pour 
out  his  venomous  abuse  on  domestic  scenes  which  modern 
decency  prefers  to  regard  as  sacred. 

Born,  as  Euripides  was,  some  time  between  B.C.  490 
and  480,  and  dying  in  n.c.  406,  his  life  comprised  the 
whole  brilliant  period  of  Athenian  supremacy.  Thus  he 
would  have  witnessed  the  successive  steps  by  which  Athens 
attained  in  a  short  time  a  pinnacle  of  material  prosperity 
and  artistic  glory  never  reached  before  or  after  by  any 
other  state  in  Hellas ;  he  would  have  admired  the  masterly 
organization  of  the  Delian  Confederacy,  have  shared  in  the 
varied  splendours  and  triumphs  of  the  age  of  Pericles, 
rejoiced  at  the  victories  of  Cimon,  watched  the  successful 
schemes  of  Athenian  colonization,  and  followed  with  atten- 
tive eye  the  many  phases  of  that  long  and  disastrous  war, 
which  brought  such  suffering  on  his  countrymen,  and 
finally  left  his  city  ruined  and  humbled  at  the  feet  of 
Sparta.  Amongst  the  circle  of  his  acquaintance  he  might 
have  counted  poets,  painters,  sculptors,  historians,  and 
philosophers,  whose  productions  are  still  the  wonder  of 
the  world  and  the  despair  of  modern  imitators. 

Indeed,  to  know  any  one  character  of  that  great  period 
thoroughly  it  is  necessary  to  know  something  of  them  all, 
and  only  in  this  way  can  one  hope  to  find  the  right  start 
ing-point  for  a  proper  appreciation  of  this  many-sided 
poet,  and  to  see  how  far  he  influenced  and  how  far  he 
was  influenced  by  his  environment. 

Euripides  produced  his  first  play,  the  "  Peliades,".  in 
B.C.  455,  a  year  after  the  death  of  yEschylus  ;  it  ob- 
tained the  third  prize,  but  considering  the  poet's  age  and 
the  rivals  he   probably  had  to  meet,  this  is  no  evidence 
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of  inferior  work.  Having  once  started  it  is  probable  that 
he  brought  out  tetralogies  at  regular  intervals,  till  in  B.C. 
441  he  attained  the  coveted  distinction  and  won  the  first 
prize,  but  the  names  of  his  plays  on  this  occasion  have 
not  been  identified.  Thrice  again  was  he  proclaimed 
victor,  on  the  last  occasion  with  plays  that  appeared  after 
his  death.  This  small  measure  of  immediate  success  may 
at  first  sight  appear  strange,  for  we  know  that  he  was 
a  prolific  writer,  some  seventy-five  or  even  ninety-two 
plays  being  attributed  to  him. 

But  the  reason  is  not  really  far  to  seek.     He  was  not  the 
advocate  of  any  party ;  for  though  he  was  inclined  towards 
a  war-like  policy,  and  entertained  a  lively  hatred  of  Sparta 
and  things  Spartan,  yet  he  was  equally  ready  to  point  out 
to  Athens   her  mistakes  and  the  inevitable  consequences 
of  her  follies.     Such  a  man  was  not  likely  to  please  the 
judges  of  his  day,  who  almost  inevitably  must  have  been 
influenced    by   party   considerations;   and  so  others,  who 
abstained    from    politics  altogether   in   their  compositions, 
or  consistently   supported    one    side,    stepped  in   to   carry 
ofl"  the  prize  which    ''  the    great   outsider,"  as   Mahaffy  so 
aptly  calls  him,  must  often  on  his  merits  and  in  accordance 
with    the    judgment    of   posterity    have    better    deserved. 
Nor,  again,  was  Euripides,  strictly  speaking,  a  public  man, 
that  is,  in  the  sense  of  keeping  himself  before  the  people  ; 
doubtless  he  was  well  versed  in  all  that  went  on  around 
him,  as  indeed  is  abundantly  proved  by  his  writings;    but 
he  did  not  mix   much   with    his   fellows   in   the  way,   for 
e.xample,  that  his  friend  Socrates  did  ;  his  mind  was  more 
purely    speculative;   the  quiet   of  his   study  was   therefore 
more  congenial  to  him  than  the  noise  of  the  market-place, 
and  the  silent  perusal  of  his  books  than  the  wordy  warfare  of 
the  law-courts. 

In  all  the  great  social  problems  of   the  day  he  took  a 
deep   mterest,  and  passages  abound  m  his  plays  proving 
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how  thoroughly  he  had  mastered  seme  of  them  and  how 
far  in  advance  of  his  age  he  had  gone  in  his  efforts  to 
arrive  at  the  solution  of  others.  The  treatment  of  slaves, 
the  relations  of  women  towards  the  other  sex,  the  popular 
theology,  new  discoveries  in  science,— these  are  only  a 
few  of  the  questions  which  occupied  his  thoughts  and 
attrarted  his  cosmopolitan  sympathies. 

Living,  as  he  did,  in  the  age  of  the  Sophists,  an  age 
of  daring  speculation  and  unbounded  scepticism,  when  old 
beliefs  were  giving  way  to  new  theories,  it  is  not  strange 
that  Euripides  was  affected  by  the  movement,  and  that 
the  influence  of  sophistic  teaching  is  everywhere  discernible 
in  his  pages.  In  no  writer  of  the  period  is  the  spirit  of  this 
new  learning  more  clearly  mirrored;  never  before  were  con- 
ventional methods  treated  with  i.'ich  scant  respect ;  and 
this  it  is  which  roused  the  apprehensions  of  the  more  con- 
servative Aristophanes,  and  threw  him  into  such  violent 
opposition  to  this  new-fangled  poet— opposition,  which, 
after  all,  was  doomed  to  fall  powerless  before  overmaster- 
ing genius. 

A  certain  melancholy  pervades  all  the  poetry  of  Euri- 
pides. Whether,  as  some  say,  he  was  naturally  morose,  or 
whether  his  experiences  soured  his  disposition,  we  have  no 
means  of  deciding  now.  The  ceaseless  rancour  of  male- 
volent foes,  the  despair  that  at  length  drags  down  a  man 
who  is  persistently  and  purposely  misunderstood,  the  fate 
of  his  best  friends,  the  sad  contrast  of  the  closing  years  of 
the  Peloponnesian  War  to  its  early  promise,  his  own  do- 
mestic troubles— all  these  causes  may  well  have  succeeded 
in  inspiring  him  with  that  gloomy  view  of  life  which  is 
reflected  so  deeply  in  his  writings. 

To  enter  into  any  examination  of  the  exaggerated  attacks 
made  on  the  poet  by  his  detractors,  ancient  and  modern, 
would  be  too  long  a  subject  in  so  brief  a  memoir,  even  had 
it  not  been  already  most  ably  treated  by  Professor  Mahaffy 
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in  his  little  volume  on  "Euripides";  two  remarks  from 
which  I  take  the  liberty  of  quoting.  Speaking  of  the 
atheism  laid  to  Euripides'  charge,  he  says  : 

*'The  only  declared  atheist  in  his  extant  plays  is  the 
brutal  and  ignorant  Cyclops,  whose  coarse  and  sensual 
unbelief  is  surely  intended  for  a  keen  satire  on  such  vul- 
garity  in  speculation." 

In  another  passage,  after  discussing  the  rival  views  that 
have  prevailed  about  our  poet,  and  the  anomalies  and  con 
tradictions  of  his  character  which  make  it  so  easy  to  blame, 
so  hard  to  understand  his  many-sidedness,  he  concludes  : 

*'  We  must  combine  all  these  portraits  with  their  con- 
tradictions to  obtain  an  adequate  idea  of  that  infinitely 
various,  unequal,  suggestive  mind,  which  was  at  the  satne 
time  practically  shrewd  and  mystically  vague,  clear  in  ex- 
pression but  doubtful  in  thought,  morose  in  intercourse  and 
yet  a  profound  lover  of  mankind,  drawing  ideal  women  and 
yet  perpetually  sneering  at  the  sex,  doubting  the  gods  and 
yet  reverencing  their  providence,  above  his  age  and  yet  not 
above  It,  stooping  to  the  interests  of  the  moment  and  yet 
missing  the  reward  of  momentary  fame,  despairing  of  future 
life  and  yet  revolving  problems  which  owe  all  their  interest 
to  the  ver)'  fact  that  they  are  perpetual." 

Euripides  is  the  last  of  the  Greek  tragedians  properly 
so  called.  "The  sure  sign  of  the  general  decline  of  an 
art  says  Macaulay,  "  is  the  frequent  occurrence,  not  of 
deformity,  but  of  misplaced  beauty."  How  hard  this  criti- 
cism h.ts  Euripides  must  be  obvious  to  all  who  are  familiar 
^Mth  his  choral  odes.  Many  of  the  most  beautiful  of  these 
u  J\  "t  ^'^""^  connection  with  the  plot  of  the  play  in 
ironri  ;^'^^""^^   ^h^y  '"ight  be  introduced   with  equal 

-d'^uT:?  pTar """' '  '^" ''-' '  '"^  ''^y  ^'^  '-^--^ 

In  spite,  however,  of  all  that  w.s  said  and  written  against 
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him,  the  great  fact  remains  that  he  was  by  far  the  most 
popular   of  all  the   tragedians.     He  appealed   directly   to 
men's  hearts  ;  as  Aristotle  said  of  him,  he  represented  men 
as  they  are,  not  as  they  ought  to  be  ;  and  if  he  thereby  lost 
in  dignity,  he  yet  gained  by  being  able  to  extend  a  wider 
sympathy  to  the  sufferings  of  his  fellow-men.     And  this  no 
doubt  will  exi)lain  much  that  has  been  most  bitterly  blamed 
in  his  method  ;  it  is  said  that  he  vulgarized  tragedy,  bring- 
ing it  down  to  the  level  of  melodrama  with  his  excessive 
love  of  pathos,  his  reliance  on  striking  scenery  and  novel- 
ties in  music  to  create  an  effect,  his  rhetorical  subtlety  and 
exaggerated  patriotism  ;  but  an  unerring  insight  had  taught 
how  he  could  best  reach  his  audience,  and  this  was  enough 
for  him.     The  sentiment  expressed  by  Terence  many  years 
later  might  very  well  have  issued  from  the  lips  of  Euripides  : 
*'  Homo  sum  ;  humani  nihil  a  me  alienum  puto." 
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DRAMATIS    PERSOX.E. 

Chorus  of  Trojan    -:     unels. 
Hector. 

^NEAS. 
DOLON. 

A  Messenger  {a  Shephenf). 

Rhesus. 

Oi>ysse:'s 

DiOMEDES. 

Paris. 

Athena. 

The  Muse. 

The  Charioieer  oi    Rhesus. 


Scene. — Before  Hector's  tent  at  the  gates  of  Troy. 


RHESUS. 

Cho.  To  Hector's  couch  away,  one  of  you  wakeful  squires 
that  tend  the  prince,  to  see  '\{  he  have  any  fresh  tidings  from 
the  warriors  who  were  set  to  guard  the  assembled  host  during 
the  fourth  watch  of  the  night.  {Cai/s  to  HhxroR  in  the  tent.) 
Lift  up  thy  head !  Prop  thine  arm  beneath  it !  Unseal 
that  louring  eye  from  its  repose  ;  thy  lowly  couch  of  scattered 
leaves,  O  Hector,  quit !     'Tis  time  to  hearken. 

Hec.  Who  goes  there?  Is  it  a  friend  who  calls ?  Who 
art  thou  ?  I'hy  watchword }  Speak  !  Who  in  the  dark 
hours  comes  nigh  my  couch,  must  tell  me  who  he  is. 

Cho.  Sentinels  we  of  the  army. 

Hec.  Why  this  tumultuous  haste  ? 

Cho.  Be  of  good  courage. 

Hec.  Is  there  some  midnight  ambuscade? 
Cho.  Nay. 

Hec.  Then  why  dost  thou  desert  thy  post  and  rouse  the 
army,  save  thou  have  some  tidings  of  the  night  ?  Art  not 
aware  how  near  the  Argive  host  we  take  our  night's  repose 
m  all  our  harness  clad  ? 

Cho.  To  arms !  O  Hector,  seek  thine  allies'  sleeping 
camp  !  Bid  them  wield  the  spear !  Awake  them  !  To 
thme  own  company  despatch  a  friend.  Saddle  and  bridle 
the  steeds.  Who  will  to  the  son  of  Pamhus  ?  who  to 
t.uropa's  son,  captain  of  the  Lycian  band  ?  Where  are  they 
who  should  mspect  the  victims?  Where  be  the  leaders  of 
the  hght-armed  troops?  Ye  Phrygian  archers,  string  your 
horn-tipped  bows. 
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Hbx.  Now  fear,  now  confidence  thy  tidings  inspire ; 
nothing  is  plainly  set  forth.  Can  it  be  that  thou  art  smitten 
with  wild  affright  by  Pan,  the  son  of  Cronion,  and  leaving 
thy  watch  therefore  dost  rouse  the  host  ?  What  means  thy 
noisy  summons?  What  tidings  can  I  say  thou  bringest? 
Thy  words  are  many,  but  no  plain  statement  hast  thou  made. 

Cho.  The  long  night  through,  O  Hector,  the  Argive  host 
hath  kindled  fires,  and  bright  with  torches  shines  the  anchored 
fleet.  To  Agamemnon's  tent  the  whole  army  moves 
clamorously  by  night,  eager  for  fresh  orders  maybe,  for  never 
before  have  I  seen  such  commotion  among  yon  sea-faring 
folk.  Wherefore  I  was  suspicious  of  what  might  happen  and 
came  to  tell  thee,  that  thou  mayest  have  no  cause  to  blame 
me  hereafter. 

Hec.  ^i  good  season  com'st  thou,  albeit  thy  tidings  are 
fraught  with  terror  ;  for  those  cowards  are  bent  on  giving 
me  the  slip  and  stealing  away  from  this  land  in  their  ships 
by  night ;  their  midnight  signalling  convinces  me  of  this. 
Ah  !  F'ortune,  to  rob  me  in  my  hour  of  triumph,  a  lion  of 
his  prey,  or  ever  this  spear  of  mine  with  one  fell  swoop  had 
made  an  end  for  aye  of  yonder  Argive  host  !  Yea,  had  not 
the  sun's  bright  lamp  withheld  his  light,  I  had  not  stayed 
my  victor's  spear,  ere  I  had  fired  their  ships  and  made  my 
way  from  tent  to  tent,  drenching  this  hand  in  Achaean  gore. 
Right  eager  was  I  to  make  a  night  attack  and  take  advantage 
of  the  stroke  of  luck  by  heaven  sent,  but  those  wise  seers  of 
mine,  who  have  heaven's  will  so  pat,  persuaded  me  to  wait 
the  dawn,  and  then  leave  not  one  Achiean  in  the  land.  But 
those  others  await  not  the  counsels  of  my  soothsayers ; 
darkness  turns  runaways  to  heroes.  Needs  must  we  now 
without  delay  pass  this  word  along  the  line  "  Arm,  arm  ! 
from  slumber  cease  ! "  for  many  a  man  of  them,  e'en  as  he 
leaps  aboard  his  ship,  shall  be  smitten  through  the  back  and 
sprinkle  the  ladders  with  blood,  and  others  shall  be  fast 
bound  with  cords  and  learn  to  till  our  Phrygian  glebe. 
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Cho.  Thou  hastest.  Hector,  before  thou  knowest  clearly 
what  is  happening ;  for  we  do  not  know  for  certain  whether 
our  foes  are  flying. 

Hec.  What  reason  else  had  the  Argive  ho^t  to  kindle 
fires? 

Cho.  I  cannot  say ;  my  soul  doth  much  misgive  me. 
Hec.  If  this  thou  fearest,  be  sure  there's  nought  thou 
wouldst  not  fear. 

Cho.  Never  aforetime  did  the  enemy  kindle  such  a  blaze. 
Hec    No,  nor  ever  before  did  they  suffer  such  shameful 
defeat  and  rout. 

Cho.  This  thou  didst  achieve;  look  now  to  what  remains 
to  do. 

Hec.  I  have  but  one  word  to  say,  "Arm,  arm  against  the 
foe  ! " 

Cho.  Lo  !  where  ^neas  comes,  in  hot  haste  too,  as  though 
he  hath  news  to  tell  his  friends. 

JEfi.  Why,  Hector,  have  the  sentinels  in  terror  made  their 
way  through  the  host  to  thy  couch  to  hold  a  midnight  con- 
clave and  disturb  the  army  ? 

Hec.  Case  thee  in  thy  coat  of  mail,  i^neas. 

i^.N.  How  now?  are  tidings  come  of  some  secret  stratagem 
set  on  foot  during  the  night  by  the  foe? 

Hec.  They  are  flying,  these  foes  of  ours,  and  going  aboard 
their  ships. 

i*:N.  What  sure  proof  canst  thou  give  of  this  ? 

Hec.  The  livelong  night  they  are  kindling  blazing  torches; 
methmks  they  will  not  wait  for  the  morrow,  but  after  lighting 
brands  upon  their  ships'  decks  will  leave  this  land  and  fly  to 
their  homes. 

^N.  And  thou,  wherefore  dost  thou  gird  thee  with  thy 
sword  ?  ^ 

Hec  With  my  spear  will  I  stop  them  even  as  they  fly  and 
leap  aboard  their  ships,  and  my  hand  shall  be  heavy  upon 
them  ;  for  shameful  it  were  in  us,  aye,  and  cowardly  as  well 
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as  shameful,  when  God  gives  them  into  our  hands,  to  let 
our  foes  escape  without  a  blow  after  all  the  injuries  they 
have  done  us. 

^N.  Would  thou  wert  as  sage  as  thou  art  bold  !     But  lo  ? 
among  mortals  the  same  man  is  not  dowered  by  nature  with 
universal  knowledge ;  each  hath  his  special  gift  appointed 
him,  thine  is  arms,  another's  is  sage  counsel.     Thou  hearest 
their  torches  are  blazing,  and  art  fired  with  the  hope  that  the 
Achaeans  are  flying,  and  wouldst  lead  on  our  troops  across 
the  trenches  in  the  calm  still  night.     Now  after  crossing  the 
deep  yawning  trench,  supposing  thou  shouldst  find  the  enemy 
are  not  flying  from  the  land,  but  are  awaiting  thy  onset,  be- 
ware lest  thou  suffer  defeat  and  so  never  reach  this  city  again ; 
for  how  wilt  thou  pass  the  palisades  in  a  rout  ?     And  how 
shall  thy  charioteers  cross  the  bridges  without  dashing  the 
axles  of  their  cars  to  pieces?     And,  if  victorious,  thou  hast 
next  the  son  of  Peleus  to  engage  ;  he  will  ne'er  suffer  thee  to 
cast  the  firebrand  on  the  fleet,  no,  nor  to  harry  the  Achaeans 
as  thou  dost  fondly  fancy.     Nay,  for  yon  man  is  fierce  as  fire, 
a  very  tower  of  valiancy.     Let  us  rather  then  leave  our  men 
to  sleep  calmly  under  arms  after  the  weariness  of  battle, 
while  we  send,  as  I  advise,  whoe'er  will  volunteer,  to  spy 
upon  the  enemy  ;  and  if  they  really  are  preparing  to  fly, 
let  us  arise  and  fall  upon  the  Argive  host,  but  if  this  signalling 
is  a  trap  to  catch  us,  we  shall  discover  from  the  spy  the 
enemy's  designs  and  take  our  measures :  such  is  mv  advice 
O  King.  ^ 

Cho.  It  likes  me  well ;  so  change  thy  mind  and  adopt 
this  counsel.  I  love  not  hazardous  commands  in  generals. 
What  better  scheme  could  be  than  for  a  fleet  spy  to  ap- 
proach the  ships  and  learn  why  our  foes  are  lighting  fires  in 
front  of  their  naval  station  ? 

Hec.  Since  this  finds  favour  with  you  all,  prevail.  {Ti> 
^NEAS.)  Go  thou  and  marshal  our  allies;  mayhap  the  host 
hearing  of  our  midnight  council  is  disturbed.     Mine  shall  it 
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be  to  send  one  forth  to  spy  upon  the  foe.  And  if  I  discover 
any  plot  amongst  them,  thou  shalt  fully  hear  thereof,  and  at 
the  council-board  shalt  learn  our  will ;  but  in  case  they  be 
starting  off  in  flight,  with  eager  ear  await  the  trumpet's  call, 
for  then  I  will  not  stay,  but  will  this  very  night  engage 
the  Argive  host  there  where  their  ships  are  hauled  up. 

^En.  Send  out  the  spy  forthwith  ;  there's  safety  in  thy 
counsels  now.  And  thou  shalt  find  me  steadfast  at  thy 
side,  whene'er  occasion  call. 

Hec.  What  Trojan  now  of  all  our  company  doth  volun- 
teer to  go  and  spy  the  Argive  fleet?  Who  will  be  that 
patriot?  Who  saith  'I  will?'  Myself  cannot  at  every 
point  ser\e  my  country  and  my  friends  in  arms. 

DoL.  I  for  my  country  will  gladly  run  this  risk  and  go  to 
spy  the  Argive  fleet,  and  when  I  have  learnt  fully  all  that 
the  Achaeans  plot  I  will  return.  Hear  the  conditions  on 
which  I  undertake  this  toil. 

Hec.  True  to  his  name  in  sooth,  his  country's  friend  is 
Dolon.  Thy  father's  house  was  famed  of  yore,  but  thou 
hast  made  it  doubly  so. 

DoL.  So  must  I  toil,  but  for  my  pains  a  meet  reward 
should  I  receive.  For  set  a  price  on  any  deed,  and  then 
and  there  it  gives  to  it  a  double  grace. 

Hec.  Yea,  that  is  but  fair;  I  cannot  gainsay  it.  Name 
any  prize  for  thyself  save  the  sway  I  bear. 

DoL.  I  covet  not  thy  toilsome  sovereignty. 

Hec.  Well  then,  marry  a  daughter  of  Priam  and  become 
my  good  brother. 

DoL.  Nay,  I  care  not  to  wed  amongst  those  beyond  my 
station. 

Hec.  There's  gold,  if  this  thou'lt  claim  as  thy  guerdon. 
DoL.  Gold    have     I     in    my    home;     no     sustenance 
lack  I. 

Hec.  What  then  is  thy  desire  of  all  that  Ilium  stores 
within  her? 
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DoL.  Promise  me  my  gift  when  thou  dost  conquer  the 
Achaeans. 

Hec.  I  will  give  it  thee ;  do  thou  ask  anything  except  the 
captains  of  the  fleet. 

DoL.  Slay  them ;  I  do  not  ask  thee  to  keep  thy  hand  off 
Menelaus. 

Hec.  Is  it  the  son  of  Oileus  thou  wouldst  ask  me  for? 
DoL.  Ill  hands  to  dig  and  delve  are  those  mid  luxury 
nursed. 

Hec.  Whom  then  of  the  Achneans  wilt  thou  have  alive  to 
hold  to  ransom  ? 

DoL.   I  told  thee  before,  my  house  is  stored  with  gold. 

Hec  Why  then,  thou  shalt  come  and  with  thine  own 
hands  choose  out  some  spoil. 

DoL.  Nail  up  the  spoils  for  the  gods  on  their  temple-walls. 

Hec.  Prithee,  what  higher  prize  than  these  wilt  ask  me  for? 

DoL.  Achilles'  coursers.  Needs  must  the  prize  be  worth 
the  toil  when  one  stakes  one's  life  on  Fortune's  die. 

Hec  Ah  !  but  thy  wishes  clash  with  mine  anent  those 
steeds ;  for  of  immortal  stock,  they  and  their  sires  before 
them,  are  those  horses  that  bear  the  son  of  Peleus  on  his 
headlong  course.  Them  did  king  Poseidon,  ocean's  god, 
break  and  give  to  Peleus,  so  runs  the  legend— yet,  for  I  did 
urge  thee  on,  I  will  not  break  my  word ;  to  thee  will  I  give 
Achilles'  team,  to  add  a  splendour  to  thy  house. 

DoL.  I  thank  thee;  in  receiving  them  I  avow  I  am  taking 
a  fairer  gift  than  any  other  Phrygian  for  my  bravery.  Ve°t 
thee  it  needs  not  to  be  envious  ;  countless  joys  besides  this 
v'ill  glad  thy  heart  in  thy  kingship  o'er  this  land. 

Cho.  Great  the  enterprise,  and  great  the  boon  thou 
designest  to  receive.  Happy,  ay,  happy  wilt  thou  be,  if 
thou  succeed  ;  fair  the  fame  thy  toil  shall  win.  Yet  to  wed 
with  a  prince's  sister  were  a  distinction  high.  On  Heaven's 
decrees  let  Justice  keep  her  eye  !  what  man  can  give  thou 
hast,  it  seems,  in  full. 
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DoL.  Now  will  I  set  forth,  and  going  within  my  house 
will  don  such  garb  as  suits,  and  then  will  hasten  to  the 
Argive  fleet. 

Cho.  Why,  what  dress  in  place  of  this  wilt  thou  assume  > 
DOL.  Such  as  suits  my  task  and  furtive  steps. 
Cho.  One  should  ever  learn  wisdom  from  the  wise  •  tell 
me  wherewith  thou  wilt  drape  thy  body. 

DoL.  I  will  fasten  a  wolf-skin  about  my  back,  and  o'er  my 
head  put  the  brute's  gaping  jaws ;  then  fitting  its  fore-feet  to 
my  hands  and  its  hind-feet  to  my  legs  I  will  go  on  all-fours 
m  imitation  of  its  gait  to  puzzle  the  enemy  when  I  approach 
their  trenches  and  barriers  round  the  ships.  But  whenever 
I  come  to  a  deserted  spot,  on  two  feet  will  I  walk  :  such  is 
the  ruse  I  have  decided  on. 

Cho.  May  Hermes,  Maia's  child,  escort  thee  safely  there 
and  back,  pnnce  of  tricksters  as  he  is  !  Thou  knowest  what 
thou  hast  to  do ;  good  luck  is  all  thou  needest  now 

Dot.  I  shall  return  in  safety,  and  bring  to  thee  the  head 
of  Odysseus  when  I  have  slain  him,  or  maybe  the  son  of 
lydeus  and  with  this  clear  proof  before  thee  thou  shalt 
avow  that  Dolon  wept  unto  the  Argive  fleet ;  for,  ere  the 
dawn  appear,  I  will  win  back  home  with  bloodstained  hand. 

n,.^     r^    A       ..       .  ,  [£xit  DOLON. 

Cho.  O  Apollo,  blest  godhead,  lord  of  Thymbra  and  of 
.)elos,  who  hauntest  thy  fane  in  Lycia,  come  with  all  thy 
archery,  appear  f.iis  night,  and  by  thy  guidance  save  our 
fiend  now  settmg  forth,  and  aid  the  Dardans'  scheme 
aUn^ghty  god  whose  hands  in  days  of  yore  upreared  Troy'^ 
lTu\u  I  "'■'  ^"^'"'  ^'"  •"'^^'■°"  '°  "'e  ships  !  may  he 
reach  the  altars  of  his  father's  home  in  Ilium  ' 

when'H.!^!;^  '°  """""'  ""^  '''""°'  •^'''"'"  ^y  Phthia's  steedr, 

steeds^h.  T^  °"'  """T'  '^'"  ''"^"^  ^'=''*^'«  "-"P.  those 

he  and  he  an'  TTf  '"''  '°  ^^'^"^'  ^°"  °f  ^-'"^^  for 
he  and  he  alone  had  heart  enough  for  home  and  country  to 
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go  and  spy  the  naval  station  ;  his  spirit  I  admire ;  how  few 
stout  hearts  there  be,  when  on  the  sea  the  sun-light  dies  and 
the  city  labours  in  the  surge  ;  Phrygia  yet  hath  left  a  valiant 
few,  and  bold  hearts  in  the  battle's  press ;  'tis  only  Mysia's 
sons  who  scorn  us  as  allies/ 

Which  of  the  Achaeans  will  their  four-footed  murderous 
foe  slay  in  their  beds,  as  he  crosses  the  ground,  feigning  to 
be  a  beast  ?  May  he  lay  Menelaus  low  or  slay  Agamemnon 
and  bring  his  head  to  Helen's  hands,  causing  her  to  lament 
her  evil  kinsman,  who  hath  come  against  my  city,  against 
the  land  of  Troy  with  his  countless  host  of  ships. 

Mes.  (a  Shepherd).  Great  king,  ever  in  days  to  come  be  it 
mine  to  bring  my  masters  such  news  as  I  am  bearing  now 
unto  thine  ears. 

Hec.  Full  oft  the  rustic  mind  is  afflicted  with  dulness ;  so 
thou,  as  like  as  not,  art  come  to  this  ill-suited  place  to  tell 
thy  master  that  his  flocks  are  bearing  well.  Knowest  thou 
not  my  palace  or  my  father's  throne  ?  Thither  thou  shouldst 
carry  thy  tale  when  thou  hast  prospered  with  thy  flocks. 

Mes.  Dull  we  herdsmen  are;  I  do  not  gainsay  thee.  But 
none  the  less  I  bring  thee  joyful  news. 

Hec.  a  truce  to  thy  tale  of  how  the  sheep-fold  fares ;  I 
have  battles  to  fight  and  spears  to  wield. 

Mes.  The  very  things  of  which  I,  too,  came  to  tell  thee  ; 
for  a  chieftain  of  a  countless  host  is  on  his  way  to  join  thee 
as  thy  friend  and  to  champion  this  land. 

Hec.  His  country  ?  and  the  home  that  he  hath  left? 

Mes.  His  country,  Thrace  :  men  call  his  father  Strymon. 

Hec.   Didst  say  that  Rhesus  was  setting  foot  in  Troy? 

^  The  words  iron  Murrwi'  are,  as  Nauck  remarks,  probably  corrupt, 
but  of  the  numerous  emendations  proposed  none  seem  satisfactory.  It 
is  just  possible  that  an  old  proverb  is  alluded  to,  branding  a  Mysian's 
opinion  as  worthless — 

"  Si  quis  despicatui  ducitur,  Mysorum  ultimus  esse  dicatur."' 
Cf.  Cicero  pro  Flacco,  ch.  xxtii. 
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Mes.  Thou  hast  it ;  and  savest  me  half  my  speech 
Hec.  How  is  it  that  he  comes  to  Ida's  meadows,  wander- 
ing from  the  broad  waggon  track  across  the  plain  ? 

Mes.  I  cannot   say  for  certain,   though   I   might  guess. 
To  make  his  entry  by  night  is  no  idle  scheme,  when  he 
hears  that  the  plains  are  packed  with  foemen's  troops.     But 
he  frightened  us  rustic  hinds  who  dwell  along  the  slopes  of 
Ida,  the  earliest  settlement  in  the  land,  as  he  came  by  night 
hrough  yon  wood  where  wild  beasts  couch.    On  surged  The 
tide  of  rhracian  warriors  with  loud  shouts ;  whereat  in  wild 
amaze  we  drove  our  flocks  unto  the  heights,  for  fear  that 
some  Argtves  were  coming  to  plunder  and  harry  thy  steading 
till  that  we  caught  the  sound  of  voices  other  than  Greek 
and  ceased  from  our  alarm.     Then  went  I  and  questioned 
m  the  Thracian   tongue  those  who  were  reconnoitring  the 
road,  who  It  was  that  lead  them,  and  whose  he  avowed  him 

K     \  u'.T^  ^"^  ^^^  ^'^y  ^°  ^^^P  '^^  s^"s  of  Priam.   And 
whetj  I  had  heard  all  I  wished  to  learn,  I  stood  still  awhile; 
and  10!  I  see  Rhesus  mounted  like  a  god  upon  his  Thracian 
Chariot.     Of  gold  was  the  yoke  that  linked  the  necks  of  his 
steeds  whiter  than  the  snow ;  and  on  his  shoulders  flashed 
his  targe  with   figures  welded  in  gold;  while  a  gorgon  of 
bronze  like  that  which  gleams  from  the  aegis  of  the  goddess 
was  bound  upon  the  frontlet  of  his  horses,  ringing  out  its 
note  of  fear  with  many  a  bell.    The  number  of  his  host  thou 
couldst  not  reckon  to  a  sum  exact,  for  it  was  beyond  one's 
comprehension ;  many  a  knight  was  there,  and  serried  ranks 
01  targeteers,  and  archers  not  a  few,  with  countless  swarms 
ot  light-armed  troops,  in  Thracian  garb  arrayed,  to  bear  them 
company.     Such  the  ally  who  comes  to  Troy's  assistance  • 
hmi  the  son  of  Peleus  wiH  ne'er  escape  or  if  he  fly  or  meet 
nim  spear  to  spear. 

Cho.  Whenso  the  gods  stand  by  the  burghers  staunch 

naD.ted  long  before  Ilmm  was  built.     (Musgrave.) 
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and  true,  the  tide  of  fortune  glides  with  easy  flow  to  a 
successful  goal. 

Hec.  I  shall  find  a  host  of  friends  now  that  fortune 
smiles  upon  my  warring  and  Zeus  is  on  my  side.  But  no 
need  have  we  of  those  who  shared  not  our  toils  of  erst,  what 
time  the  War-god,  driving  all  before  him,  was  rending  the 
sails  of  our  ship  of  state  with  his  tempestuous  blast.  Rhesus 
liath  shewn  the  friendship  he  then  bore  to  Troy;  for  he 
Cometh  to  the  feast,  albeit  he  was  not  with  the  hunters  when 
they  took  the  prey,  nor  joined  his  spear  with  theirs. 

Cho.  Thou  art  right  to  scorn  and  blame  such  friends  ;  yet 
welcome  those  who  fain  would  help  the  state. 

Hec.  Sufficient  we  who  long  have  kept  Ilium  safe. 

Cho.  Art  so  sure  thou  hast  already  caught  the  foe  ? 

Hec.  Quite  sure  I  am  ;  to-morrow's  light  will  make  that 
plain. 

Cho.  Beware  of  what  may  chance ;  full  oft  doth  fortune 
veer. 

Hec.  I  loathe  the  friend  who  brings  his  help  too  late. 

Mes.  O  prince,  to  turn  away  allies  earns  hatred.  His 
mere  appearing  would  cause  a  panic  amongst  the  foe. 

Cho.  Let  him,  at  least,  since  he  is  come,  approach  thy 
genial  board  as  guest,  if  not  ally,  for  the  gratitude  of  Priam's 
sons  is  forfeit  in  his  case. 

Hec.  Thou  counsellest  aright ;  thou  too  dost  take  the 
proper  view.  Let  Rhesus  in  his  gilded  mail  join  the  allies 
of  this  land,  thanks  to  the  messenger's  report. 

[^Exit  thf  Messenger. 

Cho.  May  Nemesis,  daughter  of  Zeus,  check  the  word 
that  may  offend ;  for  lo  !  I  will  utter  all  that  my  soul  fain 
would  say.  Thou  art  come,  O  son  of  the  river  god,  art 
come,  thrice  welcome  in  thy  advent,  to  the  halls  of  Phrygia ; 
late  in  time  thy  Pierian  mother  and  Strymon  thy  sire,  that 
stream  with  bridges  fair,  are  sending  thee  to  us,— Strymon 
who  begat  thee  his  strong  young  son,  that  day  his  swirling 
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waters  found  a  refuge  in  the  tuneful  Muse's  virgin  bosom. 
Thou  art  my  Zeus,  my  god  of  light,  as  thou  comest  driving 
thy  dappled  steeds.  Now,  O  Phrygia,  O  my  country,  now 
mayst  thou  by  (iod's  grace  address  thy  saviour  Zeus! 
Shall  old  Troy  once  more  at  last  spend  the  live-long  day  in 
drinking  toasts  and  singing  love's  praise,  while  the  wildering 
wine-cup  sends  a  friendly  challenge  round,  as  o'er  the  sea 
for  Sparta  bound,  the  sons  of  Atreus  quit  the  Ilian  strand? 
Ah  !  best  of  friends,  with  thy  strong  arm  and  spear  mayst 
thou  this  service  do  me,  then  safe  return.  Come,  appear, 
brandish  that  shield  of  gold  full  in  Achilles'  face;  raise  it 
aslant  along  the  chariot's  branching  rail,  urging' on  thy 
steeds  the  while,  and  shaking  thy  lance  with  double  point. 
For  none  after  facing  thee  will  ever  join  the  dance  on  the 
lawns  of  Argive  Hera  ;  no,  but  he  shall  die  by  Thracians 
slain,  and  this  land  shall  bear  the  burden  of  his  corpse 
and  be  glad. 

Hail,  all  hail !  O  mighty  prince  !  fair  the  scion  thou  hast 
bred,  O  Thrace,  a  ruler  in  his  every  look.  Mark  his  stalwart 
frame  cased  in  golden  corslet !  Hark  to  the  ringing  bells 
that  peal  so  proudly  from  his  targe-handle  hung.  A  god,  O 
Troy,  a  god,  a  very  Ares,  a  scion  of  Strymon's  stream  and  of 
the  tuneful  Muse,  breathes  courage  into  thee. 

Rhe.  Brave  son  of  sire  as  brave,  Hector,  prince  of  this 
land,  all  hail !  After  many  a  long  day  I  greet  thee.  Right 
glad  am  I  of  thy  success,  to  see  thee  camped  hard  on  the  foe- 
men's  towers;  I  come  to  help  thee  raze  their  walls  and  fire 
their  fleet  of  ships. 

Hec.  Son  of  that  tuneful  mother,  one  of  the  Muses  nine, 
and  of  Thracian  Strymon's  stream,  I  ever  love  to  speak 
plam  truth ;  nature  gave  me  not  a  double  tongue.  Long, 
long  ago  shouldst  thou  have  come  and  shared  the  labours  of 
this  land  nor  suffered  Troy  for  any  help  of  thine  to  fall  o'er- 
thrown  by  hostile  Argive  spears.  Thou  canst  not  say  'twas 
any  want  of  invitation  that  kept  thee  from  coming  with  thy 
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help  to  visit  us.     How  oft  came  heralds  and  embassies  from 
Phrygia  urgently  requiring  thine  aid  for  our  city?     What 
sumptuous  presents  did  we  not  send  to  thee?     But  thou, 
brother  barbarian  though  thou  wert,  didst  pledge  away  to 
Hellenes  us  thy  barbarian  brethren,  for  all  thehelpthougavest. 
Yet  'twas  I  with  this  strong  arm  that  raised  thee  from  thy  paltry 
princedom  to  high  lordship  over  Thrace,  that  day  I  fell  upon  the 
Thracian  chieftains  face  to  face  around  Pangreus  in  Paeonia's 
land  and  broke  their  serried  ranks,  and  gave  their  people  up 
to  thee  with  the  yoke   upon  their  necks;  but  thou  hast 
trampled    on    this    great    favour   done    thee,   and    comest 
with    laggard  step   to  give  thine  aid  when  friends  are   in 
distress.     While  they,  whom  no  natural  tie  of  kin  constrains, 
have  long  been  here,  and  some  are  dead  and  in  their  graves 
beneath  the  heaped-up  cairn,— no  mean  proof  of  loyalty  to 
the  city,  and  others  in  harness  clad  and  mounted  on  their 
cars,  with  steadfast  soul  endure  the  icy  blast  and  parching 
heat  of  the  sun,  not  pledging  one  another,  as  thou  art  wont, 
in  long  deep  draughts  on  couches  soft.     This  is  the  charge 
I  bring  against  thee  and  utter  to  thy  face,  that  thou  mayst 
know  how  frank  is  Hector's  tongue. 

Rhe.   I  too  am  such  another  as  thyself;  straight  to  the 
point  I  cut  my  way  ;  no  shuffling  nature  mine.     My  heart 
was  wrung  with  sorer  anguish   than  ever  thine  was  at  my 
absence  from  this  land ;  I  fumed  and  chafed,  but  Scythian 
folk,  whose  borders  march  with  mine,  made  war  on  me  on 
the  very  eve  of  my   departure  for   Ilium  ;  already  had  I 
reached  the  strand  of  the  Euxine  sea,  there  to  transport  my 
Thracian  army.     Then  did  my  spear  pour  out  o'er  Scythia's 
soil  great  drops  of  bloody  rain,  and  Thrace  too  shared  in 
the  mingled  slaughter.     This  then  was  what  did  chance  to 
keep  rae  from   coming  to   the  land  of   Troy  and  joining 
thy  standard.     But   soon  as   I  had  conquered  these  and 
taken  their  children  as  Hostages  and  appointed  the  yearly 
tribute  they  should  pay  my  house,  I  crossed  the  firth,  and  lo! 
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am  here ;  on  foot  I  traversed  all  thy  borders  that  remained 
to  pass,  not  as  thou  in  thy  jeers  at  those  carousals  of  my 
countrymen  hintest,  nor  sleeping  soft  in  gilded  palaces,  but 
amid  the  frozen  hurricanes  that  vex  the  Thracian  main  and 
the  Paeonian  shores,  learning  as  I  lay  awake  what  suffering 
IS,  this  soldier's  cloak  my  only  wrap.     True  my  coming  hath 
tarried   but  yet  am  I  in  time;  ten  long  years  already  hast 
thou  been  at  the  fray,  and  naught  accomplished  yet ;  day 
in  d^y  out  thou  riskest  all  in  this  game  of  war  with  Argives. 
^^Me  I  will  be  content  once  to  see  the  sun-god  rise,  and 
sack  yon  towers  and  fall  upon  their  anchored  fleet  and  slay 
the  Achaeans;  and  on  the  morrow  home  from  Ilium  will  I 
go,  at  one  stroke  ending  all  thy  toil.     Let  none  of  you  lav 
hand  to  spear  to  lift  it,  for  I,  for  all  my  late  arrival,  will  with 
my  lance  make  utter  havoc  of  those  vaunting  Ach^ans 

Cho  Joy,  joy !  sweet  champion  sent  by  Zeus  !  Only  may 
Zeus  throned  on  high,  keep  jealousy,  resistless  foe,  from 
thee  for  thy  presumptuous  words  !  Yon  fleet  of  ships  from 
Argos  sent,  never  brought,  nor  formerly  nor  now,  among  all 
Its  warriors  a  braver  than  thee  ;  how  I  wonder  will  Achilles 
how  will  Aias  stand  the  onset  of  thy  spear?  Oh  !  to  live  to 
see  that  happy  day,  my  prince,  that  thou  mayest  wreak 
vengeance  on  them,  gripping  thy  lance  in  thy  death- 
dealing  hand  ! 

Hhe.  Such  exploits  am  I  ready  to  achieve  to  atone  for 
my  long  absence ;  (with  due  submission  to  Nemesis  I  say 

his;)  then  when  we  have  cleared  this  city  of  its  foes  and 
thou  hast  chosen  out  firstfruits  for  the  gods,  I  fain  would 
march  with  thee  against  the  Argives'  country  and  coming 

mther  lay  Hellas  waste  with  war,  that  they  in  turn  may 
know  the  taste  of  ill.  ^ 

Hec.  If  thou  couldst  rid  the  city  of  this  present  curse  and 
esrore  it  to  its  old  security,  sure  I  should  feel  deep  gratitude 
ouar<ls  heaven.     But  as  for  sacking  Argos  and  the  pasture- 
i^nas  Of  Hellas,  as  thou  sayest,  'tis  no  easy  task. 
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Rhe.  Avow  they  not  that  hither  came  the  choicest  chiefs 
of  Hellas  ? 

Hec.  Aye,  and  I  scorn  them  not ;  enough  have  I  to  do 
in  driving  them  away. 

Rhe.  Well,  if  we  slay  these,  our  task  is  fully  done. 
Hec.  Leave  not  the  present  need,  nor  look  to  distant 
schemes. 

Rhe.  Thou  art,  it  seems,  content  to  suffer  tamely  and 
make  no  return. 

Hec.  I  rule  an  empire  wide  enough,  e'en  though  I  here 
abide.  But  on  the  left  wing  or  the  right  or  in  the  centre  of 
the  allies  thou  mayst  plant  thy  shield  and  marshal  thy 
troops. 

Rhe.  Alone  will  I  face  the  foe.  Hector.  But  if  thou  art 
ashamed,  after  all  thy  previous  toil,  to  have  no  share  in 
firing  their  ships'  prows,  place  me  face  to  face  at  least 
with  Achilles  and  his  host. 

Hec.  'Gainst  him  thou  canst  not  range  thy  eager 
spear. 

Rhe.  Why,  'twas  surely  said  he  sailed  to  Ilium. 

Hec.  He  sailed  and  is  come  hither ;  but  he  is  wroth  and 
takes  no  part  with  the  other  chieftains  in  the  fray. 

Rhe.  Who  next  to  him  hath  won  a  name  in  their  host  ? 

Hec.  Aias  and  the  son  of  Tydeus  are,  I  take  it,  no  whit 
his  inferiors ;  there  is  Odysseus  too,  a  noisy  knave  to  talk, 
but  bold  enough  withal,  of  all  men  he  hath  wrought 
most  outrage  on  this  country.  For  he  came  by  night  to 
Athena's  shrine  and  stole  her  image  and  took  it  to  the 
Argive ships;  next  he  made  his  way  inside  our  battlements, 
clad  as  a  vagrant  in  a  beggar's  garb,  and  loudly  did  he  curse 
the  Argives,  sent  as  a  spy  to  Ilium  ;  and  then  sneaked  out 
again,  when  he  had  slain  the  sentinels  and  warders  at  the 
gate.  He  is  ever  to  be  found  lurking  in  ambush  about  the 
altar  of  Thymbrcean  Apollo  nigh  the  city.  In  him  we  have  a 
troublous  pest  to  wrestle  with. 
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Rhe.  No  brave  man  deigns  to  smite  his  foe  in  secret  but 
to  meet  him  face  to  face.  If  I  can  catch  this  knave  alive 
who,  as  thou  sayest,  skulks  in  stealthy  ambuscade  and 
I)lots  his  mischief,  I  will  impale  him  at  the  outlet  of  the 
gates  and  set  him  up  for  vultures  of  the  air  to  make  their 
meal  upon  This  is  the  death  he  ought  to  die,  pirate  and 
temple-robber  that  he  is. 

Hec  To  your  quarters  now,  for  night  draws  on.  For 
thee  I  will  myself  point  out  a  spot  where  thy  host  can  watch 
this  night  apart  from  our  array.  Our  watchword  is  Phoebus 
If  haply  there  be  need  thereof;  hear  and  mark  it  well  and 
tell  It  to  the  Thracian  army.  Ye  must  advance  in  front  of 
our  ranks  and  keep  a  watchful  guard,  and  so  receive  Dolon 
who  went  to  spy  the  ships,  for  he,  if  safe  he  is,  is  even  now 
approaching  the  camp  of  Troy. 

Cho.  Whose  watch  is  it  ?  who  relieves  me  ?  night's 
earlier  stars  are  on  the  wane,  and  the  seven  Pleiads  mount 
the  sky;  athwart  the  firmament  the  eagle  floats.  Rouse 
ye,  why  delay?  Up  from  your  beds  to  the  watch  I  See  ve 
not  the  moon's  pale  beam  ?  Dawn  is  near,  day  is  coming, 
and  lo  !  a  star  that  heralds  it.  ^ 

Semicho.  Who  was  told  off  to  the  first  watch  ? 

J  he  son  of  Mygdon,  whom  men  call  Corcebus. 

nho  after  him? 

The  Paeonian  contingent  roused  the  Cilicians  : 
And  the  Mysians  us. 

for  the  fifth  watch,  as  the  lot  decided  ? 

slewIvSn'  •^''^'  \''""^^'   ^'''  '^^  nightingale,^  that 
Siev.  her  child,  singing  where  she  sits  upon  her  blood-stained 

hulbttitht"'t:iot'or^^  1""?"^  ^"^  ^^"'  ^^^^-'  ^^  ^- 

she  resolved  To  \Z7      ^i     '      '''^''  Amphion-s  numerous  family, 

Whereupon  sh:^^^^^  ^l      '  T*  '"^   '^  "'^^^^^   ^"^^^  »^-  -" 
into  a  ni^htirjal^      ^         "  ^"^^  ^'  '"'  ^''  ''''^  ^"^  '^^y  changed  her 


i8 


EURIPIDES. 


[l.  549-615 


1^ 


nest  by  Simois  her  piteous  plaint,  sweet  singer  of  the 
many  trills  ;  already  along  Ida's  slopes  they  are  pasturing 
the  flocks,  and  o'er  the  night  I  catch  the  shrill  pipe's  note ; 
sleep  on  my  closing  eyelids  softly  steals,  the  sweetest  sleep 
that  comes  at  dawn  to  tired  eyes. 

Semicho.  Why  doth  not  our  scout  draw  near,  whom 
Hector  sent  to  spy  the  fleet  ? 

He  is  so  long  away,  I  have  my  fears. 

Is  it  possible  he  hath  plunged  into  a  hidden  ambush  and 
been  slain  ? 

Soon  must  we  know. 

My  counsel  is  we  go  and  rouse  the  Lycians  to  the  fifth 
watch,  as  the  lot  ordained.  \_Exit  Semichorus. 

Enter  Diomedes  and  Odvsseus  cautiously  ivith  drawn 

swords. 

Odys.  Didst  not  hear,  O  Diomedes,  the  clash  of  arms  ? 
or  is  it  an  idle  noise  that  rings  in  my  ears  ? 

Dio.  Nay,  'tis  the  rattle  of  steel  harness  on  the  chariot- 
rails;  me,  too,  did  fear  assail,  till  I  perceived  'twas  but  the 
clang  of  horses'  chains. 

Odys.  Beware  thou  stumble  not  upon  the  guard  in  the 
darkness. 

Dio.  I  will  take  good  care  how  I  advance  even  in  this 
gloom. 

Odys.  If  however  thou  shouldst  rouse  them,  dost  know 
their  watchword  ? 

Dio.  Yea,  'tis  "  Phoebus  ;  "  I  heard  Dolon  use  it. 

Odys.  Ha !  the  foe  I  see  have  left  this  bivouac. 

Dio.  Yet  Dolon  surely  said  that  here  was  Hector's  couch, 
against  whom  this  sword  of  mine  is  drawn. 

Odys.  What  can  it  mean?  Is  his  company  withdrawn 
elsewhere  ? 

Dig.  Perhaps  to  form  some  stratagem  against  us. 
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bv?e'aIon  of^h-'"'"'^'  '''  ""'^^"^  """  ^'^  ^'^^  ^-^^  bold 
Dy  reason  of  his  victory. 

D,o.  What  then  are  we  to  do,  Odysseus  ?  «-e  have  not 
found  our  man  asleep  ;  our  hopes  are  dashed 

Odvs  Let  us  to  the  fleet  with  what  speed  we  may 
Some  god  wh.cheer  it  be  that  gives  him  his  good  uck  is 
preserving  h.m  ;  'gainst  fate  we  must  not  strive  ' 

h,.  f";   )t:  ^'^- '"""'"  "'"'' «°  ^S^'"^t  ^"eas  or  Paris,  most 

Govs  Ho?''""'  '"'  T  °"^  '^'"'^^  -'  '>ff  ^^'-  heX 
.n,?H  K  V'  '''^^'  '"  "'^  '^"''"^^^  '=*"sf  «hou  find  them 
nm-d  a  host,  e  army,  and  slay  them  without  risk  ? 

sni?r''"  ^""^u  ■  ""  ''"™  '     "'"'  «'^  "«'  «'^in  Dolon  who 

It    UH  ;k      "'  'T"  '  """^  80od  luck  go  with  us  ! 
enawin.  I  T"^'  '^'°'"  '^'  "^^"J^"  ^^"^s,  with  sorrow 

S'To  s  irHec  :r:;  'r-r  't"'  ^^^-""^ "-  >- 

Rhesus  is  come  to  s  ccou^  '>o  "  '"  "°'  '^"'  '""' 

surviv*.  .h,c       u     ^""^f """^  '  foy  'n  no  mean  sort  ?    If  he 

no"  A  a     Luf    ""'"  '°'"°""^'^  '''^"'  -"^er  Achilles 

hope  to  leive  him  ,      i     •  '         "actors  sleep  alone,  nor 
at  another  hand.  '  '™"' '  '"'  ""'  ^''^"  ^"-^  "^^^"^ 

vo.?e°?he?r"' for^,f"''  "^  '''  "^"■''"°'^"  ^<=«"'  of  thy 
n^y  toi      Tell  Z    .      'u  ''''  "  ""y  '''^^  'o  ''^'P  n^e  in 

orVbar^ara^^rhe'tSrer"---"^^^'- 

other  Lo"prbut  outsider  ''"''  "°*  '"^^'''^"^'^  -'^^  '^e 

quarters,  tnu  It  .iv«    ?'  ""''  ''^"^  "^^'°^  S"-"  '^i- 
"  n-ght  g.ves  place  to  day.     And  nigh  him  are 
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tethered  his  white  steeds  to  his  Thracian  chariot,  easy  to 
see  in  the  darkness;  glossy  white  are  they  like  to  the 
plumage  of  a  river  swan.  Slay  their  master  and  bear  them 
off,  a  glorious  prize  to  any  home,  for  nowhere  else  in  all  the 
world  is  such  a  splendid  team  to  be  found. 

Odys.  Diomedes,  either  do  thou  slay  the  Thracian  folk, 
or  leave  that  to  me,  while  thy  care  must  be  the  horses. 

Dio.  I  will  do  the  killing,  and  do  thou  look  to  the  steeds. 
For  thou  art  well  versed  in  clever  tricks,  and  hast  a  ready 
wit.     And  'tis  right  to  allot  a  man  to  the  work  he  can  best 

perform. 

Ath.  Lo  !  yonder  I  see  Paris  coming  towards  us  ;  he 
hath  heard  maybe  from  the  guard  a  rumour  vague  that  foes 
are  near. 

Dio.  Are  others  with  him  or  cometh  he  alone  ? 

Ath.  Alone  ;  to  Hector's  couch  he  seems  to  wend  his 
way,  to  announce  to  him  that  spies  are  in  the  camp. 

Dio.  Ought  not  he  to  head  the  list  of  slain  ? 

Ath.  Thou  canst  not  o'erreach  Destiny.  And  it  is  not 
decreed  that  he  should  fall  by  thy  hand  ;  but  hasten  on  thy 
mission  of  slaughter  fore-ordained,  while  I  feigning  to  be 
Cypris,  his  ally,  and  to  aid  him  in  his  efforts  will  answer 
thy  foe  with  cheating  words.  Thus  much  I  have  told  you, 
but  the  fated  victim  knoweth  not,  nor  hath  he  heard  one 
word,  for  all  he  is  so  near. 

Paris.  To  thee  I  call,  general  and  brother,  Hector  ! 
Sleep'st  thou  ?  shouldst  not  thou  awake  ?  Som;;  foeman 
draws  anigh  our  host,  or  thieves  maybe,  or  spies. 

Ath.  Courage  !  lo !  Cypris  watches  o'er  thee  in  gracious 
mood.  Thy  warfare  is  my  care,  for  I  do  not  forget  the 
honour  thou  once  didst  me,  and  I  thank  thee  for  thy  good 
service.  And  now,  when  the  host  of  Troy  is  triumphant,  am 
I  come  bringing  to  thee  a  powerful  friend,  the  Thracian 
child  of  the  Muse,  the  heavenly  songstress,  whose  father's 
name  is  Strynion. 
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.hJ^'"^  ^/"  ""'°  "'''  '">■  ^"*^  '°  -"^  ^  •'ind  friend  art 
thou,  and  I  am  sure  that  decision  I  then  made  conferred 
upon  th.s  cay  the  highest  treasure  life  affords  in  thy  person 
1  heard  a  vague  report,  and  so  I  came,  for  there  prevailed 
amongst  the  guard  a  rumour  that  Achsan  spies  are  here 
One  man,  that  saw  them  not,  saith  so,  while  another,  that 
saw  ihem  come,  cannot  describe  them,  and  so  I  am  on  mv 
way  to  Hector's  tent.  ' 

Ath.  Fear  naught ;  all  is  quiet  in  the  host,  and  Hec- 
tor^  IS  gone   to  assign   a   sleeping-place  to   the  Thracian 

Paris.  Thou  dost  persuade  me,  and  I  believe  thy  words 
and  will  go  to  guard  my  post,  free  of  fear. 

Ath.  Go,  for  'tis  my  pleasure  ever  to  watch  thy  interests, 
tha  so  I  may  see  my  allies  prosperous.  Yea,  and  thou  too 
Shalt  recognize  my  zeal.  ^^^-^  p^^^^ 

{nOmssKvs  and  Diomedes.)  O  son  of  Laertes,  1  bid 
you  sheathe  your  whetted  swords,  ye  warriors  all  too  keen  • 
lor  dead  before  you  lies  the  Thracian  chief,  his  steeds  are 
captured,  but  the  foe  have  wind  thereof,  and  are  coming 
forth  agamst  you ;  fly  with  all  speed  to  the  ships'  station 

hy  delay  to  save  your  lives  when  the  foemen's  storm  is 
just  bursting  on  you? 

cve^ry"  blow"'  "" '  ""''^'  ''"''^'  '"^  °"'  ''^^  "*" '  ^^^  ^^'''■'^  '" 
Semicho.  Who  goes  there  ? 

Look  you.  that  man  I   mean.     There   are  the  thieves 
ho    m   the    gloom  disturbed   this  host.      Hither,  come 

Ihlm  Vst"'  "''"       '""  •     '  "^"'^  '^'"^-^  ^'''  <^'""=hed 

cou^tyV"*"  '''"''*°''^  •     ^^'hence  cam'st  thou  ?     Thy 
Odvs.  'Tis  not  for  thee  to  know. 

Semicho.'  Speak,  or  thou  diest  as  a  vile  traitor  this  day. 
Jn  .he  arrangement  of  this  extremely  difficult  passage   I  have 
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Wilt  not  the  watchword  declare,  ere  my  sword,  finds  its 
way  to  thy  heart  ? 

Odys.  What !  hast  thou  slain  Rhesus? 

Semicho.  Nay,  I  am  asking  thee  about  him  who  came  to 
slay  us. 

Odys.  Be  of  good  heart,  approach. 

Semicho.  Strike  every  man  of  you,  strike,  strike  home  ! 

Odys.  Stay,  every  man  of  you  ! 

Semicho.  No,  no,  lay  on  ! 

Odys.  Ah  !  slay  not  a  friend. 

Semicho.  What  is  the  watchword,  then  ? 

Odys.  Phoebus. 

Semicho.  Right !  stay  every  man  his  spear ! 
Dost  know  whither  those  men  are  gone  ? 

Odys.  Somewhere  here  I  caught  a  sight  of  them. 

Semicho.  Close  on  their  track  each  man  of  you,  or  else 
must  we  shout  for  aid. 

Odys.  Nay,  'twere  conduct  strange  to  disturb  our  friends 
with  wild  alarms  by  night. 

[Exeunt  Odysseus  and  Diomedes. 

Cho.  Who  was  that  man  who  slipped  away?  Who  was 
he  that  will  loudly  boast  his  daring  in  escaping  me  ?  How 
shall  I  catch  him  now  ?  to  whom  liken  him  ?  the  man  who 
came  by  night  with  fearless  step  passing  through  our  ranks  and 
the  guard  we  set.  Is  he  a  Thessalian  or  a  dweller  in  some 
seacoast  town  of  Locris,  or  hath  he  his  home  amid  the 
scattered  islands  of  the  main  ?  Who  was  he,  and  whence 
came  he?  What  is  his  fatherland?  What  god  doth  he 
avow  as  lord  of  all  the  rest  ? 

Semicho.  Whose  work  is  this  ?  is  it  the  deed  of  Odysseus  ? 

If  one  may  conjecture  from  his  former  acts,  of  course 
it  is. 

followed  Paley.  There  are  numerous  other  ways  of  assigning  the  lines, 
but  none  of  them  seem  to  have  greater  claims  to  be  correct  on  the 
ground  of  probability. 
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Host  think  so  really  ?     Why,  of  course. 
He  is  a  bold  foe  for  us. 

Who  is?  whom  art  thou  praising  for  valiancy? 
t)dysseus.  •' 

Praise  not  the  crafty  weapons  that  a  robber  uses 
Cho    Once  before   he  came  into  this  city,  wiih  swim 
m,ng   bleary   eyes,   in    rags    and   tatters    clad,   h  s     woTj 

n.ued  with   «.tt^rmtrattercutri^:J 

Jf  Tre  t:  T'T/"'  '''  ■''''''^'  ''  "'-S^  ^--' 
Ijr    I  A  ^^'^^'  °P^°'"^-     ^^°"'d,  oh !  would  he 

had  pertshed,  as  was  his  due,  or  ever  he  set  foot  on  Phryg,a  J 

Aye  surely  for  Hector  will  blame  us  sentinels. 
Uhat  can  he  allege? 
He  will  suspect. 

What  have  we  done  ?  why  art  afeard  ? 
By  us  did  pass— 
Well,  who  ? 

They  who  this  night  came  to  the  Phrygian  host. 
tHA.  O  cruel  stroke  of  fate.     Woe,  woe  > 

com^h   ""'*'  •'  ^  '"'"' ''"  '     ^'«"'^''  '°^>  fof  maybe  there 
Cometh  someone  into  the  snare. 

cTr:  U'K  "*' !.  "^"^  '"''•'"P  '°  "^^  Thracian  allies. 
<^»o.  "ho  IS  he  that  groans? 

of  Thrac;'!''H  "''''  '   T  '"  "'  ""^  *°^  ''^  ''''^-  «  ^^^^ 
.he\irthat"rd".Ty  'l 'fe  f'''  "^  ^'°^  '°  ''^  '  ''^  ^^ 

duS^he;°eveV'r  '  '"'"/'  "''"^'^  '  nighfs  gloom  hath 
Cha    \V^  ^    '    ,''^""'"  "'^^^'y  ^«cognize  thee. 

Hector'  tike  V  ""  ^  ^"'^  '"""'  '^'°i'"  '^^^^^     ^^'^ere  do.h 
"ector  take  his  rest  under  arms  ?     .^lack  and  well-a-day  1 
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To  which  cA  the  captains  of  the  host  am  I  to  tell  my  tale  ? 
What  sufferings  ours  !  What  dark  deeds  someone  hath 
wrought  on  us  and  gone  his  way,  when  he  had  wound  up  a 
clew  of  sorrow  manifest  to  every  Thracian ! 

Cho.  From  what  I  gather  of  this  man's  words,  some 
calamity,  it  seems,  is  befalling  the  Thracian  host. 

Cha.  Lost  is  all  our  host,  our  prince  is  dead,  slain  by  a 
treacherous  blow.  Woe  worth  the  hour  !  woe  worth  the 
day !  O  the  cruel  anguish  of  this  bloody  wound  that  inly 
racks  my  frame  !  Would  I  were  dead  !  Was  it  to  die  this 
inglorious  death  that  Rhesus  and  I  did  come  to  Troy  ? 

Cho.  This  is  plain  language ;  in  no  riddles  he  de- 
clares the  disaster;  all  too  clearly  he  asserts  our  friends' 
destruction. 

Cha.  a  sorry  deed  it  was,  and  more  than  that  a  deed 
most  foul ;  yea,  'tis  an  evil  doubly  bad  ;  to  die  with  glory-,  if 
die  one  must,  is  bitterness  enough  I  trow  to  him  who  dies; 
assuredly  it  is ;  though  to  the  living  it  add  dignity  and  honour 
for  their  house.  But  we,  like  fools,  have  died  a  death  of 
shame.  No  sooner  had  great  Hector  given  us  our  quarters 
and  told  us  the  watchword  than  we  laid  us  down  to  sleep 
upon  the  ground,  o'ercome  by  weariness.  No  guard  our  army 
set  to  watch  by  night.  Our  arms  we  set  not  in  array,  nor 
were  the  whips  hung  ready  on  the  horses'  yokes,  for  our 
prince  was  told  that  you  were  masters  now,  and  had  encamped 
hard  on  their  ships  ;  so  carelessly  we  threw  us  down  to  sleep. 
Now  I  with  thoughtful  mind  awoke  from  my  slumber,  and 
with  ungrudging  hand  did  measure  out  the  horses'  feed,  ex- 
pecting to  harness  them  at  dawn  unto  the  fray ;  when  lo  ! 
through  the  thick  gloom  two  men  I  see  roaming  around  our 
army.  But  when  I  roused  myself  they  fled  away,  and  were 
gone  once  more  ;  and  I  called  out  to  them  to  keep  away 
from  our  army,  for  I  thought  they  might  be  thieves  from  our 
allies.  No  answer  made  they,  so  I  too  said  no  more,  but 
came  back    to  my  couch  and   slept   again.     And  lo  !    as 
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I  slept  came  a  strange  fancy  o'er  me  :    I  saw,  methought  as 
ma  dream,  those  steeds  that  I  had  groomed  and  used  to 
dnvestat.oned  at  Rhesus'  side,  wi.h  wolves  mounted  on 
their  backs ;  and  these  with  their  tails  did  lash  the  horses' 
flanks  and  urge  them  on,  while  they  did  snort  and  breathe 
fury  from  the.r  nostr.ls,  striving  i„  terror  to  unseat  their 
nders.     Lp  I  sprang  to  defend  the  horses  from  the  brutes 
for  the  horror  of  the  night  scared  me.     Then  as  I  raised  my 
head  I  heard  the  groans  of  dying  men,  and  a  warm  stream  of 
new-shed  blood  bespattered  me  where  I  lay  close  to  mv 
murdered  master  as  he  gave  up  the  ghost.     To  my  feet  I 
start,  but  all  unarmed  ;  and  as  I  peer  about  and  grope  to  find 
my  sword,  a  stalwart  hand  from  somewhere  nigh  dealt  me  a 
sword-thrust  beneath  the  ribs.     I  know  the  sword  that  dealt 
that  blow  from  the  deep  gaping  wound  it  gave  me.     Down 
on  my  face     fell,  while  they  fled  clean  away  with  steeds  and 
hanot      Alack,  alack !    Tortured  with  pain,  too  weak  to 
s  and  a  p.teous  object  I !     I  know  what  happened,  for  I 
saw   It ;   but  how  the  victims  met  their  death   I   cannot 
say    nor  whose  the   hand   that   smote  them ;  but   I   can 

rhance"™"^   *"  ^''^^  °"'  '""^"'^'  '°  "'^"''  ^°'  "''*  "»'«- 
■  Cho.  O  charioteer  of  Thrace's  hapless  king,  never  sus- 
pect that  any  but  foes  have  had  a  hand  in  this.     Lo  -  Hector 
himself  ,s  here,  apprized  of  thy  mischance ;    he  syipa 
thizes  as  he  should  with  thy  hard  fate. 

Hec  Ve  villains  who  have  caused  this  mischief  dire  how 
came  the  foemen's  spies  without  your  knowledge,  to  youT 
sh  me  and  spread  destruction  through  the  hosf,  'and 'you 

vou  sh^ll      "      r*^  "'  '^''  P"'^^*^  •"  °^  «"'  •'    Who  but 
you  shall   pay   the   penalty  for  this?    You,   I  say    were 

TIZ     \  ""1     ""'"^  '^  ''""^  ^'  P'''>'S''^"  cowardice,  and 
swear-at  least  the  scourge,  if  not  the  headsman's  axe,  awaits 
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such  conduct ;  else  count  Hector  a  thing  of  naught,  a  mere 
coward. 

Cho.  Woe,  woe  is  me  !  A  grievous,  grievous  woe  came 
on  me,  I  cr.n  see,  great  lord  of  my  city,  in  the  hour  that  I 
brought  my  news  to  thee  that  the  Argive  host  was  kindling 
fires  about  the  ships ;  for  by  the  springs  of  Simois  I  vow  my 
eye  kept  sleepless  watch  by  night,  nor  did  I  slumber  or 
sleep.  O  be  not  angered  with  me,  my  lord  ;  I  am  guiltless 
of  all ;  yet  if  hereafter  thou  find  that  I  in  word  or  deed  have 
done  amiss,  bury  me  alive  beneath  the  earth;  I  ask  no 
mercy. 

Cha.  Why  threaten  these  .>  Why  try  to  undermine  my 
poor  barbarian  wit  by  crafty  words,  barbarian  thou  thyself? 
Thou  didst  this  deed  ;  nor  they  who  have  suffered  all,  nor  we 
by  wounds  disabled  will  believe  it  was  any  other.  A  long 
and  subtle  speech  thou'lt  need  to  prove  to  me  thou  didst  not 
slay  thy  friends  because  thou  didst  covet  the  horses,  and  to 
gain  them  didst  murder  thine  own  aUies,  after  bidding  them 
come  so  straitly.  They  came,  and  they  are  dead.  Why,  Paris 
found  more  decent  means  to  shame  the  rights  of  hospitality 
than  thou,  with  thy  slaughter  of  thy  allies.  Never  tell  me 
some  Argive  came  and  slaughtered  us.  Who  could  have 
passed  the  Trojan  lines  and  come  against  us  without  detec- 
tion ?  Thou  and  thy  Phrygian  troops  were  camped  in  front 
of  us.  Who  was  wounded,  who  was  slain  amongst  thy  friends, 
when  that  foe  thou  speak'st  of  came?  'Twas  we  were 
wounded,  while  some  have  met  a  sterner  fate  and  said  fare- 
well to  heaven's  light.  Briefly,  then,  no  Achaean  do  I  blame. 
For  what  enemy  could  have  come  and  found  the  lowly  bed 
of  Rhesus  in  the  dark,  unless  some  deity  were  guiding  the 
murderers'  steps  ?  They  did  not  so  much  as  know  of  his 
arrival.     No,  'tis  thy  plot  this  ! 

Hec.  'Tis  many  a  long  year  now  since  I  have  had  to 
do  with  allies,  aye,  ever  since  Acha^a's  host  settled  in  this 
land,  and  never  an  ill  word  have  I  known  them  say  of  me ; 
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but  with  thee  I  am  to  make  a  beginning.  Never  may 
such  longing  for  horses  seize  me  that  I  should  slay  my 
friends  !  This  is  the  work  of  Odysseus.  Who  of  all  the 
Argives  but  he  would  have  devised  or  carried  out  such  a 
deed  ?  I  fear  him  much  ;  and  somewhat  my  mind  misgives 
me  lest  he  have  met  and  slam  Dolon  as  well ;  for  'tis  long 
since  he  set  out,  nor  yet  appears. 

Cha.  I  know  not  this  Odysseus  of  whom  thou  speakest. 
Twas  no  foe's  hand  that  smote  me. 

Hec.  Well,  keep  that  opinion  for  thyself,  if  it  please  thee. 

Cha.  O  land  of  my  fathers,  would  I  might  die  in  thee  ! 

Hec.  Die  !    No  !    Enough  are  those  already  dead. 

Cha.  Where  am  I  to  turn,  I  ask  thee,  reft  of  my  master 
now? 

Hec.  My  house  shall  shelter  thee  and  cure  thee  of  thy 
hurt. 

Cha.   How  shall  murderers'  hands  care  for  me  ? 
Hec.  This  fellow   will  never   have  done  repeating   the 
same  story. 

Cha.  Curses  on  the  doer  of  this  deed  !  On  thee  my 
tongue  doth  fix  no  charge,  as  thou  complainest;  but  Justice 
is  over  all. 

Hec.  Ho  !  take  him  hence  !  Carry  him  to  my  palace  and 
tend  him  carefully,  that  he  may  have  no  fault  to  find.  And 
you  must  go  to  those  upon  the  walls,  to  Priam  and  his  aged 
( ouncillors,  and  tell  them  to  give  orders  for  the  burial  of  the 
dead  at  the  place  where  folk  turn  from  the  road  to  rest. 

[Charioteer  is  carried  off. 

Cho.  Why,  with  what  intent  doth  fortune  change  and 
bring  Troy  once  again  to  mourning  after  her  famous  victory  ? 
J^ee,  see !  O  look  !  What  goddess,  O  king,  is  hovering  o'er 
our  heads,  bearing  in  her  hands  as  on  a  bier  the  warrior 
slain  but  now  ?     I  shudder  at  this  sight  of  woe. 

The  Muse.  Behold  me,  sons  of  Troy  !  Lo!  I  the  Muse, 
one  of  the  sisters  nine,  that  have  honour  among  the  wise, 
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am  here,  having  seen  the  piteous  death  his  fees  have  dealt 
my  darling  son.  Yet  shall  the  crafty  Odysseus,  that  slew 
him,  one  day  hereafter  pay  a  fitting  penalty.  O  my  son,  thy 
mother's  grief,  I  mourn  for  thee  in  self-taught  strains  of 
woe  !  What  a  journey  thou  didst  make  to  Troy,  a  very  path 
of  woe  and  sorrow  !  starting,  spite  of  all  my  warnings  and 
thy  father's  earnest  prayers,  in  defiance  of  us.  Woe  is  me 
for  thee,  my  dear,  dear  son  !     Ah,  woe  !   my  son,  my  son  ! 

Cho.   I,  too,  bewail  and  mourn  thy  son,  as  far  as  one  can 
who  hath  no  conmion  lie  of  kin.  •  ' 

The  Muse.  Curses  on  the  son  *  of  QCneus  !  Curses  on 
I^ertes'  child  I  who  hath  reft  me  of  my  fair  son  and  made 
me  childless !  and  on  that  woman,  too,  that  left  her  home 
in  Hellas,  and  sailed  hither  with  her  Phrygian  paramour, 
bringing  death  to  thee,  my  dearest  son,  'neath  Ilium's  walls, 
and  stripi)ing  countless  cities  of  their  heroes  brave.  Deep, 
deep  the  wounds,  son^  of  Philammon,  hast  thou  inflicted  on 
my  heart,  in  life,  nor  less  in  Hades'  halls.  Yea,  for  'twas  thy 
pride,  thy  own  undoing,  and  thy  rivalry  with  us  Muses  that 
made  me  mother  of  this  poor  son  of  mine.  For  as  I  crossed 
the  river's  streams  I  came  too  nigh  to  Strymon's  fruitful 
couch,  that  day  we  Muses  came  unto  the  brow  of  Mount 
Pangaeus  with  its  soil  of  gold,  with  all  our  music  furnished 
forth  for  one  great  trial  of  minstrel  skill  with  that  clever 
Thracian  bard,  and  him  we  reft  of  sight,  even  Thamyris,  the 
man  who  oft  reviled  our  craft.  Anon,  when  I  gave  birth  to 
thee,  because  I  felt  shame  of  my  sisters  and  my  maiden 
years,  I  sent  thee  to  the  swirling  stream  of  thy  sire,  the 
water-god  ;  and  Strymon  did  not  entrust  thy  nurture  to 
mortal  hands,  but  to  the  fountain  nymphs.    There  wert  thou 

*  Tydeus,  father  of  Diomedes,  was  son  of  CEneus,  king  of  Calydon. 

'  Thamyris,  the  son  of  Philammon,  challenge<l  the  Muses  to  a  musi- 
cal contest  ;  he  was  defeated  and  his  eyes  put  out  by  them.  One  result 
of  the  Muses'  visit  was  the  marriage  of  Strymon,  the  river-god,  to  one 
of  the  Muses,  followed  by  the  birth  of  Rhesus. 
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reared  most  fairly  by  the  maiden  nymphs,  and  didst  rule 
o'er  Thrace,  a  leader  amongst  men,  my  child.  So  long  as 
thou  didst  range  thy  native  land  in  quest  of  bloody  deeds  of 
prowess  I  feared  not  for  thy  death,  but  I  bade  thee  ne'er  set 
out  for  Troy-town,  for  well  I  knew  thy  doom  ;  but  Hector's 
messages  and  those  countless  embassies  urged  thee  to  go 
and  help  thy  friends.  This  was  thy  doing,  Athena;  thou 
alone  art  to  blame  for  his  death  (neither  Odysseus  nor  the 
son  of  Tydeus  had  aught  to  do  with  it) ;  think  not  it  hath 
escaped  mine  eye.  And  yet  we  sister  Muses  do  special 
honour  to  thy  city,  thy  land  we  chiefly  haunt ;  yea,  and 
Orpheus,'  own  cousin  of  the  dead  whom  thou  hast  slain,  did 
for  thee  unfold  those  dark  mysteries  with  their  torch  proces- 
sions. Musaeus,  too,  thy  holy  citizen,  of  all  men  most 
advanced  in  lore,  him  did  Phoebus  with  us  sisters  train. 
And  here  is  my  reward  for  this  ;  dead  in  my  arms  I  hold  my 
child  and  mourn  for  him.  Henceforth  no  other  learned  man 
I'll  bring  to  thee. 

Cho.  Vainly  it  seems  the  Thracian  charioteer  reviled  up 
with  plotting  this  man's  murder,  Hector. 

Hec.  I  knew  it ;  it  needed  no  seer  to  say  that  he  had 
perished  by  the  arts  of  Odysseus.  Now  I,  when  I  saw  the 
Hellene  host  camped  in  my  land,  of  course  would  not  hesitate 
to  send  heralds  to  my  friends,  bidding  them  come  and  help 
my  country ;  and  so  I  sent,  and  he  as  in  duty  bound  came  my 
toils  to  share.  It  grieves  me  sorely  to  see  him  dead  ;  and 
now  am  I  ready  to  raise  a  tomb  for  him  and  burn  at  hi^ 
pyre  great  store  of  fine  raiment;  for  he  came  as  a  friend  and 
in  sorrow  is  he  going  hence. 

The  Muse.  He  shall  not  descend  into  earth's  darksome 
soil ;  so  earnest  a  prayer  will  I  address  to  the  bride  of  the 
nether  world,  the  daughter  of  the  goddess  Demeter,  giver  of 

'  Orpheus  was  the  son  of  CEager,  king  of  Thrace,  and  the  Muse 
Calliope.  The  following  reference  is  to  the  so-called  Orphic  mysteries, 
in  which  the  torch  procession  formed  a  conspicuous  feature. 


30 


EURIPIDES. 


increase,  to  release  his  soul,  and  debtor,  as  she  is  to  me, 
show  that  she  honours  the  friends  of  Orpheus.     Yet  from 
henceforth  will  he  be  to  me  as  one  dead  that  seeth  not  the 
light ;  for  never  again  will   he  meet  me  or  see  his  mother's 
face,  but  will  lurk  hidden  in  a  cavern  of  the  land  with  veins 
of  silver,  restored  to  life,  no  longer  man  but  god,  even  as 
the  prophet  of  Bacchus  '  did  dwell  in  a  grotto  'neath  Pan- 
gaeus,  a  god  whom  his  votaries  honoured.     Lightly   now 
shall  I  feel  the  grief  of  the  sea-goddess,  for  her  son^  too  must 
die.     First  then  for  thee  we  sisters  must  chaunt  our  dirge, 
and  then  for  Achilles  when  Thetis  mourns  some  day.     Him' 
shall  not  Pallas,  thy  slayer,  save ;  so  true  the  shaft  Loxias 
keeps  in  his  quiver  for  him.     Ah  me  !  the  sorrows  that  a 
mother  feels  !  the  troubles  of  mortals  !  whoso  fairly  reckons 
you  up  will  live  and  die  a  childless  man  and  will  have  no 
children  to  bury. 

Cho.  His  mother  now  must  see  to  this  her  son's  burial ; 
but  for  thee,  Hector,  if  thou  wilt  carry  out  any  scheme,  now 
is  the  time,  for  day  is  dawning. 

Hec  Go,  bid  our  comrades  arm  at  once  ;  yoke  the 
horses;  torch  in  hand  ye  must  await  the  blast  of  the  Etrurian 
trumpet ;  for  I  hope  with  this  day's  mounting  sun  to  pass 
beyond  their  lines  and  walls  and  fire  the  ships  of  the 
Achaeans,  restoring  freedom's  light  once  more  to  Troy. 

Cho.  Obedience  to  our  prince  !  let  us  array  ourselves  in 
mail,  and  go  forth  and  these  orders  tell  to  our  allies,  and 
haply  the  god  who  is  on  our  side  will  grant  us  victory.  ' 

'The  Thracian  Lycurgus,  a  mythical  king  whose  worship  was  united 
in  Thrac-  with  that  of  Bacchus  in  the  orgies  amidst  the  hills. 

^  t\r.  Achilles,  the  son  of  Thetis,  who  is  killed  by  an  arrow  of  Paris 
at  the  siege  of  Troy. 
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Nurse  ok  Medka. 

Attendani'  on  her  CminRKN. 

Medea. 

Chorus  of  CuRiMiiiAN  Wo.mln. 
1    Creon. 
^    Jason. 

2      il^GEUS. 

Messenger. 

The  two  Sons  of  Jason  and  Medea. 


Scene.— Before  the  Palace  of  Creon  at  Corinlli. 


MEDEA. 

Nurse.  Ah  !  would  to  Heaven  the  good  ship  Argo  ne'er 
had  sped  Its  course  to  the  Colchian  land  through  the  misty 
blue  Symplegades  nor  ever  in  the  glens  of  Pelion  the  pine 
been  felled  to  furnish  with  oars  the  chieftain's  hands  who 
went  to  fetch  the  golden  fleece  for  Pelias ;  for  then  ;ouId 
my  own  m.stress  .Medea  never  have  sailed  to  the  turrets  of 
lolcos,  her  soul  wuh  love  for  Jason  smitten,  nor  would  she 
have  beguiled  the  daughters  of  Pelias  to  slay  their  father 

banH  H  K  7  ^"'  '"  '^'  '""^  °^  Corinth  with  her  hus- 
band  and  children,  where  her  exile  found  favour  with  the 
c.t,zens  to  whose  land  she  had  come,  and  in  all  things  of  ie 

ZirZ  :'"'  v^  ''r'  ^""^  J^-"'  'he  greatit  safe- 
fovela  1 1,  h'  t'""  •^"^•^^"'^  ^'^  'Sree  ;  but  now  their 
ove  IS  all  turned  to  hate,  and  tenderest  ties  are  weak.     For 

fo   the  love  o  a  royal  bride,  for  he  hath  wedded  the  daugh- 

wife  thus  '  i  °^  ''"  ''"'^-  '^''^"^  ^^^dea  his  hapi, 
wife,  thus  scorned,  appeals  to  the  oaths  he  swore  recalls  the 
stron    pledge  his  right  hand  gave,  and  bids  hea;e         w  .! 

1  e   faMfn/T!?  ''.'  "  '"""«  ''°'"  J^^^"'     ^nd  here  she 

lars  eve?  J  "k^  ^T  ''°^'  '°  ""''  ^'''''  -^^'i"?  away  in 
tears  ever  smce  she  learnt  that  she  was  wronged  by  her 

heg  :  nd""f'r^7^--  -'-«  »>-  ffcefroL  off 
IwarninK  as  ifTh.  '"^'  ''  "^''^  '"  '"  '°  ^er  friend's 

Lhe  tui  he ,  t'  ""''l'  '"^^  °^  °«-"  billow,  save  when 

b*moa«  hetfl     ;    "u"'"'  '^'"^  ^"^  ^°^"y  '"  herself 
I»emoans  her  father  dear,  her  country  and  her  home,  which 
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she  gave  up  to  come  hither  with  the  man  who  now  holds 
her  in  dishonour.     She,  poor  lady,  hath  by  sad  experience 
learnt  how  good  a  thing  it  is  never  to  quit  one's  native  land. 
And  she  hates  her  children  now  and  feels  no  joy  at  seemg 
them ;  I  am  afeard  she  may  contrive  some  untoward  scheme ; 
for  her  mood  is  dangerous  nor  will   she  brook  her  cruel 
treatment  ;  full  well  I  know  her,  and  I  much  do  dread  that 
she  will  plunge  the  keen  sword  through  their  heart,  stealing 
without  a  word  into  the  chamber  where  their  marriage  couch 
is  spread,  or  else  that  she  will  slay  the  prince  and  bride- 
groom too,  and  so  find  some  calamity  still  more  grievous 
than  the  present ;  for  dreadful  is  her  wrath  ;  verily  the  man 
that  doth  incur  her  hate  will  have  no  easy  task  to  raise  o'er 
her  a  song  of  triumph.     Lo  !  where  her  sons  come  hither 
from    their    childish    sports  ;    little    they    reck    of    their 
mother's  woes,  for  the  soul  of  the  young  is  no  friend  to 

sorrow. 

Att.  Why  dost  thou,  so  long  my  lady's  own  handmaid, 
stand  here  at  the  gate  alone,  loudly  lamenting  to  thyself  the 
piteous  tale?  how  comes  it  that  Medea  will  have  thee  leave 

her  to  herself? 

Nurse.  Old  man,  attendant  on  the  sons  of  Jason,  our 
masters'  fortunes  when  they  go  awry  make  good  slaves 
grieve  and  touch  their  hearts.  Oh  !  I  have  come  to  such 
a  pitch  of  grief  that  there  stole  a  yearning  wish  upon  me  to 
come  forth  hither  and  proclaim   to  heaven  and  earth  my 

mistress's  hard  fate. 

Att.  What !  has  not  the  poor  lady  ceased  yet  from  her 

lamentation  ? 

Nurse.  Would  I  were  as  thou  art !  the  mischief  is  but 
now  beginning  ;  it  has  not  reached  its  climax  yet. 

Att.  O  foolish  one,  if  I  may  call  my  mistress  such  a 
name  ;  how  little  she  recks  of  evils  yet  more  recent ! 

Nurse.  What    mean'st,  old    man  ?    grudge  not    to  tell 

me. 
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Nurse.  Nay,  by  thy  beard  I  conjure  thee    h.H.  > 

draughts'  near  P.rene's  sacred  spring  thaTSo     .h'  rS 
of    h.s    and.  ,s  bent  on  driving  these  children  and  the! 
.nother  from  the  boundaries  of  Corinth;   but  I  know  no 
wheth.  the  news  is  .0  be  relied  upon,  'and  .ouirfl"  •' 

Nurse.  What !  «ill  Jason  brook  such  treatment  of  his 

.ov^7o  tS'fami,^^^^'  '°  "'''■■'  "^  -^-^^  -  '-ger  any 
Nurse    Undone,  it  seems,  are  we,  if  to  old  woes  fresh 

Att.  Hold  thou  thy  peace,  say  not  a  word  of  this  'tis 
r.o  time  for  our  mistress  to  learn  hereof  ' 

Nurse.  O  children,  do  ye  hear  how  your  father  feels 
towards  you?     Perdition  catch   him,  bu    no  t   he    s  ml 

notlh.t"'^  "■''°  '"?°"S"  '"'"  '^  "'''•  Art  learning  only 
no«,  that  every  smgle  man  cares  for  himself  more  than  for 
h.  ne,g  bour,  some  from  honest  motives,  others  for  met 
yarns  sake?  seemg  that  to  indulge  his  passion  their  fa^hlr 
has  ceased  to  love  these  children 

Do^thri  ^°'  u''"'''""'  *"'^'"  '^'  •^°"^^=  «"  *i"  I'e  well 
1)0  thou  keep  them  as  far  away  as  may  be,  and  bring  then 

seen  her  eyemg  them  savagely,  as  though  she  were  minded 
.^-  -CS  E'f.  t^^X;^-,  —  "^  -^  -Ho„.t 
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to  do  them  some  hurt,  and  well  I  know  she  will  not_cease 
from  her  fury  tiU  she  have  pounced  on  some  victmi.  At 
leasTmay  she  turn  her  hand  against  her  foes,  and  n  Jt  agamst 

her  friends. 

Med.  («'/////>/).  Ah,   me  !   a   wretched    suffermg  woman 

I '  O  would  that  I  could  die  ! 

Nurse.  Tis  as  I  said,  my  dear  children  ;  wild  fancies 
stir  your  mother's  heart,  wild  fury  goads  her  on.  Into  the 
house  without  delay,  come  not  near  her  eye,  approach  her 
not,  beware  her  savage  mood,  the  fell  tempest  of  her  reck- 
less  heart.  In,  in  with  what  speed  ye  may.  For  'tis  plain 
she  will  soon  redouble  her  fury ;  that  cry  is  but  the  herald 
of  the  gathering  storm-cloud  whose  lightning  soon  will  flash  ; 
what  will  her  proud  restless  soul,  in  the  anguish  of  despair,  be 
guilty  of?  [Exit  Attendant  with  the  children. 

Med.  {tvithin).  Ah,  me  !  the  agony  I  have  suffered,  deep 
enough  to  call  for  these  laments  !  Curse  you  and  your 
father  too,  ye  children  damned,  sons  of  a  doomed  mother ! 
Ruin  seize  the  whole  family  ! 

Nurse.  Ah  me  !   ah  mc  !    the  pity  of  it !     Why,  pray, 
do  thy  children  share  their  father's  crime  ?  Why  hatest  thou 
them  ?     Woe  is  you,  poor  children,  how  do  I  grieve  for  you 
lest  ye  suffer  some  outrage  !     Strange  are  the  tempers  of 
'    princes,  and  maybe  because  they  seldom  have  to  obey,  and 
mostly  lord  it  over  others,  change  they  their  moods  with 
difficulty.     '  ris  better  then  to  have  been  trained  to  live  on 
eciual  terms.     Be  it  mine  to  reach  old  age,  not  in  proud 
pomp,  but  in  security  !     Moderation  wins  the  day  first  as  a 
better  word  for  men  to  use,  and  likewise  it  is  far  the  best 
course  for  them  to  pursue ;  but  greatness  that  doth  o'erreach 
itself,  brings  no  blessing  to  mortal  men  ;  but  pays  a  penalty 
of  greater  ruin  whenever  fortune  is  wroth  with  a  family. 

Cho.  I  heard  the  voice,  uplifted  loud,  of  our  poor  Col- 
chian  lady,  nor  yet  is  she  quiet ;  speak,  aged  dame,  for  as 
I  stood  by  the  house  with  double  gates  I  heard  a  voice  of 
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weeping  from  within,  and  I  do  grieve,  lady,  for  the  sorrows 
of  this  house,  for  it  hath  won  my  love. 

Nurse.  Tis  a  house  no  more ;  all  that  is  passed  away 
long  since ;  a  royal  bride  keeps  Jason  at  her  side,  while  our 
mistress  pines  away  in  her  bower,  finding  no  comfort  for 
her  soul  in  aught  her  friends  can  say. 

Med  (7.v////>/).  Oh,  oh!  Would  that  Heaven's  levin  bolt 
would  cleave  this  head  in  twain  I     What  gain  is  life  to  me 
noe  woe  IS  me  !     O,  to  die  and  win  release,  quitting  this 
loathed  existence !  '  »  5  ""> 

Cho.  Didst  hear,  O  Zeus,  thou  earth,  and  thou,  O  light  [f 
Che  ptteous  note  of  woe  the  hapless  wife  is  uttering  ?    Ho/ 
shaJl  a  yearning  for  that  insatiate '  resting-place  ever  hasten  for 
thee,  poor  reckless  one,  the  end  that  death  alone  can  bring? 
Never  pray  for  that.     And  if  thy  lord  prefers  a  fresh  love 
be  not  angered  wuh  him  for  that;  Zeus  will  judge  'twixt  the^ 
and  h,m  herem.     Then  mourn  not  for  thy  husband's  loss 
too  much,  nor  waste  thyself  away. 

Med.  {within).  Great  Themis,  and  husband '  of  Themis 
behold  what  I  am  suffering  now,  though  I  did  bind  thai 
accursed  one,  my  husband,  by  strong  oaths  to  me  ?  O  to 
see  him  and  his  bride  some  day  brought  to  utter  destruc- 
tion, they  and  their  house  with  them,  for  that  they  presume 
to  wrong  me  thus  unprovoked.  O  my  father,  my  country 
that  I  have  left  to  my  shame,  after  slaying  my  own  brother' 

Nurse.  Do  ye  hear  her  words,  how  loudly  she  adjures 
I  hemis,  oft  mvoked,  and  Zeus,  whom  men  regard  as  keeper 
of  their  oaths  ?    On  no  mere  trifle  surely  will  our  mistress 
spend  her  rage. 

Cho.  Would  that  she  would  come  forth  for  us  to  see,  and 

'  -So  MSS.  airXii^ov.  Elmsley,  whom  many  editors  have  followed 
I'loposed  oirX<>roi»="  terrible."  ' 

I  .u"'  ""'f  '*'"■''"•  """'""P'  *"''  pointless.  The  reading  here  adopted 
•)  he  translator  is  ,«  W.f,  ipn  ^.  suggested  by  Munro  Uournal  of 
I  liilology.  No.  22,  p.  275)  TcV.c  =  Zeus. 
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listen  to  the  words  of  counsel  we  might  give,  if  haply  she 
might  lay  aside  the  fierce  fury  of  her  wrath,  and  her  temper 
stern.  Never  be  my  zeal  at  any  rate  denied  my  friends  1 
But  go  thou  and  bring  her  hither  outside  the  house,  and 
tell  her  this  our  friendly  thought ;  haste  thee  ere  she  do 
some  mischief  to  those  inside  the  house,  for  this  sorrow  of 
hers  is  mounting  high. 

Nurse.  This  will  I  do ;  but  I  have  my  doubts  whether  I 
shall  persuade  my  mistress ;  still  willingly  will  I  undertake 
this  trouble  for  you ;  albeit,  she  glares  upon  her  servants 
with  the  look  of  a  lioness  with  cubs,  whenso  anyone  draws 
nigh  to  speak  to  her.  Wert  thou  to  call  the  men  of  old 
time  rude  uncultured  boors  thou  wouldst  not  err,  seeing 
that  they  devised  their  hymns  for  festive  occasions,  for 
banquets,  and  to  grace  the  board,  a  pleasure  to  catch  the 
ear,  shed  o'er  our  life,  but  no  man  hath  found  a  way  to  allay 
hated  grief  by  music  and  the  minstrel's  varied  strain,  whence 
arise  slaughters  and  fell  strokes  of  fate  to  o'erthrow  Uie 
homes  of  men.  And  yet  this  were  surely  a  gain,  to 
heal  men's  wounds  by  music's  spell,  but  why  tune  they 
their  idle  song  where  rich  banquets  are  spread?  for  of 
itself  doth  the  rich  banquet,  set  before  them,  afford  to  men 

delight. 

Cho.  I  heard  a  bitter  cry  of  lamentation  !  loudly,  bitterly 
she  calls  on  the  traitor  of  her  marriage  bed,  her  perfidious 
spouse  ;  by  grievous  wrongs  oppressed  she  invokes  Themis, 
bride  of  Zeus,  witness  of  oaths,  who  brought  her  unto 
Hellas,  the  land  that  fronts  the  strand  of  Asia,  o'er  the  sea 
by  night  through  ocean's  boundless  gate. 

Med.  From  the  house  I  have  come  forth,  Corinthian 
ladies,  for  fear  lest  you  be  blaming  me  ; '  for  well  I  know 
that  amongst  men  many  by  showing  pride  have  gotten  them 

»  To  extract  any  satisfactory  meaning  from  this  passage,  as  it  stancU 
in  our  editions,  seems  an  almost  impossible  task,  to  judge  from  the 
attempts  at  present  made.    I  have  not  ventured  to  alter  Paley's  text,  or 
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an  ,11  name  and  a  reputation  for  indifference,  both  those 
who  shun  men's  gaze  and  those  who  move  amid  the  Strang 
crowd  and  l,kew,se  they  who  choose  a  quiet  walk  in  iffe 
For  .here  ,s  no  just  discernment  in  the  eyes  of  men,  for 
he>^  or  ever  they  have  surely  learnt  their  neighbour's  h^art 
loathe  htm  at  first  sight,  though  never  wronged  by  h  m    a„d 
so  a  stranger  most  of  aH  should  adopt  a  cit's  vieL;  nir  do 
I  commend  that  atizen.  who,  m  the  stubbornnes;  of  hi? 
neart,  from  churhshness  resents  the  city's  will 
But  on  me  hath  fallen  this  unforeseen  disaster,  and  sapped 

ZilVTf      ^/"'  '"'^  '°"«  •'^  '^^i«"  'he  b^on  of  exfs 
ence,  kmd  friends,  and  die.     For  he  who  was  all  the  world 
to  me,  as  well  thou  knowest,  hath  turned  out  tie  ver"  st 
vllam,  my  own  husband.     Of  all  things  that  have  life  "nd 

Ls   he  ZZ         "  ""  ''"  ''°'''  "^^"  '^'  ^'''  ■•  ^"d  herein 
lies   he  most  important  issue,  whetherom^choice  be  good 

°y-^-    ^°;4SH£Llldbcre£tIbSl^^ 
disown  our  lords,     ^^^i  i^^^^^r^^irercmm^-,^TAZ 
o  ways  and  customs  new,  since  she  hath  not  learnt  the 
esson  in  her  home,  have  a  diviner's  eye  to  see  how  best  to 

tasks  with  thoroughness  and  tact,  and  the  husband  live  with 
us  without  resenting  the  yoke,  our  life  is  a  happy  one  •  if 

hat  he  finds  indoors,  he  goeth  forth  and  rids  his  soul  of 
'ts  disgust,  betaking  him  to  some  friend  or  comrade  of  like 
age ;  whilst  we  must  needs  regard  his  single  self. 

And  yet  they  say  we  live  secure  at  home,  while  they  are 
at  the  wars,  with  their  sorry  reasoning,  for  I  would  gladly 
take  my  stand  in  battle  array  three  times  o'er,  than  once  giv^ 
proposed  interprelation,  unsatisfactory  as  it  seems  to  me      Verrall's 

<^'"e>oie,  and  to  his  ingenious  note  I  would  refer  the  curious. 
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birth.  But  enough  !  this  language  suits  not  thee  as  it  does 
me ;  thou  hast  a  city  here,  a  father's  house,  some  joy  in  life, 
and  friends  to  share  thy  thoughts,  but  I  am  destitute, 
without  a  city,  and  therefore  scorned  by  my  husband,  a 
I  captive  I  from  a  foreign  shore,  with  no  mother,  brother,  or 
'  kinsman  in  whom  to  find  a  new  haven  of  refuge  from  this 
calamity.  Wherefore  this  one  boon  and  only  this  I  wish 
to  win  from  thee, — thy  silence,  if  haply  I  can  some  way  or 
means  devise  to  avenge  me  on  my  husband  for  this  cruel 
treatment,  and  on  the  man  who  gave  to  him  his  daughter, 
and  on  her  who  is  his  wife.  For  though  a  woman  be 
timorous  enough  in  all  else,  and  as  regards  courage,  a 
coward  at  the  mere  sight  of  steel,  yet  in  the  moment  she 
finds  her  honour  wronged,  no  heart  is  filled  with  deadlier 
thoughts  than  hers. 

Cho.  This  will  I  do ;  for  thou  wilt  be  taking  a  just  ven- 
geance on  thy  husband,  Medea.    That  thou  shouldst  mourn 
thy  lot  surprises  me  not.     But  lo  !  I  see  Creon,  king  of  this 
land  coming  hither,  to  announce  some  new  resolve. 
y     Cre.  Hark  thee,  Medea,  I  bid  thee  take  those  sullen 
/  looks  and  angry  thoughts  against  thy  husband  forth  from 
/      this  land  in  exile,  and  with  thee  take  both  thy  children  and 
I      that  without  delay,  for  I  am  judge  in  this  sentence,  and  I 
\     will  not  return  unto  my  house  till  I  banish  thee  beyond  the 
V^borders  of  the  land. 

Med.  Ah,  me !  now  is  utter  destruction  come  upon  me, 
unhappy  that  I  am !  For  my  enemies  are  bearing  down 
on  me  full  sail,  nor  have  I  any  landing-place  to  come 
at  in  my  trouble.  Yet  for  all  my  >\retched  plight  I  will 
ask  thee,  Creon,  wherefore  dost  thou  drive  me  from  the 
land? 

Cre.  I  fear  thee, — no  longer  need  I  veil  my  dread  'neath 


^ 


words, — lest  thou  devise  against  my  child  some  cureless 
ill.  Many  things  contribute  to  this  fear  of  mine  ;  thou  art 
a  witch  by  nature,  expert  in  countless  sorceries,  and  thou  art 
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Chafing  for  the  loss  of  thy  husbands  affection.  I  hear  too 
so  they  tell  me.  that  thou  dost  threaten  the  father  of  the 
br.de  her  husband,  and  herself  with  some  mischief;  where- 
fore I  will  take  precautions  ere  our  troubles  come.  For  'tis 
better  for  me  to  incur  thy  hatred  now,  lady,  than  to  soften 
my  heart  and  bitterly  repent  it  hereafter. 

Med.  Alas  !  this  is  not  now  the  first  time,  but  oft  before, 
O  Creon,  hath  my  reputation  injured  me  and  caused  sore 
m,sch.ef     Wherefore  whoso  is  wise  in  his  generation  ought 
never  to  have  h.s  children   taught  to  be  too  clever;  for 
besides  the  reputation  they  get  for  idleness,  they  purchase 
buter  odmm  from  the  citizens.     For  if  thou  shouldst  import 
new  learning  amongst  dullards,  thou  will  be  thought  a  use- 
less  trifler,  void  of  knowledge;  while  if  thy  fame  in  the  city 
oertops   that   of   the    pretenders    to   cunning   knowledge, 
hou  wilt  win  their  dislike.     I  too  myself  share  in  this  ilU 
luck.    Some  think  me  clever  and  hate  me,  [others  say  I  am 
too  reserved,  and  some  the  very  reverse] ; '  others  find  me 
hard  to  please  and  not  so  very  clever  after  all.     Be  that  as 
«t  may,  tho.;  dost  fear  me  lest  I  bring  on  thee  something  to 
mar  thy  harmony.     Fear  me  not,  Creon,  my  position  scarce 
IS  such  that  I  should  seek  to  quarrel  with  princes.     Why 
Should  I.  for  how  hast  thou  injured  me  ?    Thou  hast  be- 
trothed  thy  daughter  where  thy  fancy  prompted  thee     No 
(■s  my  husband  I  hate,  though  I  doubt  not  ihou  hast  acted 
wisely  herein.      And   now  I    grudge   not   thy  prosperity  • 
Ijetroth  thy  child,  good  luck  to  thee,  but  let  me  abide  in 
-his  land,  for  though  I  have  been  wronged  I  will  be  still  and 
Jield  to  my  superiors. 

Cre.  Thy  words  are  soft  to  hear,  but  much  I  dread  lest 
thou  art  devismg  some  mischief  in  thy  heart,  and  less  than 
ever  do  I  trust  thee  now<7or  a  cunning  woman,  and  man 
"Kewise,  is  easier  to   guard  against  when  quick-tempered 

{rlJ^  liT  ''  '"l'"'*''  ^^'  "'""  '^"°"  '"  ''""''"'  =^  ^"  interpolalion 
irom  SOS  below,  where  it  14  in  place. 
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4-ihan  When  taciturn.^  Nay,  begone  at  once  !  speak  me  no 
speeches,  for  this  is  decreed,  nor  hast  thou  any  art  whereby 
thou  shalt  abide  amongst  us,  since  thou  hatest  me. 

Med.  O,  say  not  so  !  by  thy  knees  and  by  thy  daughter 
newly-wed,  I  do  implore  ! 

Cre.  Thou  wastest  words  ;  thou  wilt  never  persuade  me. 

Med.     What,  wilt  thou  banish  me,  and  to  my  prayers  no 

pity  yield  ? 

Cre.  I  will,  for  I  love  not  thee  above  my  own  family. 
Med.  b   my  country  !  what  fond   memories   1   nave  of 

thee  in  this  hour ! 

Cre.  Yea,  for  I  myself  love  my  city  best  of  all  things  save 

my  children. 

Med.  Ah   me!    ah   me!    to  mortal   man   how  dread  a 

scourge  is  love  1 

Cre.  That,  I  deem,  is  according  to  the  turn  our  fortunes 

t£ike. 

Med.  O  Zeus  !  let  not  the  author  of  these  my  troubles 

escape  thee. 

Cre.  Begone,  thou  silly  woman,  and  free  me  from  my  toil. 

Med.  The  toil  is  mine,  no  lack  of  it. 

Cre.  Soon  wilt  thou  be  thrust  out  forcibly  by  the  hand 

of  servants. 

Med.  Not  that,  not  that,  I  do  entreat  thee,  Creon  ! 
Cre.  Thou  wilt  cause  disturbance  yet,  it  seems. 
Med.  I  will  begone;  I  ask  thee  not  this  boon  to  grant. 
Cre.  Why  then  this  violence?  why  dost  thou  not  depart? 

rMED.  Suffer  me  to  abide  this  single  day  and  devise  some 
plan  for  the  manner  of  my  exile,  and  means  of  living  for 
my  children,  since  their  father  cares  not  to  provide  his 
babes  therewith.  Then  pity  them  ;  thou  too  hast  children 
of  thine  own  ;  thou  needs  must  have  a  kindly  heart.  For 
my  own  lot  I  care  naught,  though  I  an  exile  am,  but  for 
those  babes  I  weep,  that  they  should  learn  what  sorrow 
means. 
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/        Cre.  Mine  is  a  nature  anything  but  harsh ;  full  oft  by 

showing  pity  have  I  suffered  shipwreck;  and  now  albeit  / 
^  I  clearly  see  mj  ei  rcr,'  yet  shalt  thou  gain  this  request,  ^ 
lady  ;  but  I  do  forewarn  thee,  if  to-morrow's  rising  sun  shall 
find  thee  and  thy  children  within  the  borders  of  this  land, 
thou  diest ;  my  word  is  spoken  and  it  will  not  lie.  So  now| 
if  abide  thou  must,  stay  this  one  day  only,  for  in  it  thoii 
canst  not  do  any  of  the  fearful  deeds  I  dread.  <c^ 

Cho.  Ah  !  poor  lady,  woe  is  thee  !  Alas,  for  thy  sorrows  ! 
W^hither  wilt  thou  turn  ?  What  protection,  what  home  or 
country  to  save  thee  from  thy  troubles  wilt  thou  find  ?  O 
Medea,  in  what  a  hopeless  sea  of  misery  heaven  hath 
plunged  thee  ! 

Med.  On  all  sides  sorrow  pens  me  in.    Who  shall  gainsay 
this  ?     But  all  is  not  yet  lost !  think  not  so.     Still  are  there' 
troubles  in  store  for  the  new  bride,  and  for  her  bridegroom 
no  light  .toil.     Dost  think  I  would    ever  have   fawned  (JTT^ 
yonder  man,  unless  to  gain  some  end  or  form  some  scheme  ?     I 
Nay,  I  would  not  so  much  as  have  spoken  to  himontouched    / 
him  with  my  hand.     But  he  has  in  folly  so  far  stepped  in    / 
that,  though  he  might  have  checked  my  plot  by  banishing  / 
me  from  the  land,  he  hath  allowed  me  to  abide  this  day,  ii^   1 
which  I  will  lay  low  in  death  three  of  my  enemies— a  father  ( 
and  his  daughter  and  my  husband  too.    Now,  though  I  have 
many  ways  to  compass  their  death,  I  am  not  sure,  friends, 
which  I  am  to  try  first.     Shall  I  set  fire  to  the  bridal  man- 
sion, or  plunge  the  whetted  sword  through  their  hearts,  softly 
stealing  into  the  chamber  where  their  couch  is  spread?    One 
thing  stands  in  my  way.     If  I  am  caught  making  my  way 
mto  the  chamber,  intent  on  my  design,  I  shall  be  put  to 
death  and  cause  my  foes  to  mock.     Twere  best  to  take  the 
shortest  way— the  way  we  women  are  most  skilled  in— by 
poison  to  destroy  them.     Well,  well,  suppose  them  dead  ; 
what  city  will  receive  me?     What  friendly  host  will  give  me    -^ 
a  shelter  in  his  land,  a  home  secure,  and  save  my  soul  alive? 
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]   None.     So  I  will  wait  yet  a  little  while  in  case  some  tower 
of  defence  rise  up  for  me  ;  then  will  I  proceed  to  this  bloody 
deed  in  crafty  silence ;  but  if  some  unexpected  mischance 
drive  me  forth,  I  will  with  mine  own  hand  seize  the  sword, 
e'en  though  I  die  for  it,  and  slay  them,  and  go  forth  on  my 
bold  path  of  daring.     By  that  dread  ([ueen  whom  I  revere 
before  all  others  and  have  chosen  to  share   my  task,   by 
Hecate  who  dwells  within  my  inmost  chamber,  not  one  of 
them  shall  wound  my  heart  and  rue  it  not.     Hitter  and  sad 
will  I  make  their  marriage  for  them  ;  bitter   shall   be  the 
wooing  of  it,  bitter  my   exile  from  the   land.     Up,  then, 
Medea,  spare  not  the  secrets  of  thy  art  in  plotting  and  devis- 
ing ;  on  to  the  danger.     Now   comes   a   struggle  needing 
cotirage.     Dost  see  what  thou  art  suffering  ?     Tis  not  for 
thee  to  be  a  laughing-stock  to  the  race  of  Sisyphus '  by  reason 
of  this  wedding  of  Jason,  sprung,  as  thou  art,  from  a  noble 
sire,  and  of  the  Sun-god's  race.     Thou  hast  cunning ;  and, 
more  than  this,  we  women,  though  by  nature  little  apt  for 
virtuous  deeds,  are  most  expert  to  fashion  any  mischief. 
Cho.  Back  to  their  source  the  holy  rivers  turn  their  tide. 
^   Order  and  the  universe  are  being  reversed.     'Tis  men  whose 
counsels  are  treacherous,  whose  oath  by  heaven  is  no  longer 
sure.     Rumour  shall  bring  a  change  o'er  my  life,  bringing  it 
into  good  repute.     Honour's  dawn  is  breaking  for  woman's 
sex  ;  no  more  shall  the  foul  tongue  of  slander  fix  upon  us. 
rhe  songs  of  the  poets  of  old  shall  cease  to  make  our  faith- 
lessness their  theme.     Phoebus,  lord  of  minstrelsy,  hath  not 
implanted  in  our  mind  the  gift  of  heavenly  song,  else  had  I 
sung  an  answering  strain  to  the  race  of  males,  for  time's  long 
chapter  affords  many  a  theme  on  their  sex  as  well  as  ours. 
With  mind  distraught  didst  thou  thy  father's  house  desert  on 
thy  voyage  betwixt  ocean's  twin  rocks,    and  on  a  foreign 
strand  thou  dwellest,  thy  bed  left  husbandless,  poor  lady  and 

^  Sisyphus  was  the  founder  of  the  royal  house  of  Corinth. 
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thou  an  exile  from  the  land,  dishonoured,  persecuted.  Gone 
is  the  grace  that  oaths  once  had.  Through  all  the  breadth 
of  Hellas  honour  is  found  no  more  ;  to  heaven  hath  it  sped 
away.  For  thee  no  fathers  house  is  open,  woe  is  thee  ! 
to  be  a  haven  from  the  troublous  storm,  while  o'er  thy  home 
is  set  another  queen,  the  bride  that  is  preferred  to  thee. 

Jas.  It  is  not  now  I  first  remark,  but  oft  ere  this,  how  unruly 
a  pest  is  a  harsh  temper.  For  instance,  thou,  hadst  thou  but 
patiently  endured  the  will  of  thy  superiors,  mightest  have  re- 
mained here  in  this  land  and  house,  but  now  for  thy  idle 
words  wilt  thou  be  banished.  Thy  words  are  naught  to  me. 
Cease  not  to  call  Jason  basest  of  men  ;  but  for  those  words 
thou  hast  spoken  against  our  rulers,  count  it  all  gain  that 
exile  is  thy  only  punishment.  I  ever  tried  to  check  the  out^ 
bursts  of  the  angry  monarch,  and  would  have  had  thee  stay, 
but  thou  wouldst  not  forego  thy  silly  rage,  always  reviling 
our  rulers,  and  so  thou  wilt  be  banished.  Yet  even  after  all 
this  I  weary  not  of  my  goodwill,  but  am  come  with  thus 
much  forethought,  lady,  that  thou  mayst  not  be  destitute  nor 
want  for  aught,  when,  with  thy  sons,  thou  art  cast  out.  Many 
an  evil  doth  exile  bring  in  its  train  whh  it ;  for  even  though 
thou  hatest  me,  never  will  I  harbour  hard  thoughts  of  thee. 

Med.  Thou  craven  villain  (for  that  is  the  only  name  my 
tongue  can  find  for  thee,  a  foul  reproach  on  thy  unmanli- 
ness) !  comest  thou  to  me,  thou,  most  hated  foe  of  gods,  of 
me,  and  of  all  mankind  ?  'Tis  no  proof  of  courage  or  hardi- 
hood to  confront  thy  friends  after  injuring  them,  but  that 
worst  of  all  human  diseases— loss  of  shame.  Yet  hast  thou 
done  well  to  come ;  for  I  shall  ease  my  soul  by  reviling 
thee,  and  thou  wilt  be  vexed  at  my  recital.  I  will  begin  at 
the  very  beginning.  I  saved  thy  life,  as  every  Hellene  knows 
who  sailed  with  thee  aboard  the  good  ship  Argo,  when  thou 
wert  sent  to  tame  and  yoke  fire-breathing  bulls,  and  to  sow 
the  deadly  tilth.  Yea,  and  I  slew  the  dragon  which  guarded 
the  golden  fleece,  keeping  sleepless  watch  o'er  it  with  many 
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^     a  wreathed  coil,  and  I  raised  for  thee  a  beacon  of  deliver 
/       ance.     Father  and  home  of  my  free  will   1  left  and  came 
VT^with  thee  to  lolcos,  'neath  Pelion's  hills,  for  my  love  was 
/-  ^  stronger  than  my  prudence.     Next  I  caused  the  death  of 
f    Pelias  by  a  doom  most  grievous,  even  by  his  own  children's 
—  hand,  beguiling  them  of  all  their  fear.     All  this  have  I  done 
for  thee,  thou  traitor  !   and  thou  hast  cast  me  over,  taking 
to  thyself  another  wife,  though  children  have  been  born  to 
us.     Hadst  thou  been  childless  still,  I  could  have  pardoned 
thy  desire  for  this  new  union.     Gone  is  now  the  trust  I  put 
in  oaths.     I  cannot  even  understand  whether  thou  thinkest 
that  the  gods  of  old  no  longer  rule,  or  that  fresh  decrees  are 
now  in  vogue  amongst  mankind,  for  thy  conscience  must 
tell  thee   thou    hast    not  kept    faith  with   me.     Ah  !    poor 
right  hand,  which  thou  didst  often  grasp.    These  knees  thou 
didst  embrace  !     All  in   vain,  I  suffered  a  traitor  to  touch 
me  !     How  short  of  my  hopes  I  am  fallen  I    But  come,  I  will 
deal  with  thee  as  though  thou  wert  my  friend.     Yet  what 
kindness  can  I  expect  from  one  so  base  as  thee  ?  but  yet  I 
will  do  it,  for  my  cjuestioning  will  show  thee  yet  more  base, 
i     Whither  can  I  turn  me  now?  to  my  father's  house,  to  my  own 
country,  which  I  for  thee  deserted  to  come  hither?  to  the  hap- 
less daughters  of  Pelias?  A  glad  welcome,  I  trow,  would  they 
give  me  in  their  home,  whose  father's  death  I  compassed  !  My 
/case  stands  even  thus  :  I  am  become  the  bitter  foe  to  those  of 
(    mine  own  home,  and  those  whom  I  need  ne'er  have  wronged 
1  have  made  mine  enemies  to  pleasure  thee.     Wherefore  to 
reward  me  for  this  thou  hast  made  me  doubly  blest  in  th^ 
eyes  of  many  a  wife  in  Hellas  ;  and  in  thee  I  own  a  peer- 
less, trusty  lord.     O  woe  is  me,  if  indeed  I  am  to  be  cast 
forth  an  exile  from  the  land,  without  one  friend  ;  one  lone 
woman  with  her  babes  forlorn  !     Yea,  a  fine  reproach  to  thee 
in  thy  bridal  hour,  that  thy  children  and  the  wife  who  saved 
thy  life  are  beggars   and  vagabonds  !     O  Zeus  !  why  hast 
thou  granted  unto  man  clear  signs  to  know  the  sham  in 


gold,  while  on  man's  brow  no  brand  is  stamped  whereby  to 
gauge  the  villain's  heart  ? 

Cho.  There  is  a  something  terrible  and  past  all  cure,  when 
quarrels  arise  'twixt  those  who  are  near  and  dear. 

Jas.  Needs  must  I  now,  it  seems,  turn  orator,  and,  like  a 
good  helmsman  on  a  ship  with  close-reefed  sails,  weather  that 
wearisome  tongue  of  thine.     Now,  I  believe,  since  thou  wilt  /  ^ 
exaggerate  thy  favours,  that  to  Cypris  alone  of  gods  or  men^^"^"""^ 
I  owe  the  safety  of  my  voyage.     Thou  hast  a  subtle  wit 
enough  ;  yet  were  it  a  hateful  thing  for  me  to  say  that  the 
Love-god  constrained  thee  by  his  resistless  shaft  to  save  my 
life.     However,    I  will  not  reckon  this  too  nicely;    'twas 
kindly  done,  however  thou  didst  serve  me.     Yet  for  my 
safety  hast  thou  received  more  than  ever  thou  gavest,  as  I 
will  show.     First,  thou  dwellest  in  Hellas,  instead  of  thy 
barbarian  land,  and  hast  learnt  what  justice  means  and  how 
to  live  by  law,  not  by  the  dictates  of  brute  force;  and  all  the 
Hellenes  recognize  thy  cleverness,  and  thou  hast  gained  a 
name  ;  whereas,  if  thou  hadst  dwelt  upon  the  confines  of  the 
earth,  no  tongue  had  mentioned  thee.     Give  me  no  gold 
within  my  halLs,  nor  skill  to  sing  a  fairer  strain  than  ever 
Orpheus  sang,  unless  therewith  my  fame  be  spread  abroad  ! 
So  much  I  say  to  thee  about  my  own  toils,  for  'twas  thou 
didst  challenge  me  to  this  retort.     As  for  the  taunts  thou 
urgest  against  my  marriage  with  the  princess,  I  will  prove  to 
thee,  first,  that  I  am  prudent  herein,  nextchastenedinmy  love, 
and  last  a  powerful  friend  to  thee  and  to  thy  sons  ;  only  hold' 
thy  peace.     Since  I  have  here  withdrawn  from  lolcos  with 
many  a  hopeless  trouble  at  my  back,  what  happier  device  could 
I,  an  exile,  frame  than  marriage  with  the  daughter  of  the 
kmg?    'Tis  not   because  I  loathe   thee  for  my  wife— the 
thought  that  rankles  in  thy  heart ;    'tis  not  because  I  am 
smitten  with  desire  for  a  new  bride,  nor  yet  that  I  am  eager 
to  vie  with  others  in  begetting  many  children,  for  those  we 
have  are  quite  enough,  and  I  do  not  complain.    Nay,  'tis 
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that  we — and  this  is  most  important — may  dwell  in  comfort, 
instead  of  suffering  want  (for  well  I  know  that  every  whilom 
friend  avoids  the  poor),  and  llijJ_J_inithl  ihai  my  inn-  as 
doth  befit  my  house ;  further,  that  I  might  be  thejather  of 
brothers  for  the  children  thou  IraSTt^orn,  andjaisejhese  to 
the  same  high  rank,  uniting  the  family  in  one, — to  my 
lasting  bliss.  Thou,  indeed,'  hast  no  need  of  more  children, 
but  me  it  profits  to  help  my  present  family  by  that  which  is 
to  be.  Have  I  miscarried  here  ?  Not  even  thou  wouldest 
say  so  unless  a  rival's  charms  rankled  in  thy  bosom.  No, 
but  you  women  have  such  strange  ideas,  that  you  think  all 
is  well  so  long  as  your  married  life  runs  smooth  ;  but  if  some 
mischance  occur  to  ruffle  your  love,  all  that  was  good  and 
lovely  erst  you  reckon  as  your  foes.  Yea,  men  should  have  ) 
begotten  children  from  some  other  source,  no  female  race  . 
existing  ;  thus  would  no  evil  ever  have  fallen  on  mankind.     \ 

Cho.  This  speech,  O  Jason,  hast  thou  with  specious  art  ' 
arranged ;  but  yet  I  think— albeit  in  saying  so  1  betray  in- 
discretion— that  thou  hast  sinned  in  casting  over  thy  wife. 

Med.  No  doubt  I  differ  from  the  mass  of  men  on  many 
points  ;  for,  to  my  mind,  whoso  hath  skill  to  fence  with 
words  in  an  unjust  cause,  incurs  the  heaviest  penalty  ;  for 
such  an  one,  confident  that  he  can  cast  a  decent  veil  of 
words  o'er  his  injustice,  dares  to  practise  it ;  and  yet  he  is 
not  so  very  clever  after  all.  So  do  not  thou  put  forth  thy 
specious  pleas  and  clever  words  to  me  now,  for  one  word  of 
mine  will  lay  thee  low.  Hadst  thou  not  had  a  villain's  heart, 
thou  shouldst  have  gained  my  consent,  then  made  this 
match,  instead  of  hiding  it  from  those  who  loved  thee. 

J  AS.  Thou  wouldest  have  lent  me  ready  aid,  no  doubt,  in 
this  proposal,  if  I  had  told  thee  of  my  marriage,  seeing  that 
not  even  now  canst  thou  restrain  thy  soul's  hot  fury. 

Med.  This  was  not  what  restrained  thee  ;  but  thine  eye 
was  turned  towards  old  age,  and  a  foreign  wife  began  to 
appear  discreditable  to  thee. 
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.  /   T      ^  r.    u'T'"^  ""^  '^''  ''  '^^'^^  "^^  ^«^  the  woman's 
ake  I  wedded  the  kmg  s  daughter,  my  present  wife  ;  but,  a 

>  'I  r."^^  '"^^  '^''^  ^  "^^^^^  '^  i^^^^e  thy  sa  ety  and  )^ 
to  be  the  father  of  royal  sons  bound  by  blood  to  my  own  ch  itv 
dren— a  bulwark  to  our  house.  ^"^^X/ 

Med.  May  that  prosperity,  whose  end  is  woe,  ne'er  be 

mine,  nor  such  wealth  as  would  ever  sting  my  heart  f 

J.^s  Change  that  prayer  as  I  will  teach  thee,  and  thou 
..It  show  more  wisdom.  Never  let  happiness  appear  in 
sorrows  guise,  nor,  when  thy  fortune  smiles,  pretend  she 

Med.  Mock  on  ;  thou  hast  a  place  of  refuge ;  I  am  alone 
an  exile  soon  to  be.  ' 

{'''  ^^y  own  fre^  choiff  was  thi,')  i  Idameno  one  else 
^)^^^'-  ^^hat  did  I  do?  yiarry;^^:^^^ 

Xf  k;     n 'Tk  'I'  ^^"^  ^^""  ^^^'^  ^""^^^  ^"  ^'"^Pious  curse. 
Mli)    On  thy  house  too  maybe  I  bring  the  curse. 

JAS.  know  this,  I  will  no  further  dispute  this  point  with 

I'm  '  V^'"^  "^^^  "^  "^  ^^^^""^  ^^"^--h-t  take  for  the 

children  or  thyself  to  help  thy  exile,  say  on  ;  for  I  am  ready 

o  grant  It  with  ungrudging  hand,  yea  and  to  send  tokens 

to  my  friends  elsewhere  who  shall  treat  thee  well.     If  thou 

refuse  this  offer,  thou  wilt  do  a  foolish  deed,  but  if  thou 

cease  from  anger  the  greater  will  be  thy  gain 

..^!^'  Vt^"  ^""^^  "^"^^^  ^^  ^^  ^'^'th  friends  of  thine 
naught  will  I  receive  of  thee,  offer  it  not  to  me ;  a  villain  s' 
gifts  can  bring  no  blessing.  '  "" ' 

in  iT.w'  ^''''  ^  ''"  '^'  ^^^'  '^  '''''''''^  that  I  am  ready 

corn  ^'T  '"^  "'""l  'u''  '"^  '^y  ^^^^^^^"'  b"t  thou  dost 
scorn  my  favours  and  thrustest  thy  friends  stubbornly  awav  • 
wherefore  thy  lot  will  be  more  bitter  still  ^       ^  ' 

lonlTu.^^?^ '   ^^  ^^"'  ^^'  '^^  y^""g  b"^^  ^"trapped,  too 
long  thou  hngerest  outside  her  chamber ;  go  wed    for   if 

^^^^ou  Shalt  have  such  a  marriagj  fs  thou  i:? 
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Cho.  When  in  excess  and  past  all  limits  Love  doth  come, 
he  brings  not  glory  or  repute  to  man ;  but  if  the  Cyprian 
queen  in  moderate  might  approach,  no  goddess  is  so  full  of 
charm  as  she.  Never,  O  never,  lady  mine,  discharge  at  me 
from  thy  golden  bow  a  shaft  invincible,  in  passion's  venom 
dipped.  On  me  may  chastity,  heaven's  fairest  gift,  look  ' 
with  a  favouring  eye  ;  never  may  Cypris,  goddess  dread, 
fasten  on  me  a  temper  to  dispute,  or  restless  jealousy,  smiting 
my  soul  with  mad  desire  for  unlawful  love,  but  may  she 
hallow  peaceful  married  life  and  shrewdly  decide  whom  each 
of  us  shall  wed.  O  my  country,  O  my  own  dear  home  ! 
God  grant  I  may  never  be  an  outcast  from  my  city,  leading 
that  cruel  helpless  life,  whose  every  day  is  misery.  Ere  that 
may  I  this  life  complete  and  yield  to  death,  ay,  death  ;  foi 
there  is  no  misery  that  doth  surpass  the  loss  of  fatherland. 
I  have  seen  with  mine  eyes,  nor  from  the  lips  of  others  have 
I  the  lesson  learnt;  no  city,  not  one  friend  doth  pity  thee  in 
this  thine  awful  woe.  May  he  perish  and  find  no^ favour, 
whoso  hath  not  in  him  honour  for  his  friends,  freely  un- 
locking his  heart  to  them.    Never  sh^ll  he  be  friend  ff  mine. 

^:g.  All  hail,  Medea  !  no  man  knoweth  fairer  prelude  to 
the  greeting  of  friends  than  this. 

Med.  All  hail  to  thee  likewise,  .4^geus,  son  of  wise  Pan- 
dion.     Whence  comest  thou  to  this  land? 

AIg.  From  Pha^bus'  ancient  oracle. 

Mfd.  What  took  thee  on  thy  travels  to  the  prophetic 
centre  of  the  earth  ? 

Mg.  The  wish  to  ask  how  I  might  raise  up  seed  unto 

mvself. 

Med.  Pray  tell  me,  hast  thou  till  now  dragged  on  a  child- 
less life  ? 

Mg.  I  have  no  child  owing  to  the  visitation  of  seme  god. 

Med.  Hast  thou  a  wife,  or  hast  thou  never  known  the 
married  state  ? 

'  Verrall  proposes  to  read  9t'<^mi  *'  protect,"  for  MSS.  ffr'^pyoi. 


»     f  f 


MEDEA. 


51 


AiG.  1  have  a  wife  joined  to  me  in  wedlock's  hnnH 
MKt,    WM  said  Phceb. 
^o.  \V  ords  too  subtle  for  man  to  comprehend 
Meo.  Surely  I  may  learn  the  god's  ansier  ? 

A^^r    u^  \    A  ^peak,  It  1  may  hear  it. 

^  Ac.  He  bade  „,e  "not   loose    .he  wineskin's  pendent 

^.  Mkd.  Til.  when?  what  must  thou  do  first,  what  country 
^V.o.  Till  I  to  my  native  home  return 

^^'^^''"'  '"',  "'°"  '"  ^=''""8  '°  'his  land  ? 
\W,     Z    ?'''^"  '  '^^''"  '^  '''"heus  king. 
Mu..  I  elops  son,  ,  „,an  devout  they  say 

J.<..  To  h,m   I  fa,n  would   impart   the   oracle   of  the 

MK...  Good  luck  to  .he:  -  rcrs'to'anr;Xfr<^l 
^r    But  why  that  downcast  eye,  that  was'e7c  ^ 

ini.X  '  "'     "'""'  '"  P"^-^''  ^  "--'-  of^ 

or%  d;;;o";::r  ''°"'  "'^'^'"  tomeCeanythecause 
cau!r'  ■"""  "  "°"^''"^  "^  "'°"8h  I  have  given  him  no 

Med  'yj'^'^V^.''^  '^^^^^  tell  me  more  clearly, 
of  his  hout  "  '  '"""'"  "'^^  '°  ^"^-^d  -^  -  distress 

=""  in  dishonour  "ot.^  ''  "'°"  ""  '^"'^  ^^  >--> 
^^^c    Hath  he  found  a  new  love?  or  does  he  loathe  thy 

'  *.^.,  enjoined  strict  chastity.  ^ 
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Mld.  Much  in  love  is  he  !   A  traitor  to  his  friend  is  he 

become. 

JEg.  Enough  !  if  he  is  a  villain  as  thou  sayest. 

Med.  The  alliance  he  is  so  much  enamoured  of  is  with 

a  princess. 

^G.  Who  gives  his  daughter  to  him  ?  go  on,  I  pray. 

Med.  Creon,  who  is  lord  of  this  land  of  Corinth. 

^.G.  Lady,  I  can  well  pardon  thy  grief. 

Med.  I  am  undone,  and  more  than  that,  am  banished 

from  the  land. 

^G.  By  whom  ?  fresh  woe  this  word  of  thine  unfolds. 

Med.  Creon  drives  me  forth  in  exile  from  Corinth. 

JEg.  Doth  Jason  allow  it?   This  too  I  blame  him  for. 

Med.  Not  in  words,  but  he  will  not  stand  out  against  it. 
O,  I  implore  thee  by  this  beard  and  by  thy  knees,  in 
suppliant  posture,  pity,  O  pity  my  sorrows ;  do  not  see  me 
cast  forth  forlorn,  but  receive  me  in  thy  country,  to  a  seat 
within  thy  halls.  So  may  thy  wish  by  heaven's  grace  be 
crowned  with  a  full  harvesrt  of  offspring,  and  may  thy  life 
close  in  happiness  !  Thou  knowest  not  the  rare  good  luck 
thou  findest  here,  for  I  will  make  thy  childlessness  to  cease 
and  cause  thee  to  beget  fair  issue  ;  so  potent  are  the  spells 
I  know. 

JEg.  Lady,  on  many  grounds  I  am  most  fain  to  grant 
thee  this  thy  boon,  first  for  the  gods'  sake,  next  for  the 
children  whom  thou  dost  promise  I  shall  beget ;  for  in 
respect  of  this  I  am  completely  lost.*  Tis  thus  with  me ; 
if  e'er  thou  reach  my  land,  I  will  attempt  to  champion  thee 
as  I  am  bound  to  do.  Only  one  warning  I  do  give  thee 
first,  lady  ;  I  will  not  from  this  land  bear  thee  away,  yet  if 
of  thyself  thou  reach  my  halls,  there  shalt  thou  bide  in 
safety  and  I  will  never  yield  thee  up  to  any  man.    But  from 

»  The  Schol.  gives  two  interpretations  of  ^poi'^oc-    (i)  '*  I  am  ruined 
as  far  as  begetting  children  goes.''    (2)  '*  I  am  entirely  devoted  to  doing 
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Neither  is  satisfactory  owing  to  want  of  parallel  passages. 


this  land  escape  without  my  aid.  for  I  have  no  wish  to  incur 
the  blame  of  my  allies  as  well.' 

Mkd.  It  shall  be  even  so  :'  but  wouldst  thou  pledge  thv 
word  to  th,s  I  should  in  all  be  well  content  with  'hee  ^ 

trof^es  thS     °"  '°"  '""  "^^  ^'  '^  "-^  -g^'  that 
MEa  Thee  I  trust ;  but  Pelias'  house  and  Creon  are  mv 

u"'  e :;.t:i "■  '^t ^"  ^"^ 'y - -t^,  thou ::^ z 

knd    but    I  "  ?  "''^'  '°™^  '"  ^''S  me  from  the 

E^nS^rirrbrm:^ 

'.y  «.li,  I  do  not  refuse.     For  I  shall  feel  secure  and  safe  i(  ,^ 

rme7;,!:.?T' '°  ""^  '°  '''  '"'''  ^^^  "'>• "-  'oo  he  ^ 
nrmer  stands.     Now  name  thy  gods 

sire' and 'rn'  ''  '''  "'l"  °'  ^^"•^'  ""^  "^"''^  "^^  f^'^er's 
gods  comprehensive  oath,  by  all  the  race  of 

ti,af  "■  ^^ '"'  '^''"  ^  '"'^'"  '°  '^°-  ^'<'"'  *hat  refrain?  tell  .„e 

thHand  t''' vf  ";r  "'"  "^^^^°f  thyself  expel  me  from 
th)  and,  nor  whilst  hfe  ,s  thine,  permit  any  other  one  of 
"')•  foes  maybe,  to  hale  me  thence  if  so  he  win. 

'•^.,  as  well  as  Jason. 
'  IZl^a  !I"  '"' ''°'";'/"'  ^°™  '«»'H=A..%.,c  some  read  .m'  A„. 

J»"i>  corrupt  ;   numerous  emendations  have  been   oroDoserl      iV  .k 
by  N..uck),  is  tempting!  '  "'  "*  ""  "'°'  "  '•'"'°P'^'' 
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i€G.  By  earth  I  swear,  by  the  sun-god's  holy  beam  and 
by  all  the  host  of  heaven  that  I  will  stand  fast  to  the  terms 
I  hear  thee  make. 

Med.  Tis  enough.      If  thou  shouldst  break  this  oaih, 
what  curse  dost  thou  invoke  upon  thyself? 
.-Kg.  Whate'er  betides  the  impious. 
Med.  Go  in  peace  ;  all  is  well,  and  I  with  what  speed  I 
may,  will  to  thy  city  come,  when  I  have  wrought  my  purpose 
and  obtained  my  wish. 

Cho.  May  Maia's  princely  son  go  with  thee  on  thy  way 
to  bring  thee  to  thy  home,  and  mayest  thou  attain  that  on 
which  thy  soul  is  set  so  firmly,  for  to  my  mind  thou  seemest 
a  generous  man,  O  .Egeus. 

Med.  O  Zeus,  and  Justice,  child  of  Zeus,  and  sun-god's 
light,  now  will   I   triumph  o'er  my  foes,  kind  friends ;  on 
victory's  road    have    I    set    forth  ;    good    hope  have  I  of 
wreaking  vengeance  on  those  I  hate.    For  where  we  were  in 
most  distress  this  stranger  hath  appeared,  to  be  a  haven  in 
my  counsels ;  to  him  will  we  make  fast  the  cables  of  our 
ship  when  we  come  to  the  town  and  citadel  of  Pallas.     But 
now  will  I  explain  to  thee  my  plans  in  full ;  do  not  expect 
to  hear  a  pleasant  tale.     A  servant  of  mine  will  I  to  Jason 
send  and  crave  an  interview ;  then  when  he  comes  I  will 
address  him  with  soft  words,  say, ''  this  pleases  me,"  and,  "that 
is  well,"  [even  the  marriage  with  the   princess,  which  my 
treacherous  lord  is  celebrating,  and  add  "  it  suits  us  both, 
'twas  well  thought  out  "]  ; '  then  will  I  entreat  that  here  my 
children  may  abide,  not  that  I  mean  to  leave  them  in  a 
hostile  land  for  foes  to  flout,  but  that  I  may  slay  the  king's 
daughter  by  guile.     For  I  will  send  them  with  gifts  in  their 
hands,  carrying  them  unto  the    bride  to  save  them  from 
banishment,  a  robe  of  finest  woof  and  a  chaplet  of  gold. 
And  if  these  ornaments  she  take  and  put  them  on,  miser- 
ably shall  she  die,  and  likewise  everyone  who  touches  her ; 

*  Person  condemns  these  two  lines. 
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w.th  such  fell  poisons  will  I  smear  my  gifts.     And  here  I 
quit  this  theme;  buU  shudd^raLth^^k^J_n,ust  do  next- 
or  I  U.II  slay  the  cHildren  I  have  borne;  there  is  none  shall 
take  them  from  my  toils;    and  when  I  have  utterly  con- 
founded  Jason's   house    I    will    leave    the   land,    escaping 
punishment  for  my  dear  children's  murder,  after  my  mcst 
unholy  deed.     For  I  cannot  fndnrr  thr  Uuntsof  enemies, 
kind  friends;  enoGgh  !  what  gain  is  life  to^^W^tSTTn^ 
country  home,  or  refuge  left.     0.1did.wron^  that  hour  I     ^ 
left  my  father  s  home,  persuaded  by  that  Hellene's  words      ^ 
who  now  shall  pay  the  penalty,  so  help  me  God.     Never 
shall  he  see  again  alive  the  children  I  bore  to  him,  nor  from 
his  new  bride  shall  he  beget  issue,  for  she  must  die  a  hideous 
death,  slain  by  my  drugs.    Let  no  one  deem  me  a  poor  weak 
woman  who  sits  with  folded  hands,  but  of  another  mould, 
dangerous  to  foes  and  well-disposed  to  friends;  for  they  win 
the  fairest  fame  who  live  their  life  like  me. 

Cho.  Since  thou  hast  imparted  this  design  to  me,  I  bid 
thee  hold  thy  hand,  both  from  a  wish  to  serve  thee  and 
because  I  would  uphold  the  laws  men  make. 

Med.  It  cannot  but  be  so;  thy  words  I  pardon  since  thou 
art  not  in  the  same  sorry  plight  that  I  am. 

Cho.  O  lady,  wilt  thou  steel  thyself  to  slay  thy  children 
twain  ?  "^ 

Med.  I  will,  for  that  will  stab  my  husband  to  the  heart. 

Cho.  It  may,  but  thou  wilt  be  the  saddest  wife  alive. 

Med.  No  matter;  wasted  is  every  word  that  comes  'twixt 

now  and  then.     (To  the  Nurse.)     Ho!    thou,  go  call  me 

ason  hither,  for  thee  I    do   employ  on  every  mission  of 

rust.     No  word  divulge  of  all  my  purpose,  as  thou  art  to 

thy  mistress  loyal  and  likewise  of  my  sex. 

Cho.  Sons  of  Erechtheus,  heroes  happy  from  of  yore, 

children  of  the  blessed  gods,  fed  on  wisdom's  glorious  food 

n  a  ho  y  land  ne'er  i>illaged  by  its  foes,  ye  who  move  with 

sprightly  step  through   a    climate   ever   bright   srnd   clear, 
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where,  as  legend  tells,  the  Muses  nine,  Pieria's  holy  maids, 
were  brought  to  birth  by  Harmonia  with  the  golden  hair ; 
and  poets  sing  how  Cypris  drawing  water  from  the  streams  of 
fair-flowiflg  Cephissus  breathes  *  o'er  the  land  a  gentle  breeze 
of  balmy  winds,  and  ever  as  she  crowns  her  tresses  with  a 
garland  of  sweet  rose-buds  sends  forth  the  Loves  to  sit  by 
wisdom's  side,  to  take  a  part  in  every  excellence.  How 
then  shall  the  city  of  sacred  streams,  the  land  that  welcomes 
those  it  loves,  receive  thee,  the  murderess  of  thy  children, 
thee  whose  presence  with  others  is  a  pollution  ?  Think  on 
the  murder  of  thy  children,  consider  the  bloody  deed  thou 
takest  on  thee.  Nay,  by  thy  knees  we,  one  and  all,  im[)lore 
thee,  slay  not  thy  babes.  Where  "  shall  hand  or  heart  find 
hardihood  enough  in  wreaking  such  a  fearsome  deed  upon 
thy  sons  ?  How  wilt  thou  look  upon  thy  babes,  and  still 
without  a  tear  retain  thy  bloody  purpose  ?  'i'hou  canst  not, 
when  they  fall  at  thy  feet  for  mercy,  steel  thy  heart  and  dip 
in  their  blood  thy  hand. 

Jas.  I  am  come  at  thy  bidding,  for  e'en  though  thy  hate 
for  me  is  bitter  thou  shalt  not  fail  in  this  small  boon,  but  I 
will  hear  what  new  recjuest  thou  hast  to  make  of  me,  lady. 

Med.  Jason,  I  crave  thy  pardon  for  the  words  I  spoke, 
and  well  thou  mayest  brook  my  burst  of  passion,  for  ere 
now  we  twain  have  shared  much  love.  For  I  have  reasoned 
with  my  soul  and  railed  upon  me  thus,  '*  Ah  !  poor  heart! 
why  am  I  thus  distraught,  why  so  angered  'gainst  all  good 
advice,  why  have  I  come  to  hate  the  rulers  of  the  land,  my 
husband  too,  who  does  the  best  for  me  he  can,  in  wedding 
with  a  princess  and  rearing  for  my  children  noble  brothers? 

'  Reading  xofpag  with  Reiske.  The  passage  is  corrupt,  and  possibly- 
some  word  is  lost. 

^  Of  the  numerous  emencialions  of  this  corrupt  passage,  Nauck's 
TiKvui'  for  Tticvoit;  is  the  simplest,  if  it  goes  far  enough.  V'errall  suggests 
that  a  word  has  fallen  out  after  the  second  ^  and  conjectures  fi**^c  o^ 
Tix^^^'     This  is  not  less  satisfactory  than  most  of  the  emendations. 


Shall  I  not  cease  to  fret  ?   What  possesses  me,  when  heaven 
us  best  doth  offer?    Have  I  not  my  children  to  consider? 
do  I  forget  that  we  are  fugitives,  in  need  of  friends?"  When 
I  had  thought  all  this  I  saw  how  foolish  I  had  been   how 
senselessly  enraged.     So  now  I  do  commend  thee  and  think 
thee  most  wise  in  forming  this  connexion  for  us;  but  I  was 
mad,  I  who  should  have  shared  in  these  designs,  helped  on 
thy  plans,  and  lent  my  aid  to  bring  about  the  match  only 
too  pleased  to  wait  upon  thy  bride.     But  what  we  are  we 
are,  we  women,  evil  I  will  not  say ;  wherefore  thou  shoJldst 
not  sink  to  our  sorry  level  nor  with  our  weapons  meet  our 
childishness. 

I  yield  and  do  confess  that  I  was  wrong  then,  but  now 
have  I  come  to  a  better  mind.  Come  hither,  my  children 
come  leave  the  house,  step  forth,  and  with  me  greet  and 
bid  farewell  to  your  father,  be  reconciled  from  all  past 
bitterness  unto  your  friends,  as  now  your  mother  is  •  for  we 
have  made  a  truce  and  anger  is  no  more. 

i:n/er  the  Children. 

Take  his  right  hand  ;  ah  me  !  my  sad  fate  !  when  I  reflect 
as  now,  upon  the  hidden  future.  O  my  children,  since 
there  awaits  you  even  thus  a  long,  long  life,  stretch  forth  the 
hand  to  take  a  fond  farewell.  Ah  me !  how  new '  to  tears  am 
I,  how  full  of  fear !  For  now  that  I  have  at  last  released 
me  from  my  quarrel  with  your  father,  I  let  the  tear-drops 
stream  adown  my  tender  cheek. 

Cho.  From  my  eyes  too  bursts  forth  the  copious  tear ; 
O,  may  no  greater  ill  than  the  present  e'er  befall ! 

Ja.s.  Lady,  I  praise  this  conduct,  not  that  I  blame  what 
IS  past ;  for  it  is  but  natural  to  the  female  sex  to  vent  their 
spleen  against  a  husband  when  he  trafficks  in  other  marriages 

I  a^nihaK^v^  The  Schol.  explains  this  word  as  "  ready  to  shed  tears," 
but  a,r.,  as  Mr.  Evelyn  Abbott  points  out,  can  scarcely  bear  such  a 
meaning.     (Cf.,  m  Heberden's  edition  of  the  Medea,  his  note.) 
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besides  his  own/  But  thy  heart  is  changed  to  wiser  schemes 
and  thou  art  determined  on  the  better  course,  late  though 
it  be  ;  this  is  acting  like  a  woman  of  sober  sense.  And  for 
you,  my  sons,  hath  your  father  provided  with  all  good  heed 
a  sure  refuge,  by  God's  grace;  for  ye,  I  trow,  shall  with 
your  brothers  share  hereafter  the  foremost  rank  in  this 
Corinthian  realm.  Only  grow  up,  for  all  the  rest  your  sire 
and  whoso  of  the  gods  is  kind  to  us  is  bringing  to  pass. 
May  I  see  you  reach  man's  full  estate,  high  o'er  the  heads 
of  those  I  hate  !  But  thou,  lady,  why  with  fresh  tears  dost 
thou  thine  eyelids  wet,  turning  away  thy  wan  cheek,  with  no 
welcome  for  these  my  happy  tidings  ? 

Med.  'Tis  naught;  upon  these  children  my  thoughts  were 

turned. 

Jas.  Then  take  heart;  for  I  will  see  that  it  is  well  with 

them. 

Med.  I  will  do  so;  nor  will  I  doubt  thy  word;  woman  is 
a  weak  creature,  ever  given  to  tears. 

Jas.  Why  prithee,  unhappy  one,  dost    moan  o'er  these 
children  ? 
J,  Med.  I  gave  them  birth  ;  and  when  thou  didst  pray  long 

life  for  them,  pity  entered  into  my  soul  to  think  t^iat  these 
things  must^be.  But  the  reason  of  thy  coming  hither  to 
speak  with  me  is  partly  told,  the  rest  will  I  now  mention. 
Since  it  is  the  pleasure  of  the  rulers  of  the  land  to  banish 
me,  and  well  I  know  'twere  best  for  me  to  stand  not  in  the 
way  of  thee  or  of  the  rulers  by  dwelling  here,  enemy  as  I 
am  thought  unto  their  house,  forth  from  this  land  in  exile  am 
I  going,  but  these  children,— that  they  may  know  thy 
fostering  hand,  beg  Creon  to  remit  their  banishment. 

Jas.  I  doubt  whether  I  can  persuade  him,  yet  must  I 
attempt  it. 

»  !>.,  aXXoiovQ.  This  word  is  not  elsewhere  used  in  traj;edy,  and  has 
therefore  been  suspected.  HeinKoethius  conjectures  irnfi/iToXwjn 
divTtpov^f  Dindorf  cufiaaif. 
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Med.  At  least  do  thou  bid  thy  wife  ask  her  sire  this  bod 
to  remit  the  exile  of  the  children  from  this  land. 

Jas.  Yea,  that  will  I;  and  her  methinks  I  shall  persuade, 
since  she  is  a  woman  like  the  rest. 

Med.  I  too  will  aid  thee  in  this  task,  for  by  the  children's 
hand  I  will  send  to  her  gifts  that  far  surpass  in  beauty,  I 
well  know,  aught  that  now  is  seen  'mongst  men,  a  robe  of 
finest  tissue  and  a  chaplet  of  chased  gold.  But  one  of  my 
attendants  must  haste  and  bring  the  ornaments  hither. 
Happy  shall  she  be  not  once  alone  but  ten  thousandfold, 
for  in  thee  she  wins  the  noblest  soul  to  share  her  love,  and 
gets  these  gifts  as  well  which  on  a  day  my  father's  sire,  the 
Sun-god,  bestowed  on  his  descendants.  My  children,  take 
in  your  hands  these  wedding  gifts,  and  bear  them  as  an 
offering  to  the  royal  maid,  the  happy  bride;  for  verily  the 
gifts  she  shall  receive  are  not  to  be  scorned. 

Jas.  But  why  so  rashly  rob  thyself  of  these  gifts?    Dost 
think  a  royal  palace  wants  for  robes  or  gold  ?    Keep  them, 
nor  give  them  to  another.     For  well  I  know  that  if  my  lady 
hold  me  in  esteem,  she  will  set  my  price  above  all  wealth.  \ 
^  Med.  Say  not  so;  tis  said  that  gifts  tempt  even  gods;  and 
o'er  men's  minds  gold  holds  more  potent  sway  than  count- 
less words.      Fortune  smiles  upon  thy  bride,  and  heaven 
now  doth  swell  her  triumph  ;    youth  is  hers  and  princely 
I>ower;  yet  to  save  my  children  from  exile  I  would  barter 
life,  not  dross  alone.     Children,  when  ye  are  come  to  the 
lich  palace,  pray  your  father's  new  bride,  my  mistress,  with 
suppliant  voice  to  save  you  from  exile,  offering  her  these 
ornaments  the  while  ;  for  it  is  most  needful  that  she  receive 
the  gifts  in  her  own  hand.    Now  go  and  linger  not ;  may  ye 
succeed  and  to  your  mother  bring  back  the  gfad  tidings  she 
fain  would  hear ! 

Cho.  Gone,  gone  is  every  hope  I  had  that  the  children 
yet  might  live;  forth  to  their  doom  they  now  proceed.  The 
hapless  bride  will  take,  ay,  take  the  golden  crown  that  is  to 
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c  uci  ruin ;  with  her  own  hand  will  she  lift  and  place  uix)n 
I  ner  golden  locks  the  garniture  of  death.  Its  grace  and 
I  sheen  divine  will  tempt  her  to  put  on  the  robe  and  crown  of 
I  gold,  and  in  that  act  will  she  deck  herself  to  be  a  bride 
amid  the  dead.  Such  is  the  snare  whereinto  she  will  fall, 
such  is  the  deadly  doom  that  waits  the  hapless  maid,  nor 
shall  she  from  the  curse  escape.  And  thou,  poor  wretch, 
who  to  thy  sorrow  art  wedding  a  king's  daughter,  little 
thinkest  of  the  doom  thou  art  bringing  on  thy  children's  life, 
or  of  the  cruel  death  that  waits  thy  bride. 

Woe  is  thee  !  how  art  thou  fallen  from  thy  high  estate  ! 

Next  do  I  bewail  thy  sorrows,  O  mother  hapless  in  thy 
children,  thou  who  wilt  slay  thy  babes  because  thou  hast  a 
rival,  the  babes  thy  husband  hath  deserted  impiously  to  join 
him  to  another  bride. 

Att.  Thy  children,  lady,  are  from  exile  freed,  and  gladly 
did  the  royal  bride -accept  thy  gifts  in  her  own  hands,  and 
so  thy  children  made  their  peace  with  her. 

Med.  Ah  ! 
JL      Att.  Why  art    so   disc^uieted   in    thy  prosperous  hour? 
Why  turnest  thou  thy  cheek  away,  and  hast  no  welcome  for 
.  my  glad  news  ? 

Med.  Ah  me  ! 

Att.  These  groans  but  ill  accord  with  the  news  I  bring. 

Med.  Ah  me  !  once  more  I  say. 

Att.  Have  I  unwittingly  announced  some  evil  tidings? 
Have  I  erred  in  thinking  my  news  was  good  ? 

Med.  Thy  news  is  as  it  is  ;  I  blame  thee  not. 

Att.  Then  why  this  downcast  eye,  these  floods  of  tears  ? 

Med.  Old  friend,  needs  must  I  weep  ;  for  the  gods  and 
I  with  fell  intent  devised  these  schemes. 

Att.  Be  of  good  cheer ;  thou  too  of  a  surety  shalt  by  thy 
sons  yet  be  brought  home  again. 

Med.  Ere  that  shall  I  bring  others  to  their  home,  ah  ! 
-woe  is  me ! 
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Att.  Thou  art  not  the  only  mother  from  thy  children 
reft.     Bear  patiently  thy  troubles  as  a  mortal  must. 

Med.  I  will  obey;  go  thou  within  the  house  and  make 
the  day's  provision   for  the  children.      O  my  babes,  my 
babes,  ye  have  still  a  city  and  a  home,  where  far  from  me 
and  my  sad  lot  you  will  live  your  lives,  reft  of  your  mother 
for  ever ;  while  I  must  to  another  land  in  banishment,  or 
ever  I  have  had  my  joy  of  you,  or  lived  to  see  you  happy, 
or  ever  I  have  graced  your  marriage  couch,  your  bride,  your 
bridal  bower,  or  lifted  high  the  wedding  torch.     Ah  me  !  a 
victim  of  my  own  self-will.     So  it  was  all  in  vain  I  reared 
you,  O  my  sons ;  in  vain  did  suffer,  racked  with  anguish, 
enduring  the  cruel  pangs  of  childbirth.    'Fore  Heaven  I  once 
had  hope,  poor  me !  high  hope  of  ye  that  you  would  nurse 
me  in  my  age  and  deck  my  corpse  with  loving  hands,  a 
boon  we  mortals  covet;  but  now  is  my  sweet  fancy  dead  and 
gone;  for  I  must  lose  you  both  and  in  bitterness  and  sorrow 
drag  through  life.     And  ye  shall  never  with  fond  eyes  see 
your  mother  more,  for  o'er  your  life  there  comes  a  change. 
Ah  me  !  ah  me  !  why  do  ye  look  at  me  so,  my  children  > 
why  smile  that  last  sweet  smile?  Ah  me!  what  am  I  to  do? 
My  heart  gives  way  when  I   behold  my  children's  laughing 
eyes.     O,  I  cannot ;  farewell  to  all  my  former  schemes ;  I 
will  take  the  children    from    the   land,  the  babes  I  bore. 
Why  should  I  wound  their   sire    by  wounding  them,  and. 
get  me  a  twofold  measure  of  sorrow?   No,  no,  I  will  not  do/  i 
it.     Farewell  my  scheming  !    And  yet  what  am  I  coming/   / 
to  ?    Can  I  consent  to  let  those  foes  of  mine  escape  fronj 
punishment,  and  incur  their  mockery?   I  must  face  this 
deed.     Out  upon  my  craven  heart !  to  think  that  I  should 
even  have  let  the  soft  *  words  escape  my  soul.     Into  the 
house,  children  !  and  whoso  feels  he  must  not  be  present  at 
my  sacrifice,  must  see  to  it  himself;   I  will  not  spoil  my 

Reading  irp6«reai  for  which  Badham  proposes  irpwrtvOm,  "  indulge 
my  mind  in  gentle  thoughts." 
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handiwork.     Ah  !  ah  !  do  not,  my  heart,  O  do  not  do  this 
deed  '    Let  the  children  go,  unhappy  one,  spare  the  babes ! 
For  if  they  live,  they  will  cheer  thee  in  our   exile  there.' 
Nay,  by  the  fiends  of  hell's  abyss,  never,  never  will  I  hand 
tny  children  over  to  their  foes  to  mock  and  flout.     Die  they 
must  in  any  case,  and  since  'tis  so,  why  I,  the  mother  who 
bore  them,  will  give  the  fatal  blow.    In  any  case  their  doom 
is  fixed  and  there  is  no  escape.     Already  the  crown  is  on 
her  head,  the  robe  is  round  her,  and  she  is  dying,  the  royal 
bride  •  that  do  I  know  full  well.     But  now  since  I  have  a 
piteous  path  to  tread,  and  yet  more  piteous  siill  the  path  I 
send  my  children  on,  fain  would  I  say  farewell  to  them.     O 
my  babes,  my  babes,  let  your  mother  kiss  your  hands.    Ah  ! 
hands  I  love  so  well,  O  lips  most  dear  to  me !  O  noble  form 
and  features  of  my  children,  I  wish  ye  joy,  but  in  that  other 
land   for  here  your  father  robs  you  of  your  home.     O  the 
sweet  embrace,  the  so/t  young  cheek,  the  fragrant  breath  ! 
my  children  !    Go,  leave  me  ;  I  cannot  bear  to  longer  look 
upon  ye  ;  my  sorrow  wins  the  day.     At  last  I  understand 
the  awful  deed  I  am  to  do  ;  but  passion,  that  cause  of  direst 
woes  to  mortal  man,  hath  triumphed  o'er  my  sober  thoughts. 
Cho.  Oft  ere  now  have  I  pursued  subtler  themes  and 
have  faced  graver  issues  than  woman's  sex  should  seek  to 
probe  •  but  then  e'en  we  aspire  to  culture,  which  dwells  with 
OS  to  teach  us  wisdom  ;  I  say  not  all ;  for  small  is  the  class 
amongst  women-(one  maybe  shalt  thou  find  'mid  many)- 
that  is  not  incapable  of  culture.    And  amongst  mortals  I  do 
assert  that  they  who  are  wholly  without  experience  and  have 
never  had  children  far  surpass  in  happiness  those  who  are 
parents     The  childless,  because  they  have  never  proved 
whether  children  grow  up  to  he  a  blessing  or  curse  to  men 
are  removed  from  all  share  in  many  troubles ;  whilst  those 
^-ho  have  a  sweet  race  of  children  growing  up  m  their 
houses  do  wear  away,  as  I  perceive,  their  whole  life  through ; 

'  At  Athens. 
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first  with  the  thought  how  they  may  train  them  up  in  virtue, 
next  how  they  shall  leave  their  sons  the  means  to  live;  and 
after  all  this  'tis  far  from  clear  whether  on  good  or  bad 
children  they  bestow  their  toil.  But  one  last  crowning  woe 
for  every  mortal  man  I  now  will  name  ;  suppose  that  they 
have  found  sufficient  means  to  live,  and  seen  their  children 
grow  to  man's  estate  and  walk  in  virtue's  path,  still  if  fortune 
so  befall,'  comes  Death  and  bears  the  children's  bodies  off 
to  Hades.  Can  it  be  any  profit  to  the  gods  to  heap  upon 
us  mortal  men  beside  our  other  woes  this  further  grief  for 
children  lost,  a  grief  surpassing  all  ? 

Med.  Kind  friends,  long  have  I  waited  expectantly  to 
know  how  things  would  at  the  palace  chance.  And  lo  !  I 
see  one  of  Jason's  .servants  coming  hither,  whose  hurried 
gasps  for  breath  proclaim  him  the  bearer  of  some  fresh 
tidings. 

Mes.  Fly,  fly,  Medea  I  who  hast  wrought  an  awful  deed, 
transgressing  every  law;  nor  leave  behind  or  sea-borne  bark 
or  car  that  scours  the  plain. 

Med.  Why,  what  hath  chanced  that  calls  for  such  a 
flight  of  mine  ? 

Mes.  The  princess  is  dead,  a  moment  gone,  and  Creon 
too,  her  sire,  slain  by  those  drugs  of  thine. 

Med.  Tidings  most  fair  are  thine!  Henceforth  shalt 
thou  be  ranked  amongst  my  friends  and  benefactors. 

Mes.  Ha !  What?  Art  sane?  Art  not  distraught, 
lady,  who  hearest  with  joy  the  outrage  to  our  royal  house 
done,  and  art  not  at  the  horrid  tale  afraid  ? 

Med.  Somewhat  have  I,  too,  to  say  in  answer  to  thy       L 
words.     Be  not  so  hasty,  friend,  but  tell  th     manner  of      I 
their  death,  for  thou  v/ouldsf  -'  ^  me  Ic  joy,  if  so  ^hey 

perished  miserablv 

Mes.  W"  uhoi  .  Jhc    uidst  bear 

i  tiC  MSS.  vary  between  KVfnjtragt 
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came  with  their  father  and  entered  the  palace  of  the  bride, 
right  glad  were  we  thralls  who  had  shared  thy  griefs,  for 
instantly  from  ear  to  ear  a  rumour  spread  that  thou  and  thy 
lord  had  made  up  your  former  quarrel.     One   kissed  thy 
children's  hands,  another  their  golden  hair,  while  I  for  very 
joy  went  with  them  in  person  to  the  women's  chambers. 
Our  mistress,  whom  now  we  do  revere  in  thy  room,  cast  a 
longing  glance  at  Jason,  ere  she  saw  thy  children  twain  ; 
but*^then  she  veiled  her  eyes  and  turned  her  blanching 
cheek  away,  disgusted  at  their  coming  ;  but  thy  husband 
tried  to  check  his  young  bride's  angry  humour  with  these 
words  :  **  O,  be  not  angered  'gainst  thy  friends ;  cease  from 
wrath  and  turn  once  more  thy  flice  this  way,  counting  as 
friends  whomso  thy  husband  counts,  and  accept  these  gifts, 
and  for  my  sake  crave  thy  sire  to  remit  these  children's 
exile."     Soon  as  she  saw  the  ornaments,  no  longer  she  heW 
out,  but  yielded  to  her  lord  in  all ;  and  ere  the  father  and 
his 'sons   were  far   from   the   palace  gone,    she  took   the 
broidered  robe  and  put  it  on,  and  set  the  golden  crown 
about  her  tresses,  arranging  her  hair  at  her  bright  mirror, 
with  many  a  happy  smile   at   her  breathless    counterfeit. 
Then  rising  from  her  seat  she  passed  across  the  chamber, 
tripping  lightly  on  her  fair  white  foot,  exulting  in  the  gift, 
with  many  a  glance  at  her  uplifted  ankle.^   When  lo  !  a  scene 
of  awful  horror  did  ensue.     In  a  moment  she  turned  pale, 
reeled  backwards,  trembling  in  every  limb,  and  sinks  upon 
a  seat  scarce  soon  enough  to  save  herself  from  falling  to 
the  ground.     An  aged  dame,  one  of  her  company,  thinking 
belike  it  was  a  fit  from  Pan'  or  some  god  sent,  raised  a  cry 
of  prayer,  till  from  her  mouth  she  saw  the  foam-flakes  issue, 
her  eyeballs  rolling  in  their  sockets,  and  all  the  blood  her 

^  rirovT'  k  opBbv  (rroTov;.'"rj,  (i)  she  stretches  out  her  foot  to  see  how 
the  robe  falls  over  it  (Paley),  (2)  she  stands  on  tiptoe  and  looks  back 
to  see  how  the  dress  hangs  behind  =  erecto  pede  (Pflugk). 

«  Any  sudden  seizure  was  ascribed  to  Pan's  agency. 
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face  desert ;  then  did  she  raise  a  loud  scream  far  different 
from  her  former  cry.     Forthwith  one  handmaid  rushed  to 
her  fathers  house,  another  to  her  new  bridegroom  to  tell 
his  brides  sad  fate,  and  the  whole  house  echoed  with  their 
running  to  and  fro.     By  this  time  would  a  quick  walker 
have  made  the  turn  in  a  course  of  six  plethra^  and  reached 
the  goal    when   she  with   one   awful    shriek  awoke,  poor 
sufferer,  from  her  speechless  trance  and  oped  her  closed 
eyes   for  against  her  a  twofold  anguish  was  warring      The 
chaplet  of  gold  about  her  head  was  sending  forth  a  won- 
drous  stream  of  ravening  flame,  while  the  fine  raiment,  thy 
children  s  gift,  was  preying  on  the  hapless  maiden's  fair 
white  flesh ;  and  she  starts  from  her  seat  in  a  blaze  and 
seeks  to  fly,  shaking  her  hair  and  head  this  way  and  that, 
to  cast  the  crown  therefrom;  but  the  gold  held  firm  to  its 
fastenings,  and  the  flame,  as  she  shook  her  locks,  blazed 
forth  the  more  with  double  fury.     Then  to  the  earth  she 
sinks,  by  the  cruel  blow  o'ercome,  past  all  recognition  now 
save  to  a  father's  eye ;  for  her  eyes  had  lost  their  tranquil 
gaze,  her  face  no  more  its  natural  look  preserved,  and  from 
the  crown  of  her  head  blood  and  fire  in  mingled  stream  ran 
down;    and   from   her   bones   the   flesh   kept   peeling  off 
beneath  the  gnawing  of  those  secret  drugs,  e'en  as  when 
the  pine-tree  weeps  its  tears  of  pitch,  a  fearsome  sight  to  see 
And  all  were  afraid  to  touch  the  corpse,  for  we  were  warned 
by  what  had  chanced.     Anon  came  her  hapless  father  unto 
the  house,  all  unwitting  of  her  doom,  and  stumbles  o'er  the 
dead   and  loud  he  cried,  and  folding  his  arms  about  her 
icissed  her,  with  words  like  these  the  while,  -  O  my  poor, 

oLxr"  ''"^7  is  ^loubtful,  still  more  the  meaning.  The  conjecture 
7^9  '!,^^^P^^1,^"^'  -ith  Musgrave's  a.  r^nr^ro  for  au^^ro. 
a     0!:^"         '-^,^^-/P<^Mov.     This  would  mean,  her  swooXsted 

The  c?x  .r"  ^'"^^.  ''^'  '"  ^°  ""^  ^^^""^  '^^  ^^'^^^^  of  six  plethra, 
Th    ..Xo.  then  must  be  the  '  limb,  lap  '  of  the  course  up  to  the  turning 
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poor  child,  which  of  the  gods  hath  destroyed  thee  thus 
foully  ?  Who  is  robbing  me  of  thee,  old  as  I  am  and  ripe 
for  death  ?  O  my  child,  alas  !  would  I  could  die  with 
thee  ! "  He  ceased  his  sad  lament,  and  would  have  raised 
his  aged  frame,  but  found  himself  held  fast  by  the  fine- 
spun robe  as  ivy  that  clings  to  the  branches  of  the  bay,  and 
then  ensued  a  fearful  struggle.  He  strove  to  rise,  but  she 
still  held  him  back ;  and  if  ever  he  pulled  with  all  his 
might,  from  off  his  bones  his  aged  tlesh  he  tore.  At  last 
he  gave  it  up,  and  breathed  forth  his  soul  in  awful  suffering; 
for  he  could  no  longer  master  the  pain.  So  there  they  lie, 
daughter  and  aged  sire,  dead  side  by  side,  a  grievous  sight 
that  calls  for  tears.  And  as  for  thee,  I  leave  thee  out  of  my 
consideration,  for  thyself  must  discover  a  means  to  escape 
punishment.  Not  now  for  the  first  time  I  think  this  human 
life  a  shadow  ;  yea,  and  without  shrinking  I  will  say  that 
they  amongst  men  who  pretend  to  wisdom  and  expend 
deep  thought  on  words  do  incur  a  serious  charge  of  folly  ; 
for  amongst  mortals  no  man  is  happy ;  wealth  may  pour 
in  and  make  one  luckier  than  another,  but  none  can 
happy  be. 

Cho.  This  day  the  deity,  it  seems,  will  mass  on  Jason,  as 
he  well  deserves,  a  heavy  load  of  evils.  Woe  is  thee, 
daughter  of  Creon  !  We  pity  thy  sad  fate,  gone  as  thou 
art  to  Hades'  halls  as  the  price  of  thy  marriage  with  Jason. 

Med.  My  friends,  I  am  resolved  upon  the  deed ;  at  once 
will  I  slay  my  children  and  then  leave  this  land,  without 
delaying  long  enough  to  hand  them  over  to  some  more 
savage  hand  to  butcher.  Needs  must  they  die  in  any  case; 
and  since  they  must,  I  will  slay  them — I,  the  mother  that 
bare  them.  O  heart  of  mine,  steel  thyself!  Why  do  I 
hesitate  to  do  the  awful  deed  that  must  be  done  ?  Come, 
take  the  sword,  thou  wretched  hand  of  mine  !  Take  it, 
and  advance  to  the  post  whence  starts  thy  life  of  sorrow  ! 
Away  with  cowardice  !     Give  not  one  thought  to  thy  babes, 
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how  dear  they  are  or  how  thou  art  their  mother  This  one 
brief  day  forget  thy  children  dear,  and  after  that  lament  • 
for  though  thou  wilt  slay  them  yet  they  were  thy  darlings 
still,  and  '  I  am  a  lady  of  sorrows. 

Cho.  O  earth,  O  sun  whose  beam  illumines  all,  look, 
look  upon  this  lost  woman,  ere  she  stretch  forth  her  mur- 
derous hand  upon  her  sons  for  blood  ;  for  lo  !   these  are 
scions  of  thy  own  golden  seed,  and  the  blood  of  gods  is  in 
danger  of  being  shed  by  man.     O  light,  from  Zeus  proceed- 
ing, stay  her,  hold  her  hand,  forth  from  the  house  chase  this 
fell  bloody  fiend  by  demons  led.     Vainly  wasted  were  the 
throes  thy  children  cost  thee ;   vainly  hast   thou  bom    it 
seems,  sweet  babes,  O  thou  who  hast  left  behind  thee  that  - 
passage  through  the  blue  Symplegades,  that  strangers  justly 
hate.     Ah  !  hapless  one,  why  doth   fierce  anger  thy  soul 
assail  ?     Why  2  in  its  place  is  fell  murder  growing  up  ?     For 
grievous   unto   mortal    men   are   pollutions   that   come   of 
kmdred  blood  poured  on  the  earth,  woes  to  suit  each  crime 
hurled  from  heaven  on  the  murderer's  house. 

ist  Son  {within).  Ah,  me;  what  can  I  do?  Whither  fly 
to  escape  my  mother's  blows  ? 

2nd  Son  {within).  I  know  not,  sweet  brother  mine ;  we 
are  undone. 

Cho.  Didst  hear,  didst  hear  the  children's  cry?  O  lady, 
born  to  sorrow,  victim  of  an  evil  fate  !  Shall  I  enter  the 
house  ?  For  the  children's  sake  I  am  resolved  to  ward  off 
the  murder. 

ist  Son  (ivithin).  Yea,  by  heaven  I  adjure  you;  help, 
your  aid  is  needed. 


'  The  construction  is  intentionally  irregular.  Her  emotion  prevents 
a  grammatical  completion  of  the  sentence. 

'  This  use  of  a^f.'^frai  is  so  unusual  that  the  passage  is  open  to  grave 
suspicion.  The  three  following  lines  are  extremely  confused  and  pro- 
bably  corrupt.  Weil  proposes  ir^yapi.  for  'cri  yalay ;  var.  lect.  for 
4i"  yea  IS  ivvoiSa. 
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2nd  Son  {within).  Even  now-the  toils  of  the  sword  are 
closing  round  us. 

Cho.  O  hapless  mother,  surely  thou  hast  a  heart  of  stone 
or  steel  to  slay  the  offspring  of  thy  womb  by  such  a  mur- 
derous doom.  Of  all  the  wives  of  yore  I  know  but  one  who 
laid  her  hand  upon  her  children  dear,  even  Ino,'  whom  the 
gods  did  madden  in  the  day  that  the  wife  of  Zeus  drove 
her  wandering  from  her  home.  But  she,  poor  sufferer, 
flung  herself  into  the  sea  because  of  the  foul  murder  of  her 
children,  leaping  o'er  the  wave-beat  cliff",  and  in  her  death 
was  she  united  to  her  children  twain.  Can  there  be  any 
deed  of  horror  left  to  follow  this  ?  Woe  for  the  wooing  of 
women  fraught  with  disaster !  What  sorrows  hast  thou 
caused  for  men  ere  now  ! 

Jas.  Ladies,  stationed  near  this  house,  pray  tell  me  is 
the  author  of  these  hideous  deeds,  Medea,  still  within, 
or  hath  she  fled  from  hence  ?  For  she  must  hide 
beneath  the  earth  or  soar  on  wings  towards  heaven's  vault, 
if  she  would  avoid  the  vengeance  of  the  royal  house. 
Is  she  so  sure  she  will  escape  herself  unpunished  from 
this  house,  when  she  hath  slain  the  rulers  of  the  land? 
But  enough  of  this  !  I  am  forgetting  her  children. 
As  for  her,  those  whom  she  hath  wronged  will  do 
the  like  by  her ;  but  I  am  come  to  save  the  children's 
life,  lest  the  victim's  kin  visit  their  wrath  on  me,  in  ven- 
geance for  the  murder  foul,  wrought  by  my  children's 
mother. 

Cho.  Unhappy  man,  thou  knowest  not  the  full  extent  of 
thy  misery,  else  had  thou  never  said  those  words. 

Jas.  How  now ?     Can  she  want  to  kill  me  too? 

Cho.  Thy  sons  are  dead ;  slain  by  their  own  mother's 
hand. 

*  This  is  Euripides'  version  of  the  legend,  not  the  usual  one  ;  which 
makes  Athamas  the  father  go  mad  and  kill  one  son,  while  Ino  leaps 
into  the  sea  with  the  other. 
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Jas.  O  God!    what  sayest   thou?    Woman,   thou    hast 
sealed  my  doom.  ^ 

Cho.  Thy  children  are  no  more;  be  sure  of  this 
sideT'  ^^^^  '^^  ^^^"^ '  ''''^^"  '^^  P^^^^^  ^^  ^"^^ 

Cho.  Throw  wide  the  doors  and  see  thy  children's  mur- 
dered corpses. 

Jas.  Haste,  ye  slaves,  loose  the  bolts,  undo  the  fastenings, 
that  I  may  see  the  sight  of  twofold  woe,  my  murdered  son 
and  her,  whose  blood  in  vengeance  I  will  shed. 

[Medea  inmid  air,  on  a  chariot  drawn  by  dragons  ; 
ifie  cMdren's  corpses  by  her 

Med.  Why  shake  those  doors  and  attempt  to  loose  their 
bol  s  .„  quest  of  the  dead  and  me  their  murderess  ?  From 
such  to,l  des.st.  If  thou  wouldst  aught  with  me.  say  on,  if 
o  thou  w.lt ;  but  never  shalt  thou  lay  hand  on  me,  so  sJi  t 
the  steeds  the  sun,  my  father's  sire,  to  me  doth  give  to  save 
me  from  the  hand  of  my  foes. 

abhorred  as  never  woman  was,  who  hadst  the  heart  to  stabX 

les's    .M^h    ?"^''":,'"'^""^'  '^^^'"^  -^  ""'lo-  -d  child      ^ 
ess ,  .h,s  hast  thou  done  and  still  dost  gaze  upon  the  sun  J 

and  earth  after  this  deed  most  impious.     Curses  on  thee< 

1  now  perceive  what  then  I  missed  in  the  day  I  brought 

and  to7  n  "«  n"""'  ''""  *''>'  ''"'"^  '"  ^  ^arbarL 
hafn^  r\  'u  """'•  '"'"■"^^  '°  "^y  ^''^  ^"d  to  the  land 
ha  nurtured  thee.     On  me  the  gods  have  hurled  the  curse 

hearth'filJ^  '""''  ^"^  '''°"  ^'^''  ^'^^  "'V  brother  at  his 
nearth  ere  thou  cam'st  aboard  our  fair  ship  "  Areo  "    Such 

sl:  zri  °'  '"k'  ''' ""'  "'"^'■-  "^- didst' thou  td 

thou  now  h    ?T^  u'''"  ""'  '°"^  '°  Slut  thy  passion's  lust. 
HeSas  e\  t  ^   !?  "'""•     ^°'  °"^  ^-"""g^'  'he  wives  o 
cho  e  the/ r  "t  '"'  '''"^'  y''  b^f°^^  them  all   I 

«oman,  but  a  honess  fiercer  than  Tyrrhene  Scylla  in 
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nature.  But  with  reproaches  heaped  a  thousandfold  I  can- 
not wound  thee,  so  brazen  is  thy  nature.  Perish,  vile 
sorceress,  murderess  of  thy  babes  !  Whilst  I  must  mourn 
my  luckless  fate,  for  I  shall  neer  enjoy  my  new-found 
bride,  nor  shall  I  have  the  children,  whom  I  bred  and 
reared,  alive  to  say  the  last  farewell  to  me ;  nay,  I  have 
lost  them. 

Med.  To  this  thy  speech  I  could  have  made  a  long 
retort,  but  Father  Zeus  knows  well  all  I  have  done  for  thee, 
and  the  treatment  thou  hast  given  me.  Yet  thou  wert 
not  ordained  to  scorn  my  love  and  lead  a  life  of  joy  in 
mockery  of  me,  nor  was  thy  royal  bride  nor  Creon,  who 
gave  thee  a  second  wife,  to  thrust  me  from  this  land  and 
rue  it  not.  Wherefore,  if  thou  wilt,  call  me  e'en  a  lioness, 
and  Scylla,  whose  home  is  in  the  Tyrrhene  land ;  for  I  in 
turn  have  wrung  thy  heart,  as  well  I  might. 

Jas.  Thou,  too,  art  grieved  thyself,  and  sharest  in  my 
sorrow. 

Med.  Be  well  assured  I  am  ;  but  it  relieves  my  pain  to 
know  thou  canst  not  mock  at  me. 

Jas.  O  my  children,  how  vile  a  mother  ye  have  found  ! 

Med.  MjL^sQnvj^out^JathexXJJeijje^^^  has  been  your 
ruirU 

Jas.  Twas  not  my  hand,  at  any  rate,  that  slew  them. 

Med.  No,  but  thy  foul  treatment  of  me,  and  thy  new 
marriage. 

Jas.  Didst  think  that  marriage  cause  enough  to  murder 
them  ? 

Med.   Dost  think  a  woman  counts  this  a  trifling  injury  ? 

Jas.  So  she  be  self- restrained  ;  but  in  thy  eyes  all  is  evil, 

Med.  Thy  sons  are  dead  and  gone.  That  will  stab  thy 
heart. 

Jas.  They  live,  methinks,^  to  bring  a  curse  upon  thy 
head. 

^  Reading  o'i^kou.  with  Tyrrwhitt. 
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^^  Med.  The  gods  know,  whoso  of  them  began  this  troublous 

Jas.  Indeed,  they  know  that  hateful  heart  of  thine, 
.ongue'^         "  '"  ""  '''''"'•     '  ^"^  "^'^^^  °^  '"y  bitter 

(u'n  ^f  V""*''!  °^  ""'""•     ^"'  P«'""g  '"^  easy. 
^^  Mld.  bay  how ;  what  am  I  to  do  }  for  I  am  fain  as  thou 

Jas.  Give  up  to  me  those  dead,  to  bury  and  lament. 

Med.  No,  never  !  I  will  bury  them  myself,  bearing  them 
0  Hera  s  sacred  field,  who  watches  o'er  .he  Cape,  that  no„" 
of  heir  foes  may  msult  them  by  pulling  down  their  tombs- 
and  m  th.s  land  of  Sisyphus  I  will  ordain  hereafter  a  solemn 
fcast  and  mystic  ntes  to  atone  for  this  impious  murder" 
Myself  w^l  now  to  the  land  of  Erechtheus.  .0  dwell  whh 
.  .g  us,   Pand.on^s  son.     But  thou,  as  well  thou  mayest.. 

.red  rehc  of  Argo,  when  thou  hast  seen  the  bitter  ending 
Of  my  marriage.  ® 

th/;''*,Tr^  curse  of  our  sons'  avenging  spirit  and  of  Justice, 
that  calls  for  blood,  be  on  thee ! 

Med.  What  god  or  power  divine  hears  thee,  breaker  of 
oaths  and  every  law  of  hospitality  ? 
Jas.  Fie  upon  thee  !  cursed  witch  !  child -murderess  I 
Med.  To  thy  house  !  go,  bury  thy  wife. 
Jas.  I  go,  bereft  of  both  my  sons. 

thee^To   ^^^  ^'''^''  ^'''  '"^  "''"'"^  ^"^'^  '^"  ""^^  ^^^  ''  ^'^^ 

Jas.  O  my  dear,  dear  children  ! 
V  Med.  Dear  to  their  mother,  not  to  thee. 

Jas.  And  yet  thou  didst  slay  them  ? 

Med.  Yea,  to  vex  thy  heart. 

'  Legend  told  how  Jason  was  slain  by  a  beam  falling  on  him  as  he 
lay  asleep  under  the  shadow  of  his  ship  Argo.  ^ 
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J  AS.  One  last  fond  kiss,  ah  me  !  I  fain  would  on  their 
lips  imprint. 

Med.  Embraces  now,  and  fond  farewells  for  them;  but 
then  a  cold  repulse  ! 

J  AS.  By   heaven   I    do  adjure   thee,   let   me  touch   their 
tender  skin. 

Med.  No,  no  !  in  vain  this  word  has  sped  its  flight. 

Jas.  O  Zeus,  dost  hear  how  I  am  driven  hence  ;  uu^l 
mark  the  treatment  I  receive  from  this  she-lion,  fell  mur 
deress  of  her  young?  Yet  so  far  as  I  may  and  can,  I  raise 
for  them  a  dirge,  and  do  adjure '  the  gods  to  witness  how  thou 
hast  slain  my  sons,  and  wilt  not  suffer  me  to  embrace  or 
bury  their  dead  bodies.  Would  I  had  never  begotten 
them  to  see  thee  slay  them  after  all  1 

Cho.  Many   a    fate   doth   Zeus    dispense,    high   on    his 

Olympian   throne;   oft  do  the  gods  bring  things   to  pass 

beyond  man's  e.xpectation  ;  that,  which  we  thought  would 

be,  is  not  fulfilled,  while  for  the  unlooked-for  god  finds  out 

ji  way ;  and  such  hath  been  the  issue  of  this  matter. 

^  caTTi^ttisw,  Blomfield'a  emendation  for  MSS.  KaTri^otisw. 
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DRAMATIS    PERSONS. 
Aphrodite. 

HlPPOLYTlS. 

Attendants  of  Hippoiyius. 
Chorus  of  Trcezenian  Women. 
Nl'rse  of  PH-1%DRA. 
PHi«DRA. 

Theseus. 

First  Messenger. 

Second  Messengkr. 

Artemis. 


Scene. — Before  the  palace  of  Pittheus  at  Troe/en. 


HIPPOLYTUS. 

n.ir";^T'f  1"  '"''"  ""y  '"'■"  "'^"^^  ^"d  Pfoud  the 
name  that  I,  the  goddess  Cypris,  bear,  both  in  heaven's 
courts  and  mongst  all  those  who  dwell  within  the  limits  of 
he  sea    and  the  bounds  of  Atlas,  beholding  the  sun-god's 
S' '  .^^°'^  '^^^  reS17ffLmr£0wer  I  advance  to  honour. 
Dut^ajUaaamnallwho  vaunt  themselves  IF  me:' For  even 
in  the  race  of  godTtEIs  feeling  finds  a  home,  even  pleasure 
wil    !h^°"°r  ■■  "u"  P'^  'henWlndUie  truth  of  this  1  soon 
H  ll,T'  \'^'\'°''  °a5eiir>orn  of  theCAma^-^ 
H.ppolytus,  whom  holy  Pittheus  taught,  alone  ofliHh? 
dwellers  .n  this  land   of  Troezen,  calls  me  vilest  of  the 
C^  '**•     Love  he  scorns,  and,  as  for  marriap;e.  will  none  of 
";  bujJVrtenus^aughtgj^of  Zeus,  sister  of  Phcebus.  he 
doth  honour,  countmg  her  the  chief  of  goddesses,  and  ever 
through  the  greenwood,  attendant  on  his  virgin  goddess,  he 
ears  the  earth  of  wild  beasts  with  his  fleet  hounds,  en  oy 
■ng  he  comradeship  of  one  too  high  for  mortal  ken.     Tis 

a«in,r  I  ^"i\  ''V"?'  "°  ■  ^^^  '^"""^^  ^  ?  But  for  his  sins 
IvtuT  f  ,'  *'"  '?'*  ""'''  ^'  ''^'  ^-e^^°«  on  Hippo- 
o  it  ;/rH  k"^^^«-^  "'"^'■"^  "'^  S'°""<1  of  many  obstacles, 
he  home  „f  P-  T'"'  '°''-  ''°'  "'  •'^  ''""'  onl  day  from 
be  ink^  f  ,?•'"'  '°  """^^^  "'^  solemjunvstic  rites  and 
noble  Lr  '!."  '"  '''"*°"''  'and,<^S  his  father's 

campf^  >u-   ^  Jcizcamtun  wilfi  riptire.     And  ere  she 

came  to  this  Troezeman  realm,  a  temple  did  she  rear  to 

■  >■'.  the  EuxiDe.  .  ,-.,.  Attica. 
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Cypris  hard  by  the  rock  of  Pallas  where  it  o'erlooks  this 
country,  for  love  of  the  youth  in  another  land;  and  to  win  his 
love  in  days  to  come  she  called  after  his  name  the  temple  she 
had  founded  for  the  goddess.  Now,  when  Theseus  left  the 
land  of  Cecrops,  flying  the  pollution  of  the  blood  of  Pallas'  * 
sons,  and  with  his  wife  sailed  to  this  shore,  content  to  suffer 
exile  for  a  year,  then  began  the  wretched  wife  to  pine  away 
in  silence,  moaning  'neath  love's  cruel  scourge,  and  none  of 
her  servants  knows  what  ails  her.  But  this  passion  of  hers 
must  not  fail  thus.  No,  I  will  discover  the  m.iftpr  to 
Theseus,  and  all  shall  be  laid  bare.  Then  will  the  father  slay 
his  child,^  my  bitter  foe,  by  curses,  for  the  lord  Poseidon 
granted  this  boon  to  Theseus ;  tkr^^  i.>;ch^c  r^f  ^h^  g^^i^  ^q 
ask,  nnr  ever  ask  in  voin.  So  Phaedra  is  to  die,  an  honoured 
death  'tis  true,  but  still  to  die ;  for  I  will  not  let  her  suffer- 
ing outweigh  the  payment  of  such  forfeit  by  my  foes  as 
shall  satisfy  my  honour.  But  lo  !  I  see  the  son  of 
Theseus  coming  hither — Hippolytus,  fresh  from  the  labours 
of  the  chase.  I  will  get  me  hence.  At  his  back  follows  a 
long  train  of  retainers,  in  joyous  cries  of  revelry  uniting  and 
hymns  of  praise  to  Artemis,  his  goddess  ;  for  little  he  recks 
that  Death  hath  oped  his  gates  for  him,  and  that  this  is  his 
last  look  upon  the  light. 

Hip.  Come  follow,  friends,  singing  to  Artemis,  daughter 
of  Zeus,  throned  in  the  sky,  whose  votaries  we  are. 

Att.  Lady  goddess,  awful  queen,  daughter  of  Zeus,  all 
hail !  hail !  child  of  Latona  and  of  Zeus,  peerless  mid  the 
virgin  choir,  who  hast  thy  dwelling  in  heaven's  wide  man- 
sions at  thy  noble  father's  court,  in  the  golden  house  of 
Zeus. 

Hip.  All  hail  !  most  beauteous  Artemis,  lovelier  fixr 
than  all  the  daughters  of  Olympus  !  For  thee,  O  mistress 
mine,   I    bring   this  woven    wreath,    culled   from   a  virgin 

'  Descendants  of  Pandion,  king  of  Cecropia,  slain  by  Thesea*  to 
obtain  the  kingdom. 
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meadow,  where  nor  shepherd  dares  to  herd  his  flock  nor 
ever  scythe  hath  mown,  but  o'er  the  mead  unshorn  the  bee 
doth  wmg  Its  way  in  spring;  and  with  the  dew  from  rivers 
drawn  purity  that  garden  tends.     Such  as  know  no  cunning 

hnl^'V"  Tr  ^^'^-^^"^^^^  "^-de  perfect,  hath  I 

home,  these  may  pluck  the  flowers,  but  not  the  wicked 
world.  Accept,  I  pray,  dear  mistress,  mine  this  chaplet 
from  my  holy  hand  to  crown  thy  locks  of  gold  •  for  I  and  ^ 

hee^.^  converse,  hearing  thy  voice,  though  not  thy      ^ 
tace_.Oei]QiajDg.     So  be  it  mine  to  end  my  life  as  I  began 

Att.  My  prince  !  we  needs  must  call  upon  the  gods  our 
lords,  so  wilt  thou  listen  to  a  friendly  word  from  me?    ' 
Hip.  Why,  that  will  I !   else  were  I  proved  a  fool 

Att.  Dost  know,  then,  the  way  of  the  world  >    ^ 

Hip.  Not  I ;  but  wherefore  such  a  question  ? 
Att.  li^^s  reserve  which  nreth^t  for  all  men^s  love      c_ 
Hip.  And  rightly  too ;  reserve  in  man  is  ever  galling 
Att.  But  there's  a  charm  in  courteous  affability  ? 
^^HiP.  The  greatest  surely ;  aye,  and  profit,  too,  at  trifling 

Att.  Dost  think  the  same  law  holds  in  heaven  as  well  ? 
hea"rndrar  '  ''^'^  '""  '"  ^"^  ^^^'^  ^^  ^^  ^-- 

go^dYssJ^''^  '^'"'  ^"''  '^'"  '''^''''  ''  ^''''  ^"  ^"g-^t 

Hip.  \Vhom  speak'st  thou  of?     Keep  watch  upon  thy 
tongue  lest  it  some  mischief  cause.  ^ 

Att.  Cypris  I  mean,  whose  image  is  stationed  o'er  thy  gate 
«IP.  I  greet  her  from  afar,  preserving  still  my  chastity.  * 

earVh  ''  ^"  ''"^'''^  ^"""^^^''^   ^^'  renowned  on 

cleLe!te?ninr'"^''  '^'''  "'''  "^"'  ^^"'^  ^"'  ^^^^'"^^  ^^^-"^  » 
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IP.  'Mongst  gods  as  well  as  men  we  have  our  several 
preferences. 

Att.  I  wish  thee  luck,  and  wisdom  too,  so  far  as  thou 
dost  need  it. 

Hip.  jiQ^_god.  whose  worship  craves  the  jijght,  hath 
charm^for  me. 

Att.  My  son,  we  should  avail  us  of  the  gifts  that  gods 
confer. 

Hip.  Go  in,  my  faithful  followers,  and  make  ready  food 
within  the  house ;  a  well-filled  board  hath  charms  after  the 
chase  is  o'er.  Rub  down  my  steeds  ye  must,  that  when  I 
have  had  my  fill  I  may  yoke  them  to  the  chariot  and  give 
them  proper  exercise.  As  for  thy  Queen  of  Love,  a  long 
farewell  to  her.  [£xif  Hippolvtus. 

Att.  Meantime  I  with  sober  mind,  for  I  must  not  copy 
my  young  master,  do  offer  up  my  prayer  to  thy  image,  lady 
Cypris,  in  such  words  as  it  becomes  a  slave  to  use.  But 
thou  should'st  pardon  all,  who,  in  youth's  impetuous  heat, 
speak  idle  words  of  thee ;  make  as  though  thou  hearest  not, 
for  gods  must  needs  be  wiser  than  the  sons  of  men. 

Cho.  a  rock  there  is,  where,  as  they  say,  the  ocean  dew 
distils,  and  from  its  beetling  brow  it  pours  a  copious  stream 
for  pitchers  to  be  dipped  therein  ;  'twas  here  I  had  a  friend 
washing  robes  of  purple  in  the  trickling  stream,  and  she 
was  spreading  them  out  on  the  face  of  a  warm  sunny  rock  ; 
from  her  I  had  the  tidings,  first  of  all,  that  my  mistress  was 
wasting  on  the  bed  of  sickness,  pent  within  her  house,  a 
thin  veil  o'ershadowing  her  head  of  golden  hair.  And  this 
is  the  third  day  I  hear  that  she  hath  closed  her  lovely  lips 
and  denied  her  chaste  body  all  sustenance,  eager  to  hide 
her  suffering  and  reach  death's  cheerless  bourn.  Maiden, 
thou  must  be  possessed,  by  Pan  made  frantic  or  by  Hecate, 
or  by  the  Corybantes  dread,  and  Cybele  the  mountain 
mother.  Or  maybe  thou  hast  sinned  against  Dictynna, 
huntress-queen,  and  art  wasting  for   thy  guilt  in  sacrifice 
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unoffered.  For  she  doth  range  o'er  lakes'  evn.nc.  a 
past  the  bounds  of  earth  upon  t^he  oceanttosS^^^^^^^^^^^ 
Or  doth  some  rival  in  thy  house  beguile  thy  lord   the  can  * 

evil  fdings  for  our  queen,  and  she  with  sorrow  for  hlr 
grievous  fate  is  to  her  bed  confined.^     Yeland  oft  ol 
,         woman's  wayward  nature  settles  a  feeling  of  mi  erable  pe 
Plexity,  arising  from  labour-pains  or  passionate  desi^       " 
too,  have  felt  at  times  this  sharp  thrHI  shoot    hro  gh  me 
but  I  would  cry  to  Artemis,  queen  of  archery,  w^ho   "0^^ 
from  heaven  to  aid  us  in  our  travail,  and  thank    to  heaven' 
grace  she  ever  comes  at  my  call  with  welcome  hel^     Look 

bef:::  h'eT  ""r, ''  ''?^^"^  ^^^  ^^^^^  ^--  '^^  lit 

before  the  door,  while  on  her  brow  the  cloud  of  doom  i! 
deepening.  My  soul  longs  to  learn  what  is  her  gHerthe 
canker  that  is  wasting  our  queen's  fading  charms  ' 

NUR.  O,  the  ills  of  mortal  men  !  the  cruel  ^Lases  thev 
endure!  What  can  I  do  for  thee.,  fronrwh  rS^^^^^^ 
Here  is  the  bright  sun-light,  here  the  azure  skt  lo'  we 
have  brought  thee  on  thy  bed  of  sickness  w'fhou^' tL 
palace;  for  all  thy  talk  was  of  coming  hitherbu^ln  baet 

ast  ih  le'th"'  r^  '''''''     ^'^-^I^I^^^ 

^      it '^  Pleas^l^T^niing  absS^^Sf 

y  neart  lb  set.     Better  be  sick  tT5^  tend  the  sick  •  th-. 

first  ,s  but  ^single  ill.  the  last  unites  menalSi 
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Ph.€.  Lift  my  body,  raise  my  head  !  My  limbs  are  all 
unstrung,  kind  friends.  O  handmaids,  lift  my  arms,  my 
shapely  arms.  The  tire  on  my  head  is  too  heavy  for  me  to 
weai ;  away  with  it,  and  let  my  tresses  o'er  my  shoulders 
fall. 

NuR.  Be  of  good  heart,  dear  child  ;  toss  not  so  wildly 

to  and  fro.     Lie  still,  be  brave,  so  wilt  thou  find  thy  sickness 

easier  to  bear ;  suffering  for  mortals  is  nature's  iron  law. 

PHit.  Ah  1  would  I  could  draw  a  draught  of  water  pure 

/  from  some  dew-fed  spring,  and  lay  me  down  to  rest  in  the 

grassy  meadow  'neath  the  poplar's  shade  ! 

NuR.  My  child,  what  wild  speech  is  this  ?  O  say  not 
such  things  in  public,  wild  whirling  words  of  frenzy  bred  ! 

Thm,  Away  to  the  mountain  take  me !  to  the  wood,  to 
the  pine-trees  I  will  go,  where  hounds  pursue  the  prey,  hard 
on  the  scent  of  dappled  fawns.  Ye  gods  !  what  joy  to  hark 
them  on,  to  grasp  the  barbed  dart,  to  poise  Thessalian  hunt- 
ing-spears close  to  my  golden  hair,  then  let  them  fly. 

NuR.  Why,  why,  my  child,  these  anxious  cares  ?  What 
hast  thou  to  do  with  the  chase?  Why  so  eager  for  the 
flowing  spring,  when  hard  by  these  towers  stands  a  hill  well 
watered,  whence  thou  may'st  freely  draw  ? 

Ph^.  O  Artemis,  who  watchest  o'er  sea-beat  Limna  ^  and 
the  race-course  thundering  to  the  horse's  hoofs,  would  I 
were  upon  thy  plains  curbing  Venetian  steeds  ! 

NuR.  Why  betray  thy  frenzy  in  these  wild  whirling  words  ? 
Now  thou  wert  for  hasting  hence  to  the  hills  away  to  hunt 
wild  beasts,  and  now  thy  yearning  is  to  drive  the  steed  over 
the  waveless  sands.  This  needs  a  cunning  seer  to  say  what 
god  it  is  that  reins  thee  from  the  course,  distracting  thy 
senses,  child. 

PHi€.  Ah  me  !  alas  !  what  have  I  done  ?  Whither  have 
I  strayed,  my  senses  leaving?  Mad,  mad  !  stricken  by  some 
demon's  curse  !    Woe  is  me  !     Cover  my  head  again,  nurse. 

'  A  sea-coast  town  of  Trceien. 


I 


Shame  fills  me  for  the  words  I  have  spoken.  Hide  me 
then  ;  from  my  eyes  the  tear-drops  stream,  and  for  very 
shame  I  turn  them  away.  'Tis  painful  coming  to  one's 
senses  agam,  and  madness,  evil  though  it  be,  has  this 
advantage,  that  one  has  no  knowledge  of  reason's  over- 
throw. 

NuR    There  then  I  cover  thee  ;  but  when  will  death  hide 
my  body  m  the  grave  ?     Many  a  lesson  length  of  days  is 
teaching  me.     Vea,  mortal  men  should  pledge  themselves 
to  moderate  friendships  only,  not  to  such  as  reach  the  very 
hearts  core;  affection's  ties  should  be  light  upon  them  to 
let  them  slip  or  draw  them  tight.     For  one  jwor  heart  to 
grieve  for  twain,  as  I  do  for  my  mistress,  is  a  burden  sore 
to  bear.     Men  say  that  too  engrossing  pursuits  in  life  more 
oft  cause  disappointment  than  pleasure,  and  too   oft    are 
foes  to  health.     Wherefore  I  do  not  praise  excess  so  much 
as  moderation,  and  with  me  wise  men  will  agree. 

Cho    O  aged  dame,  faithful  nurse  of  Phaedra,'  our  queen 
we  see  her  sorry  plight ;  but  what  it  is  that  ails  her  we  can' 
not  discern,   so   fain  would  learn   of  thee  and  hear  thy 
opinion.  ■' 

NuR.  I  question  her,  but  am  no  wiser,  for  she  will  not 
answer. 

Cho.  Nor  tell  what  source  these  sorrows  have  ? 
Ni'R.  The  same  answer  thou  must  take,  for  she  is  dumb 
on  every  pomt.  " 

Cho.  How  weak  and  wasted  is  her  body  ' 

tasfedloT'"^"^'''"^'''^^^'^^^^""'^--^''^'^- 

Cho.  Is  this  infatuation,  or  an  attempt  to  die  ? 
^,^Nf  R.  'Tis  death  she  courts  ;  such  fasting  aims  at  ending 

Cho.  a  strange  story  !  is  her  husband  satisfied  > 
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Cho.  Can  he  not  guess  it  from  her  face  ? 

NuR.   He  is  not  now  in  his  own  country. 

Cho.  Hut  dost  not  thou  insist  in  thy  endeavour  to  find 
out  her  complaint,  her  crazy  mind  ? 

NuR.  I  have  tried  every  plan,  and  all  in  vain ;  yet  not 

even  now  will  I  relax  my  zeal,  that  thou  too,  if  thou  stayest, 

mayst  witness  my  devotion  to  my  unhappy  mistress.    Come, 

come,  my  darling  child,  let  us  forget,  the  twain   of  us,  our 

former  words;    be  thou  more  mild,  smoothing  that  sullen 

brow  and  changing  the  current  of  thy  thought,  and  I,  if  in 
aught    before    I    failed    in    humouring    thee,   will    let    that 

be  and  find  some  better  course.     If  thou  art  sick  with  ills 

thou  canst  not  name,  there  be  women  here  to  help  to  set 

thee  right ;  but  if  thy  trouble  can  to  men's  ears  be  divulged, 

speak,  that  i)hysicians  may  pronounce  on  it.     Come,  then, 

why  so  dumb?     Thou  shouldst  not  so  remain,  my  child, 

but  scold  me  if  I  speak  amiss,  or,  if  I  give  good  counsel, 

yield   assent.     One   word,  one  look  this  way  !     Ah    me  ! 

Friends,  we  waste  our  toil  to  no  |)urpose  ;  we  are  as  far  away 

as  ever ;  she  would  not  relent  to  my  arguments  then,  nor 

is  she  yielding  now.     Well,  grow  more  stubborn  than  the 

sea,  yet  be  assured  of  this,  that  if  thou  diest  thou  art  a 

traitress  to  thy  children,  for  they  will    ne'er   inherit  their 

j    father's  halls,  nay,  by  that    knightly   (jueen   the  Amazon  ^ 

!    who  bore   a    son    to   lord    it  over   thine,  a    bastard   born 

I    but  not  a   bastard   bred,  whom  well   thou    knowest,  e'en 

;   Hippolytus. 

Fhje.  Oh  !  oh  ! 

NuR.  Ha  !  doth  that  touch  the  quick  ? 
PHit.  Thou  hast  undone  me,  nurse;  I  do  adjure  by  the 
gods,  mention  that  man  no  more. 

NuR.  There  now  !  thou  art  thyself  again,  but  e'en  yet 
rcfusest  to  aid  thy  children  and  preserve  thy  life. 


*  Hippolytus  was  the  son  cf  Thcseiis  by  a  former  union  with  the 
queen  of  ihe  Amazons. 
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huZTj^'  "'"''  '  ^""'  '"^  ''''''  ''  ^"^^^-^  ^^--  that 
NuR.  Daughter,  are  thy  hands  from  bloodshed  pure  > 
Ph.ic.  My  hands  are  pure,  but  on  my  soul  there  rests  a 

stam.  "^*  '^ 

NuR.  The  issue  o.  some  enemy's  secret  witchery? 

n"  K  *  H.t^Th  ^'  "''  '"'^'T'  ""'  """^"'"S  -s  myself. 
Nlr.  Hath  Theseus  wronged  thee  in  any  wise  ? 

I'H.^.:.  Never  may  I  prove  untrue  to  him  ' ' 

NuR    Then   what   strange  mystery  is   there   that   drives 
thee  on  to  die?  ^*ivcb 

1"H.€.  O.  let  my  sin  and  me  alone  !  'tis  not  'gainst  thee  I 

door'"'  ^"''^  """"^'^' '    '""^'   ""  ^  '■^"'    ''"'■■"  '^''  ="  thy 

v"*-  "7  "°f  tho"  usest  force  in  clinging  to  my  hand. 

knees  '  "       "''''  '°°'*^   '"^  ''^'^  "?«"  ^^y 

i'u.v.  Alas   for  thee !  my  sorrows,  shouldst  thou  learn 
them,  would  recoil  on  thee. 

PhT  'S  tT  r' 'T  "^^ '''"" '■^'""S '° '^i"  thee? 
renown:'  '"        ''  "'""^^  '°  ""'  '^''  ''""S* 

prayers'/"'^  ^°''  *''°"  "'^"  ~"<=^^'  '^is  boon  despite  my 

I'H^    I   do,   for  'tis   out  of  shame  I  am  plannine  an 
lionourable  escape.  ii'mng  an 

Ph^'  It"  "','!!'^  ""'"'  ''°"''"'  '•'""  '^^  '^^'gh'er  shine. 
I  H.B.  Att-ay,  I  do  conjure  thee ;  loose  my  hand 

me^sdenied"  "''  '"  *''  ''°°"  '""'"  '''""'''  ^^^  g-^''^'^ 

^  Y-  as  he  never  ha.s  proved  so  to  me. 
"Xti  (I)  and  smg.   Fut.  Mid    *  thou  u-iu  aw 
sharmg  ,ny  seem  (Palev^      ill.  a  ^       ^    ^'  ^  cons^uence  of 
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PH.t.  I  will  grant  it  out  of  reverence  for  thy  holy  sup- 
pliant touch. 

NuR.  Henceforth  I  hold  my  peace;  'tis  thine  to  speak 
from  now.  /O    ^  / 

f  *-    '  K.J      I     .         /»         C— 

Ph.€.  Ah  !  hapless  mother,   what  a  love  was  thine  ! 
NuR.  Her  love  for  the  bull?  daughter,  or  what  meanest 

thou  ?  /X.v.v^u4^ 

Ph;€.  And  woe  to  thee  I  mysistevXricTe  of  Dionysus. 

NuR.  What  ails  thee,  child?  speaking  ill  of  kith  and  kin. 

Ph^.   Myself  the  third  to  suffer  I  how  am  I  undone  ! 

NuR.  Thou  strik'st  me  dumb  I     Where  will  this  history 
end? 
y     Ph.k.  That  '*  love  "  has  been  our  curse  from  time  long 
past. 

NuR.   I  know  no  more  of  what  I  fain  would  learn. 

Ph^.  Ah !  would  thou  couldst  say  for  mc  what  I  have 
to  tell. 

NuR.  I  am  no  prophetess  to  unriddle  secrets. 

Ph^.  What  is  it  they  mean  when  they  talk  of  people 
being  in  "love?" 

NuR.  At  once  the  sweetest  and  the  bitterest  thing,  my 
child. 

Ph/E.  I  shall  only  find  the  latter  half. 
'  NuR.  Ha  !  my  child,  art  thou  in  love  ? 

Ph.«.  The  Amazon's  son,  whoever  he  may  be, — 

NuR.  Mean'st  thou  Hippolytus? 

Ph,«.  'Twas  thou,  not  I,  that  spoke  his  name. 

NuR.  O  heavens  !  what  is  this,  my  child  ?  Thou  hast 
ruined  mc.  Outrageous !  friends  ;  I  will  not  live  and  bear 
it ;  hateful  is  life,  hateful  to  mine  eyes  the  light.  This 
body  I  resign,  will  cast  it  off,  and  rid  me  of  existence  by 

^  Pasiphae,  wife  of  Minos,  deceived  by  Aphrodite  into  a  fatal  passion 
for  a  bull.    Cf.  Verg.  .En.  vi.  ad  init.,  also  Ovid  Metam.,  viii,  131  sqq. 

^  Ariadne,  deserted  by  Theseus  in  the  isle  of  Naxos,  where  Dionysus 
found  her,   ^  •w«y^«.«(  k>'t  \Miii  wlK  k«fs 
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my  death.     Farewell,  my  life  is  o'er.     Yea,  for  the  chaste^ 
I  have  wicked  passions,   'gainst   their  will  maybe,  but  still 

they  have.  Cypris,  it  seems,  is  not  a  goddess  after  all,  but 
somethmg  greater  far,  for  she  hath  been  the  ruin  of  my 
lady  and  of  me  and  our  whole  family. 

Cho.  O,  too  clearly  didst  thou  hear  our  queen  uplwT 
her  voice  to  tell  her  startling  tale  of  piteous  suffering. 
Come  death  ere  I  reach  thy  state  of  feeling,'  loved  mistress. 
0  horrible  !  woe,  for  these  miseries  \  woe,  for  the  sorrows 
on  which  mortals  feed  !  Thou  art  undone  !  thou  hast  dis- 
closed  thy  sin  to  heaven's  light.  What  hath  each  passing 
day  and  every  hour  in  store  for  thee?  Some  strange  event 
will  come  to  pass  in  this  house.  For  it  is  no  longer  uncer- 
tain  where  the  star  of  thy  love  is  setting,  thou  hapless 
daughter ''  of  Crete. 

Ph.*:.  Ladies  of  Troezen,  who  dwell  here  upon  the  frontier 
edge  of  Pelops'  land,  oft  ere  now  in  heedless  mood  through 
the  long  hours  of  night  have  I  wondered  why  man's  life  is 
spoiled  ;  and  it  seems  to  me  their  evil  case  is  not  due  to  any 
natural  fault  of  judgment,  for  there  be  many  dowered  with 
sense,  but  we  must  view  the  matter  in  this  light ;  by  teaching 
and  experience  we  learn  the  right  but  neglect  it  in  practice, 
some  from  sloth,  others  from  preferring  pleasure  of  some  kind 
or  other  to  duty.     Now  life  has  many  pleasures,  protracted 
talk,  and  leisure,  that  seductive  evil ;  likewise  there  is  shame 
which  IS  of  two  kinds,  one  a  noble  quality,  the  other  a  curse 
to  families ;  but  if  for  each  its  proper  time  were  clearly 
known,  these  twain  could  not  have  had  the  selfsame  letters 
to  denote  them.     So  then  since  I  had  made  up  my  mind 
on  these  points,  'iwas  not  likely  any  drug  would  alter  it  and 
make  me  think  the  contrar)-.     And  I  will  tell  thee  too  the 
way   my  judgment    went.     When    love    wounded    me     I 
bethought  me  how  I  best  might  bear  the  smart.    So  from 

I  Or  '  before  thou  accomplish  thy  purpose.' 
•  She  was  daughter  of  Minos,  king  of  Crete. 
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that  day  forth  I  began  to  hide  in  silence  what  I  suffered. 
For  I  put  no  faith  in  counsellors,  who  know  wen'Ry  tecture 
others  for  presumption,  yet  themselves  have  countless 
troubles  of  their  own.  Next  I  did  devise  noble  endurance 
of  these  wanton  thoughts,  striving  by  continence  for  victory. 
And  last  when  I  could  not  succeed  in  mastering  love  hereby, 
methought  it  best  to  die ;  and  none  can  gainsay  my  pur- 
pose. For  fatn  I  woutd  my  virtue  should  to  all  appear,  my 
shame  have  few  to  witness  it.  I  knew  my  sickly  passion 
now ;  to  yield  to  it  I  saw  how  infamous ;  and  more,  I  learnt 
to  know  so  well  that  I  was  but  a  woman,  a  thing  the  world 
detests.  Curses,  hideous  curses  on  that  wife,  who  first  did 
shame  her  marriage-vow  for  lovers  other  than  her  lord  ! 
'Twas  from  noble  families  this  curse  began  to  spread  among 
our  sex.  For  when  the  noble  countenance  disgrace,  poor 
folk  of  course  will  think  that  it  is  right.  Those  too  I  hate 
who  make  profession  of  purity,  though  in  secret  reckless 
sinners.  How  can  these,  queen  Cypris,  ocean's  child,  e'er 
Took  their  husbanils  in  the  face  ?  do  they  never  feel  one 
guilty  thrill  that  their  accomplice,  night,  or  the  chambers  of 
their  house  will  find  a  voice  and  speak?  This  it  is  that  calls 
on  me  to  die,  kind  friends,  that  so  I  may  ne'er  be  found  to 
have  disgraced  my  lord,  or  the  children  1  have  born  ;  no  ! 
may  they  grow  up  and  dwell  in  glorious  Athens,  free  to 
speak  and  act,  heirs  to  such  fair  fame  as  a  mother  can 
bequeath.  For  to  know  that  father  or  mother  have  sinned 
doth  turn  the  stoutest  heart  to  slavishness.  This  alone, 
men  say,  can  stand  the  buffets  of  life's  battle,  a  just  and 
virtuous  soul  in  whomsoever  found.  For  time  unmasks  the 
villain  sooner  or  later,  holding  up  to  them  a  mirror  as  to 
some  blooming  maid.  'Mongst  such  may  I  be  never  seen  ! 
Cho.  Now  look  !  how  fair  is  chastity  however  viewed, 
whose  fruit  is  good  repute  amongst  men. 
-V  NuR.  My  queen,  'tis  true  thy  tale  of  woe,  but  lately  told, 
did  for  the  moment  strike  me  with  wild  alarm,  but  now  I  do 


reflect  upon  my  foolishness  ;  second  thoughts  are  often  best 
even  with  men.     Thy  fate  is  no  uncommon  one  nor  past  N. 
one's  calculations  ;  thou  art  stricken  by  the  passion  Cypris    ^ 
sends.     Thou  art  in  love  ;  what  wonder?  so  are  many  more.^;^ 
Wilt  thou,  because  thou  lov'st,  destroy  thyself?     Tis  little 
gam,  I  trow,  for  those  who  love  or  yet  may  love  their  fellows, 
if  death  must  be  their  end ;  for  though  the  Love-Queen's 
onset  in  her  might  is  more  than  man  can  bear,  yet  doth  she 
gently  visit  yielding  hearts,  and  only  when  she  finds  a  proud 
unnatural  spirit,  doth  she  take  and  mock  it  past  belief.    Her 
path   is  in  the  sky,  and  mid  the  ocean's  surge  she  rides; 
from  her  all  nature  springs ;  she  sows  the  seeds   of  love,' 
inspires  the  warm  desire  to  which  we  sons  of  earth  all  owe 
our  being.     They  who  have  aught  to  do  with  books   of 
ancient  scribes,  or  themselves  engage  in  studious  pursuits, 
know  how  Zeus  of  Semele  was  enamoured,  how  the  bright- 
eyed  goddess  of  the  Dawn  once  stole  Cephalus  to  dwell  in 
heaven  for  the  love  she  bore  him  ;  yet  these  in   heaven 
abide  nor  shun  the  gods'  approach,  content,  I  trow,  to  yield 
to  their  misfortune.     \ViIt_thou  refuse  to  yield?  thy  sire. 
It  seems,  should  have  begotten  thee  on  speciaTterms  o7with 
different  gods  for  masters,  if  in  these  laws  thou  wilt  not 
acquiesce.    How  many,  prithee,  men  of  steriing  sense,  when 
they  see  their  wives  unfaithful,  make  as  though  they  saw  it 
not  ?     Flow  many  fathers,  when  their  sons  have  gone  astray, 
assist  them  in  their  amours  ?  [tis  part  of  human  wisdom  to 
SQI2£ealjthedeed  of  shame.     N^r  should  man  aim  at  exces- 
^ive  refinemenra^iiTne^ 

fmish  e^cn  thejiOflOhat  covers  in  a  houses  and  how  dost 
thou,  after  falling  into  so  deep  a  pit,  think  to  escape  ?  Nay, 
If  thou  hast  more  of  good  than  bad,  thou  wilt  fare  exceeding 

'  These  lines  are  probably  corrupt,  but  no  satisfactory  emendation 
'>as  been  supplied  to  make  the  sense  mere  perfect.  A  conjectural 
rfau.ng  ,s  Kay^y  oKOi^i^au  av,  but  this  involves  an  elision   foreign  10 
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well,  thy  human  nature  considered.  O  cease,  my  darling 
child,  from  evil  thoughts,  let  wanton  pride  be  gone,  for  this 
is  naught  else,  this  wish  to  rival  gods  in  perfectness.  Face 
thy  love  :  'tis  heaven's  will  thou  shouldst.  Sick  thou  art, 
yet  turn  thy  sickness  to  some  happy  issue.  For  there  are 
charms  and  spells  to  soothe  the  soul ;  surely  some  cure  for 
thy  disease  will  be  found.  Men,  no  doubt,  might  seek  it 
long  and  late  if  our  women's  minds  no  scheme  devise. 

Cho.  Although  she  gives  thee  at  thy  present  need  the 
wiser  counsel,  Phasdra,  yet  do  I  praise  thee.  Still  my 
praise  may  sound  more  harsh  and  jar  more  cruelly  on  thy 
ear  than  her  advice. 

Fhm.  'Tis  even  this,  too  plausible  a  tongue,  that  over- 
throws good  governments  and  homes  of  men.     We  should 
not  speak  to  please  the  ear  but  point  the  path  that  leads  to 
.noble  fame. 

NuR.  What  means  this  solemn  speech?  No  need  of 
rounded  phrases ; '  but  at  once  must  we  sound  the  prince,  tell- 
ing him  frankly  how  it  is  with  thee.  Had  not  thy  life  to  such 
a  crisis  come,^  or  wert  thou  with  self-control  endowed,  ne'er 
would  I  to  gratify  thy  passions  have  urged  thee  to  this 
course  ;  but  now  'tis  a  struggle  fierce  to  save  thy  life,  and 
therefore  less  to  blame. 

Ph/E.  Accursed  proposal  !  peace,  woman  !  never  utter 
those  shameful  words  again  ! 

NuR.  Shameful,  maybe,  yet  for  thee  better  than  honour's 
code.  Better  this  deed,  if  it  shall  save  thy  life,  than  that 
name  thy  pride  will  kill  thee  to  retain. 

VUM.  1  conjure  thge^  £Qjio  further!  for  thy  words  are 
plausible  but  infamous;  for  though  asy£t.-Iav^--feas  not' 


^  The  punctuation  here  adopted  from  Nauck  is  a  vast  improvement 
on  the  old  reading,  which  put  the  stop  after  ra*'^p«>c,  and  gave  a  most 
coarse  sentiment  even  for  so  lax  a  moralist  as  Phxdra's  nurse  to  utter. 

^  Nauck  brackets  these  two  lines,  and  for  irporiyov  reads  irwc  hyov ; 
I  follow  Nauck  in  reading  ov  for  tv.     i'7r«/>7a<T/iat=  *have  been 
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undern.ined  my  soul,  yet,  if  in  specious  words  thou  dress 
tl  y  foul  suggestion,  I  shall  be  beguiled  into  the  nare  from 
winch  I  am  now  escaping.  °™ 

NuR    If  thou  art  of  this  mind,  'twere  well   thou   ne'er 

oest  course ,  I  m  my  house  have  charms  to  soothe  thv  love 
-  was  but  now  I  thought  of  them  ;-these  shall  cure   hee' 
of  thy  sjckness  on  no  disgraceful  terms,  thy  mind  unhurt   if 
thou  wit  be  but  brave.   [But  from  him  thou  lovest  we  „  'u 
get  some  token,  a  word  or  fragment  of  his  robe,  and  heX 
unite  in  one  love's  twofold  stream.] '  ^ 

Ph/e.  Is  thy  drug  a  salve  or  potion  ? 

why  %  terrorT    "'  '""  ^""'"^  "'^'^^'^  ^^-'^  "^  ^"^  '-' 

•ii^s'tn'.  ''""   ^'°""^'    "^^"'"^   ^  «-^   °f  'hi^    'o 
NuR.  Peace,  my  child  -  r  „.i||  do  all  things  well  •  only  be 

And  for  the  rest  of  my  purpose,  it  will  be  enough  for  me  to 

V.HO    u   Love,   Love,  that  from  the  eyes  diffusest  <:nft 
des,re  brmg.ng  on  the  souls  of  those,  who!n  thou  dJ    'cam 

nor  ou;  ZT  ^''"'J  ^  "'"''  ■'"  ^-'  ^^od  appear  to  mi 
o   ou,  of  ,,me  and  tune  approach  !     Nor  fire  nor  meteo; 

u  la  n,.ght.er  bolt  than  Aphrodite's  shaft  shot  by  the 

-h  utl'd'  :  :  "'p°^'^"-     "'^'  '^''y  ^y  'he  stream 
1  heus  and  m  the  Pyth.an  shrines  of  Phoebus,  Hellas 

•he  eonjcclural  „A  whth'     '^n      ""^  ?"'  ^°'  '°"='^  *"">'•'  ""^  adop.s 

■  The.c  lines  Ii.u      °"'''  '""""'>'  ^"^  ">  "^d  '='earne«. 
.he,.,.  '"'^  ^'  '•^'^^P'  ^P""°"^-     Nauck  and  Weil  both  bracket 
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heaps  the  slaughtered  steers  ;  while  Love  we  worship  not. 
Love,  the  king  of  men,  who  holds  the  key  to  Aphrodite's 
sweetest  bower,— worship  not  him  who,  when  he  comes,  lays 
waste  and  marks  his  path  to  mortal  hearts  by  wide-spread 
woe.  There  was  that  maiden  '  in  CEchalia,  a  girl  unwed, 
that  knew  no  wooer  yet  nor  married  joys  ;  her  did  the  queen 
of  Love'  snatch  from  her  home  across  the  sea  and  gave  unto 
Alcmena's  son,  mid  blood  and  smoke  and  murderous 
marriage-hymns,  to  be  to  him  a  frantic  fiend  of  hell ;  woe  I 
woe  for  his  wooing  ! 

Ah  !  holy  walls  of  Thebes,  ah  !  fount  of  Dirce,  ye  could 
testify  what  course  the  love-queen  follows.  For  with  the 
blazing  levin-bolt  did  she  cut  short  the  fatal  marriage  of 
Semele,  mother  of  Zeus-born  Bacchus.  All  things  she  doth 
inspire,  dread  goddess,  winging  her  flight  hither  and  thither 

like  a  bee. 

PHiE.  Peace,  ladies,  peace  :    I  am  undone. 

Cho.    What,   Phiedra,   is   this   dread    event    within    thy 

house  ? 

Ph^.   Hush  !  let  me  hear  what  those  within  are  saying. 

Cho.  I  am  silent ;  this  is  surely  the  prelude  to  mischief. 

Ph.€.  Great  gods  !  how  awful  are  my  sufferings  ! 

Cho.  What  a  cry  was  there  I  what  loud  alarm  !  say  what 
sudden  terror,  lady,  doth  thy  soul  dismay. 

Ph^.  I  an\  undone.  Stand  here  at  the  door  and  hear 
the  noise  arising  in  the  house. 

Cho.  Thou  art  already  by  the  bolted  door  ;  'tis  for  thee 
to  note  the  sounds  that  issue  from  within.  And  tell  me,  O 
fell  me  what  mischief  can  be  on  foot. 


^  lole,  daughter  of  Eurytu«,  king  of  CEchalia.  Her  father  refused, 
after  promising,  to  give  her  to  Heracles,  who  thereupon  took  her  by 

force. 

^  There  is  some  corruption  here.  It  is  probable  the  doubtful  tipta.if 
conceals  an  allusion  to  Eurytus,  as  Monk  indeed  suggests ;  but  the 
passage  is  not  yet  satisfactorily  emended. 
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Ph^.  Tis  the  son  of  the  horse-loving  Amazon  who  calls, 
Hippolytus,  uttenng  foul  curses  on  my  servant. 

Cho.  I  hear  a  noise,  but  cannot  clearly  tell '  which  wav  if 
comes.     Ah  :  'tis  through  the  door  the  sound  reached  the- 

Ph^.  Yes  yes,  he  is  calling  her  plainly  enough  a  20. 
beuveen  ,n  vice,  traitress  to  her  master's  honour 

PH/€.  Ah  me  !  ah  me  ! 
Cho.  Betrayed  by  friends  ! 

Ph.€.  She  hath  ruined  me  by  speaking  of  my  misfortune  • 
..^s  k,ndly  meant,  but  an  ill  way  to  cure  my  malady.         ' 
Cho.  O  what  wilt  thou  do  now  in  thy  cruel  dilemma  ? 

.nH  It,     °    '^         ■  °"^  ^''y'  °"^  ^"^«  f°'  these  my  woes> 
and  that  is  mstant  death. 

Hip.  O  mother  earth!    O  sun's  unclouded  orb!    What 
words,  unfit  for  any  lips,  have  reached  my  ears  ! 
M'R.  Peace,  my  son,  lest  some  one  hear  thy  outcry 
HIP.  I  cannot  hear  such  awful  words  and  hold  my  peace. 
^LR.  I  do  implore  thee  by  thy  fair  right  hand. 
'^lp.  Let  go  my  hand,  touch  not  my  robe. 

u       ,?.''^  "'^  ''"^^'  ^  P'^'y-  ^^^^'"^y  ""■-  no'  utterly, 
frombiame  '  ""'""'''  '''''  ""^  '"''""^''''  "^^  "P^^^^  '''^ 
NuR.  My  son,  this  is  no  story  to  be  noised  abroad. 
H'^-  Awmiou^jakiiattiJairer 
mR.  i\ever  dishonour  thy  oath,  thy  son. 
H'P-  My  tongue  an  oath  did  take,  but  not  my  heart 
AIR.  My  son,  what  wilt  thou  do?  destroy  thy  friends? 
HP.  Hiends  indeed  !  the  wicked  are  no  friends  of  mine. 

"crnan,  evil  counterfeit,  to  dwell  where  shines  the  sun?    If 
'  Reading  2»y.     The  old  reading  was  Jxo. 
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thou  wert  minded  that  the  human  race  should  multiply,  it 
was  not  from  women  they  should  have  drawn  their  stock, 
but  in  thy  temples  they  should  have  paid  gold  or  iron  or 
ponderous  bronze  and  bought  a  family,  each  man  propor- 
tioned to  his  offering,  and  so  in  independence  dwelt,  from 
women  free.     [But  now  as  soon  as  ever  we  would  bring  this 
plague  into  our  home  we  bring  its  fortune  to  the  ground.]  * 
*Tis  clear  from  this  how  great  a  curse  a  woman  is  ;  the  very 
father,  that  begot  and  nurtured  her,  to  rid  him  of  the  mis- 
chief, gives   her   a   dower   and    packs   her  off;    while  the 
husband,    who    takes    the    noxious    weed    into    his    home, 
fondly  decks  his  sorry  idol  in  fine  raiment  and  tricks  her 
out  in  robes,  squandering  by  degrees,  unhappy  wight !  his 
house's   wealth.       For    he    is    in    this   dilemma ;    say   his 
marriage  has  brought  him   good   connections,  he  is  glad 
then  to  keep  the  wife  he  loathes ;  or,  if  he  gets  a  good  wife 
but  useless  relations,  he  tries  to  stifle  the  bad  luck  with  the 
good.     But  it  is  easiest  for  him  who  has  settled  in  his  house 
as  wife  a  mere  nobody,'  incapable  from  simplicity.    I  hate  a 
clever  woman ;   never  may  she  set  foot  in  my  house  who 
aims  at    knowing  more   than   women  need  ;    for  in    these 
clever  women    Cypris  implants   a  larger  store  of  villainy, 
while  the  artless  woman  is  by  her  shallow  wit  from  levity 
debarred.     No  servant  should  ever  have  had  access  to  a 
wife,  but  men  should  put  to  live  with  them  beasts,  which 
bite,  not  talk,  in  which  case  they  could  not  speak  to  any 
one  nor   be   answered   back  by  them.     But,  as  it   is,  the 
wicked  in  their  chambers  plot  wickedness,  and  their  servants 
carry  it  abroad.     Even  thus,  vile  wretch,   thou  cam'st  to 
make  me   partner   in   an  outrage  on  my  father's  honour ; 
wherefore  I  must  wash  that  stain  away  in  running  streams, 
dashing  the  water  into  my  ears.     How  could   I  commit  so 
foul  a  crime  when  by  the  very  mention  of  it  I  feel  myself 

*  Nauck  brackets  these  two  lines  as  spurious. 

*  For  tiXXd  Weil  proposes  oi-tr'.     Another  conjecture  is  aXAa  vtttxtXi]*;, 
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polluted?    Be  «ell  assured,  woman,  'tis  only  my  religious 
scruple  saves  thee     ^^L}^A^r^Lljirum^,x^uLJ^, 
by  an  oa  h,  'fore  heaven  ■  I  would  not  havTrefi^-Jl^m 
tellmg  M  unto  .My  faito.     Rut  nowT wTiT  ^rom  the  house 
away,  so  long  as  Theseus  is  abroad,  and  will  maintain  strict 
silence.   But,  when  my  father  comes,  I  will  return  and  see  how 
thou  and  thy  mistress  face  him,  and  so  shaH  I  learn  by  ex 
perience  the  extent  of  thy  audacity.     Perdition  seize  you 
both  !    {To  the  auJienct).     I  can  never  satisfy  my  hate  for 
women,  no!  not  even  though  some  say  this  is  ever  my  theme 
for  of  a  truth  they  always  are  evil.     So  either  let  some  one 
prove  them  chaste,  or  let  me  still  trample  on  them  for  ever 

Cho.  O  the  cruel,  unhappy  fate  of  women  !    What  arts 
what  arguments  have  we,  once  we  have  made  a  slip    to 
loose  by  craft '  the  tight-drawn  knot  ?  ' 

Ph^.  I  have  met  my  deserts.  O  earth,  O  light  of  day  ' 
How  can  I  escape  the  stroke  of  fate.'  How  my  pangs  con- 
ceal, kmd  friends  .>  What  god  will  appear  to  help  me,  what 
mortal  to  take  my  part  or  help  me  in  unrighteousness  ?  The 
present  calamity  of  my  life  admits  of  no  escape.  Mo.t 
hapless  I  of  all  my  sex  ! 

Cho.  Alas,  alas  !  the  deed  is  done,  thy  servant's  schemes 
tiave  gone  awry,  my  queen,  and  all  is  lost. 

Ph.€.  Accursed  woman  !  traitress  to  thy  friends  1  How 
hast  thou  ruined  me  !  May  Zeus,  my  ancestor,  smite  thee 
w.th  his  fiery  bolt  and  ui)root  thee  from  thy  place.  Did  I 
not  foresee  thy  purpose,  did  I  not  bid  thee  keep  silence  on 
the  very  matter  which  is  now  my  shame  ?  But  thou  wouldst 
not  be  still ;  wherefore  my  fair  name  will  not  go  with  me  to 
fie  tomb.  But  now  I  must  another  scheme  devise.  Yon 
youth,  m  the  keenness  of  his  fur)-,  will  tell  his  father  of  my 
sm,  and  the  aged  Pittheus  of  my  state,  and  fill  the  world 

^IT^T^  Nick's  reading  ^<iX„.c.     If  X^o.  be  retained,  i.  would 

threat  of  H.ppolytus ;  but  it  is  doubtful  if  the  Greek  will  bear  thi. 
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with  stories  to  my  shame.  Perdition  seize  thee  and  every 
meddling  fool  who  by  dishonest  means  would  serve  unwill- 
ing friends ! 

NuR.  Mistress,  thou  may'st  condemn  the  mischief  I  have 
done,  for  sorrow's  sting  o'ermasters  thy  judgment ;  yet  can 
I  answer  thee  in  face  of  this,  if  thou  wilt  hear.  'Twas  I 
who  nurtured  thee ;  I  love  thee  still ;  but  in  my  search  for 
medicine  to  cure  thy  sickness  I  found  what  least  I  sought. 
Had  I  but  succeeded,  I  had  been  counted  wise,  for  the 
credit  we  get  for  wisdom  is  measured  by  our  success. 

Ph^.  Is  it  just,  is  it  any  satisfaction  to  me,  that  thou 
shouldst  wound  me  first,  then  bandy  *  words  with  me  ? 

NuR.  We  dwell  on  this  too  long ;  I  was  not  wise,  I  own  ; 
but  there  are  yet  ways  of  escape  from  the  trouble,  my  child. 

Ph^.  Be  dumb  henceforth ;  evil  was  thy  first  advice  to 
me,  evil  too  thy  attempted  scheme.  Begone  and  leave  me, 
look  to  thyself ,  I  will  my  own  fortunes  for  the  best  arrange. 
{Exit  Nurse).  Ye  noble  daughters  of  Troezen,  grant  me 
the  only  boon  I  crave  ;  in  silence  bury  what  ye  here  have 
heard. 

Cho.  By  majestic  Artemis,  child  of  Zeus,  I  swear  I  will 
never  divulge  aught  of  thy  sorrows. 

Ph^.  Tis  well.  But  I,  with  all  my  thought,^  can  but  one 
way  discover  out  of  this  calamity,  that  so  I  may  secure  my 
children's  honour,  and  find  myself  some  help  as  matters 
stand.  For  never,  never  will  I  bring  shame  upon  my 
Cretan  home,  nor  will  I,  to  save  one  poor  life,  face  Theseus 
after  my  disgrace. 

Cho.  Art  thou  bent  then  on  some  cureless  woe? 

PH.t.  On  death  ;  the  means  thereto  must  I  devise  myself. 

Cho.  Hush  ! 

'  <n;yx<^P"»'>  so  Liddell  and  Scott,  but  it  seems  a  doubtful  usage,  and 
Kauck  suspects  the  word. 

'  The  reading  Trpocrp'tTrovtr  offers  no  clear  meaning  ;  of  the  various 
suggestions  Monk's  irpoaKoirova  is  the  simplest. 
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Ph*    Do  thou  at  least  advise  me  «ell.    For  this  very 

life  and  shall  o,.n  myself  vanqMi.lird  h^xmdJaie.  vlt 
sha  m7  dvms  ^e  .inothrrS-  rm^r^The^Ti^  Jtl 
exult  at  iny  misfortunes;  but  when  he  comeTT^e  the 
self-same  plague  wuh  me,  he  will  take  a  lesson  in  wisdom 

Cho    O  to  be  nestling  'neath  some  pathless  cavern,  there 
by  god  s  creatmg  hand  to  grow  into  a  bird  amid  the  ,  ingld 
tribes  !    Away  would  I  soar  to  Adria's  wave-beat  sho  e  fnd 
to  the  waters  of  Eridanus  ;  where  a  father's  hnples    daugh 
ters     m  the.r  g„ef  for  Phaethon  distil  into  the  gloomfn. 
flood  the  amber  bnlliance  of  their  tears.     And  to  tL  Zle 
bearmg  strand  of  those  minstrels  in  the  west  I  then  would 
come  where  ocean's  lord  no  more  to  sailors  grants  a  passage 
oer  the  deep  dark  mam,  finding  there  the  heaven's  holv 
bound,  upheld  by  Atlas,  where  water  from  ambrosiaT  oun  s 

a^   1L  h  V'  ""'k  '''  ^^"^  '"''"'  ''''  •'^"^'  -nd  holy 
earth,  the  bounteous  mother,  causes  joy  to  spring  in  heavenlv 

breasts.    O  white-winged  bark,  that  o'er  the'bofmmg  J  eat 

wave  d,dst  bring  my  royal  mistress  from  her  happy  hor^e 

to  crown  her  queen  'mongst  sorrow's  brides  !    Surely  evil 

orr.ens  from  either  port,  at  least  from  Crete,  were  with  that 

ship,  what  time  to  glorious  Athens  it  sped  its  way,  and  the 

crew  made  fast  its  twisted  cable-ends  upon  the  beach  of 

Munychus  and  on  the  land  stept  out.     Whence  comes  it 

U  at  her  heart   is  crushed,  cruelly  afflicted  by  Aphrodite 

« uh     nholy  love;  so  she  by  bitter  grief  overwhelmed  will 

e  a  noose  «-,thm  her  br.dal  bower  to  fit  it  to  her  fair  white 

eck,  too  modest  for  this  hateful  lot  in  life,  prizing  o'er  all 

ZZTr"'^  ^"'"''  ""'^  ''"""e  thus  to  rid  her  soul  of 
passion  s  sling. 

forplaeth^h'"?^  u''"°'  ^"^  '^'^'"^"^  '^"^  represented  as  weeping 

>elvl  K  no!  ,         T^  ""'^  '"=*«  -'»  »"•^'^^  and  they  them- 
<=>  oecame  poplars  on  the  riverbank. 
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Mes.  Help  !  ho  !  To  the  rescue  all  who  near  the  palace 
stand  !    She    hath    hung   herself,   our  queen,    the    wife    of 

Theseus. 

Cho.  Woe  worth  the  day  !  the  deed  is  done ;  our  royal 
mistress  is  no  more,  dead  she  hangs  in  the  dangling  noose. 

Mes.  Haste  !  some  one  bring  a  two-edged  knife  where- 
with to  cut  the  knot  about  her  neck  ! 

1ST  Half  Cho.  Friends,  what  shall  we  do?  think  you 
we  should  enter  the  house,  and  loose  the  queen  from  the 
tight-drawn  noose? 

2ND  Half  Cho.  Why  should  ivel  Are  there  not  young 
servants  here  ?    To  do  too  much  is  not  a  safe  course  in 

life. 

Mes.  Lay  out  the  hapless  corpse,  straighten  the  hmbs. 
This  was  a  bitter  way  to  sit  at  home  and  keep  my  master's 
house  !  [^'^'^  Messenger. 

Cho.  She  is  dead,  poor  lady,  so  I  hear.  Already  are 
they  laying  out  the  corpse. 

The.  Ladies,  can  ye  tell  me  what  the  uproar  in  the  palace 
means?  There  came  the  sound  of  servants  weeping  bitterly 
to  mine  ear.  None  of  my  household  deign  to  open  wide 
the  gates  and  give  me  glad  welcome  as  a  traveller  from 
prophetic  shrines.  Hath  aught  befallen  old  Pittheus?  No. 
Though  he  be  well  advanced  in  years,  yet  should  1  mourn, 
were  he  to  quit  this  house. 

Cho.  Tis   not   against   the   old,  Theseus,   that  fate,   to 
Strike  thee,  aims  this  blow ;  prepare  thy  sorrow  for  a  younger 

corpse. 

The.  Woe  is  me  I  is  it  a  child's  life  death  robs  me  of? 
Cho.  They  live;  but,  cruellest  news  of  all  for  thee,  their 

molher  is  no  more. 

The.  What !  my  wife  dead  ?   By  what  cruel  mischance  ? 

Cho.  About  her  neck  she  tied  the  hangman's  knot. 

The.  Had  grief  so  chilled  her  blood?  or  what  had  be- 
fallen her  ? 


14 


Cho_    I  know  but  .his,  for  I  am  myself  but  now  arrived 
at  the  house  to  mourn  thy  sorrows,  O  Theseus 
The.  Woe  is  me !   why  have  I  crowned  my  head  with 

L  nbolt  the  doors,  servants,  loose  their  fastenings,  that  I  mL 
see  the  pueous  s.ght,  my  wife,  whose  death  is  leath  lo  me 

r„n    w„    ,  •    ^V"  ^''''^"'^""' '^"'l"""?  the  corpse. 

Cho   \\oe!  woe  is  thee  for  thy  piteous  lot  f  thou  has 

Ah .  ah!  the  danng  of  it !  done  to  death  by  violence  and 
unnatural  means,  the  desperate  effort  of  thy  own  pSand^ 
\V  ho  cast  the  shadow  o'er  thy  life,  poor  lady  ? 

The.  Ah  me,  my  cruel  lot !  sorrow  hath  done  her  worst 
on  n,e     O  fortune,  how  heavily  hast  thou  set  thy  fooTon 
me  and  on  my  house,  by  fiendish  hands  inflicting  an  un 
expected  stain?    Nay,  'tis  complete  effacement  of'm; ^ 

Sfof  tL     r       ■"■  ^''■""  '°  '^°'"  ^8=""'  »°^  breast  the 
w£  what  r  T    "?"/••     ""'^  "''"  ^  '^"^  «^f  'hee,  my  poor 

li  e  a  biri  t  J''""'  '"""''"^  •^"  '  Thou  art  vaniLd 
Ike  a  bird  from  the  covert  of  my  hand,  taking  one  headlong 
eap  from  me  to  Hades'  halls.  Alas,  and  woe  -  S  s  f 
b.  ter  b.„er  s.ght !  This  must  be  a  judgment  sen  by  God 
for  the  sms  of  an  ancestor,  which  from  some  far  source  I 
..m  brmgmg  on  myself 

come"'  ,S.  T?\  '"'  "°'  /°  "^'^   ^'°°^  ^"^h  ^o^^ows 
come^,   thou  hast   lost  a  noble  wife,  but   so   have  many 

demr'to^f  ,7"'^,^"  ^'^^  ""  '"""^  ^^"'''^  I'lackest 
that  r  '    ^^7"  ■"  <^^f'<°«s  «ith  the  dead  in  misery,  now 

hai  ,h      K    f  '^'  '^"^  P''''"''  '■  '''  'hou  hast  slJnZ 

atal  s^'f  ,K  '"  ""T     '^''°  ""  »^"  -^  -hat  caused  .he 
a tal  stroke  that  reached  thy  heart,  dear  wife?  Will  no  n„! 

to  a  herd  of  mentals?    Woe,  woe  for  thee,  my  wife  -  sorrows 

H 
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past  speech,  past  bearing,  I  behold  within  my  house  ;  myself 
a  ruined  man,  my  home  a  solitude,  my  children  orphans  ! 

Cho.  Gone  and  left  us  hast  thou,  fondest  wife  and  noblest 
of  all  women  'neath  the  sun's  bright  eye  or  night's  star-lit 
radiance.'  Poor  house,  what  sorrows  are  thy  portion 
now  !  My  eyes  are  wet  with  streams  of  tears  to  see  thy 
fate ;  but  the  sequel  to  this  tragedy  has  long  with  terror 
filled  me. 

The.  Ha  !  what  means  this  letter?  clasped  in  her  dear 
hand  it  hath  some  strange  tale  to  tell.  Hath  she,  poor 
lady,  as  a  last  request,  written  her  bidding  as  to  my  marriage 
and  her  children  ?  Take  heart,  poor  ghost ;  no  wife  hence- 
forth shall  wed  thy  Theseus  or  invade  his  house.  Ah  !  how 
yon  seal  of  my  dead  wife  stamped  with  her  golden  ring 
affects  my  sight !  Come,  I  will  unfold  the  sealed  packet 
and  read  her  letter's  message  to  me. 

Cho.  Woe  unto  us  !  Here  is  yet  another  evil  in  the  train 
by  heaven  sent.  Looking  to  what  has  happened,  I  should 
count  my  lot  in  life  no  longer  worth  one's  while  to  gain.* 
My  master's  house,  alas  !  is  ruined,  brought  to  naught,  I 
say.  ^  Spare  it,  O  Heaven,  if  it  may  be.  Hearken  to  my 
prayer,  for  I  see,  as  with  prophetic  eye,  an  omen  boding 
mischief. 

The.  O  horror !  woe  on  woe  !  and  still  they  come,  too 
deep  for  words,  too  heavy  to  bear.     Ah  me  ! 

Cho.  What  is  it  ?  speak,  if  I  may  share  in  it. 

The.  This  letter  loudly  tells  a  hideous  tale  !  where  can  I 
escape  my  load  of  woe  ?  For  I  am  ruined  and  undone,  so 
awful  are  the  words  I  find  here  written  clear  as  if  she  cried 
them  to  me  ;  woe  is  me  ! 

*  Reading  with  Jacobs,  whom  Nauck  follows,  aimpiitwov  viXac. 

*  This  passage,  as  it  stands,  is  unintelligible  and  corrupt.  Paley 
attempts  to  extract  a  meaning  by  changing  fitv  into  y'dv,  but  the  result 
is  not  very  satisfactory. 

'  Nauck  brackets  the  three  following  lines  as  suspicious. 
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of  ^oT  ^'"  •'  "^  '^■"'^  '^'^'"^  '''--Ives  the  harbingers 
porTaTo/mT,ip7cXho"r''  ""'''"  '^'^  ^'^^^^  '"e 

recking  naught  of  Zeus  the  aS  7°"'^  "^ ''°"''"^' 
rather  Poseidon,  once  ^i<lstZr^ZVZfi.  "" 
prayers  of  mine;  answer  one  of  ,J.1T.TJ°  '^''"  ""-^^ 

n.e  were  indeed  wjthjssue  frVnght^^^^"^ 
,  ■  ^  '^'"8'  ^^oconJuTFThee    nil  ho.i,  .1. 

Wter  thou  wi,t  know  thy  err^r   '  He  r  r pr    "  '''''''' 

The.  Impossible  !    Moreover  r  «„li  )      •  u  .  ^' 
land,  and  by  one  of  two  late/ shrh,'     '"™  ^"'"'  ""'^ 
either  Poseidon,  out  of  resnec    tl        ^'  ''"^"^  ^°^^"  ' 
dead  body  into  the  hourof  H^deT  o?'"',!,"'/"'  '"^ 
|_^.  a  w^erer  to  some  fore.g^nt:^  J^  t^': 

jn  Jo^  ."e.t mi^i^h^rrt'L^g:  t^^^^^^^- 
Rethink  thee  what  is  best  for  thylZ'       ^       "'"''  '"'^ 

her  Lome:t%f„:rsrprh:s'"'r ' '-' 

"ay.  for  the  hem  tZfl  '''"ZT^''''  "°'  i"  '^''"We  ; 

-"os.ty  eveir  ;:r:"h:r  ^^Tur^'itT  r  r 

;-.  .0  h.de  misfortunes  from  thos^  X  i^  ^  ^ 
^  l-HH.  O  ye  sons  of  men,  victims  of  a  thousand  idle  errors 
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whv  teach  your  countless  crafts,  why  scheme  and  seek  to 
find  a  way  for  everything,  while  one  thing  ye  know  not  nor 
ever  yet  have  made  your  prize,  a  way  to  teach  them  wisdom 
whose  souls  are  void  of  sense  ? 

Hip  A  very  master  in  his  craft  the  man,  who  can  force 
fools  to  be  wise  !  But  these  ill-timed  subtleties  of  thme, 
father,  make  me  fear  thy  tongue  is  runnmg  not  through 

trouble.  ,       ,      ,j   l 

The  Fie  upon  thee  !  man  needs  should  have  some 
certain' test  set  up  to  try  his  friends,  some  touchstone  of 
their  hearts,  to  know  each  friend  whether  he  be  true  or 
false  •  all  men  should  have  two  voices,  one  the  voice  of 
honesty,  expediency's  the  other,  so  would  honesty  confute 
,ts  knavish  opposite,  and  then  we  could  ..ot  be  deceived. 

Hip  Say,  hath  some  friend  been  slandering  me  and  hath 
he  still  thine  ear?  am  I,  though  guiltless,  banned  ?  I  am 
amazed  indeed  ;  thy  random,  frantic  words  fill  me  with  wild 

'''the.  O  the  mind  of  mortal  man  !  to  wh.at  lengths  will  it 
proceed  ?  What  limit  will  its  bold  assurance  have  ?  for  if 
it  goes  on  growing  as  man's  life  advances,  and  each  successor 
outdo  the  man  before  him  in  villainy,  the  gods  will  have  to 
add  another  sphere  unto  the  world,  which  shall  take  in  the 
knaves  and  villains.  Behold  this  man ;  he,  my  own  son, 
hath  outraged  mine  honour,  his  guilt  most  clearly  proved  by 
my  dead  wife.  Now,  since  thou  hast  dared  this  loathly 
I  crime,  come,  look  thy  father  in  the  face.  An  thou  the  man 
;  who  dost  with  gods  consort,  as  one  above  the  vulgar  herd? 
art  thou  the  chaste  and  sinless  saint  ?  Thy  boasts  will  never 
persuade  me  to  be  guilty  of  attributing  ignorance  to  gods. 
Go  then,  vaunt  thyself,  and  drive'  thy  petty  trade  in  viands 
formed  of  lifeless  food;  take  Orpheus  for  thy  chief  and  go 

>  HiDDolvlus  i.  l.cre  taunted  with  being  an  exponent  of  the  Orphic 
„yst"r  Apparently  Orpheus,  like  Pythagoras,  taught  the  necessity 
of  total  abstinence  from  animal  food. 
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a-reyelling,  with  all  honour  for  the  vapourings  of  many  a 
written  scroll,  seeing  thou  now  art  cauglit.     lit  all  be«"  re 
T  °V"n\'^' P*^""^^  '  *'^<'  »>"»'  'heir  prey  w^th  fine 

more  than  a,.,  abandoned  Jr^:    ^',,  l^l^ Xpt; 
can  outweigh  this  letter,  so  that  thou  should      sc  'p    thj 
doom  ?    Ihou  wilt  assert  she  hated  thee,  that  W    he 
bastard  and  the  true-born  child  nature  has  herself  Z  war 
It  seems  then  by  thy  showing  she  made  a  sor^  bargabS 

prized.      1  ,s  said,  no  doubt,  that  frailty  finds  no  olace  in 
man  but  ,s  mnate  in  woman ;  my  experience  is  Zn«  men 
are  no  more  secure  than  women,  whenso  the  Qt^een  of  W 
excites  a  youthful  breast;  although  their  sex  col/ 
help  them.'     Yet  why  do  I  thus'bandy  i^dsT       1   " 

«egone  at  once,  an  exile  from  this  land,  and  ne'er  set  foot 
ngam   m    god-built   Athens    nor   in    th      confines   o     mv 
dominion.     For  if  I  am  tamely  to  submit  to  this  treatment 
from  such  as  thee,  no  more  will  Sinis,^  robber  of  the  Ithmus 
bear  nie  witness  how  I  slew  him,  but  say  my  boasts  a  e^HU 

terHble;t   [h     'k""'''  '''"  "'^ '^"^'o"  of  thy  mind  are 

an  ea     h^  '''"^''   'P^'°"'  ''"'"«''   «'  argument! 

appear,  becomes  a  calumny,  if  one  lay  it  bare.     SnLl  sk"  M 

ihis  apparently  means  that  men^bein^  addicted  to  th.    • 
«x      ChTr  Tf,  "  "-'  "^""^  wi-h  o^^e^^dl^o    rirn- 
f»c. :;  his  own  lex."      '"'''"'''•  *"''°"'  ''°--'  -'-"x  -tingthe 
sll!"'"''  ""''  ^"™"  *"«  '»"  ""'-"O"'  evil-doers,  whom  Theseus  had 


102 


EURIPIDES. 


[L.  986-1046 


I 


have  I  in  speaking  to  a  crowd,  but  have  a  readier  wit  for 
comrades  of  mine  own  age  and  small  companies.     Yea,  and 
this  is  as  it  should  be  ;  for  they,  whom  the  wise  despise,  are 
better   qualified  to  speak  before  a  mob.     Yet  am  I  con- 
strained under  the  present  circumstances  to  break  silence. 
And  at  the  outset  will  I  take  the  point  which  formed  the 
basis  of  thy  stealthy  attack  on  me,  designed  to  put  me  out  of 
court  unheard ;  dost  see  yon  sun,  this  earth  ?   These  do  not 
contain,  for  all  thou  dost  deny  it,  chastity  surpassing  mine. 
To  reverence  God  I  count  the  highest  knowledge,  and  to 
adopt  as  friends  not  those  who  attempt  injustice,  but  such  as 
would  blush  to  propose  to    their  companions   aught  dis- 
graceful or  pleasure  them  by  shameful  services ;  to  mock  at 
friends  is  not  my  way,  father,  but  I  am  still  the  same  behind 
their  backs  as  to  their  face.     The  very  crime  thou  thinkest 
to  catch  me  in,  is  just  the  one  I  am  untainted  with,  for  to 
this  day  have  I  kept  me  pure  from  women.     Nor  know  I 
aught  thereof,  save  what  I  hear  or  see  in  pictures,  for  I  have 
no  wish  to  look  even  on  these,  so  pure  my  virgin  soul.     I 
grant  my  claim  to  chastity  may  not  convince  thee ;  well,  'tis 
then   for   thee   to  show   the  way   I  was  corrupted.      Did 
this  woman  exceed  in  beauty  all  her  sex  ?     Did  I  aspire  to 
fill  the  husband's  place  after  thee  and  succeed  to  thy  house  ? 
['That  surely  would  have  made  me  out  a  fool,  a  creature  void 
of  sense.     Thou  wilt  say,  "  Your  chaste  man  loves  to  lord 
it."     No,  no  !  say  I,  sovereignty  pleases  only  those  whose 
hearts  are  quite  corrupt.     Now,  I  would  be  the  first  and 
best  at  all  the  games  in  Hellas,  but  second  in  the  state,  for 
ever  happy  thus  with  the  noblest  for  my  friends.     For  there 
one  may  be  happy,  and  the  absence  of  danger  gives  a  charm 
beyond  all  princely  joys.]     One  thing  I  have  not  said,  the 

*  The  next  few  lines  teem  with  so  many  difficulties,  and  present  such 
evident  traces  of  corruption  that  Weil  rejects  them  bodily  ;  Nauck> 
approTiiigliis  verdict,  endeavours  however  by  new  punctuation  to  extort 
a  meaning  ;  while  Mahaffy,  following  a  system  scarcely  likely  to  win 
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rest  thou  hast.     Had  I  a  witness  to  attest  my  purity  and 
were  I  puted  'gainst  her  still  alive,  facts  would  show  thee 
on  enquiry  who  the  culprit  was.     Mow  bv  Zen,  , hi      Tc 
oaths  and  by  the  earth,  whereon  wj  sUnd  I  "  'a  ^  fheet 
nev^r  d.d  lay  hand  upon  thy  wife  nor  would  haveUshedto 
or  have  harboured  such  a  thought     Slay  me  ve  Ids  -  rlh 
me  of  name  and  honour,  from  home  and  city  cast'meonh 
a  wandermg  exile  o'er  the  earth  t  nor  sea  nor  ZT         ' 
my  bones  when  I  am  dead,  if  I  arsuch  a  mit  IntTl 
«nnot  say  if  she  through  fear  destroyed  her"  ffo"  more 
than  this  am  I  forbid.     With  her  discretion  took  S^e 
this  vS'^'"^  ''  "'^"^''  ^^-•^'  -^  not  discreet  •:  u'S 

refutls-th^cUrge'  ^'  '"""'  ^'^^"^  ^^^""'>''    -«--t'r 

The.  A  wizard  or  magician  must  the  fellow  be  to  thint 

he  can  first  fiout  me.  his  father,  then  by  coolness  mlLrty 

"ra::xt:r"^'^""'^^--''^--^-p«, 

ten«"^hit^""  '?"'•'  ■  ^''  '^^^'  *'^°"  "°'  ^ie  by  the  sen- 
tence  thine  own  lips  pronounce  upon  thyself;  for  death 

led  to  ^r,..      f'se*here  in  this  play,  the  two  editions  of  it  may  have 

ppropriate  lines  from  one  edition  to  the  other. 

'•^"IZZmX"  "'"'  °"  "•^"'""'^'^  ■"^^"-e  of  the  word 
W'e  ZgZi  ^  1"''  T  "°"'  '"  ^"e^''^-  To  obtain  this, 
Oordian  k„o,  bv  t."""  "        ''"'""'  "'"'""'•     ^"^"^  ^"'^  ">« 

'^'ieves  Eu  fpid^  of  aTo!,  T."^'  I'^  """^^  '  ""^  P'-  ^'^'-"'X 
■"any  coniecturer  W^n-  difficulties,  but  where  is  it  to  stop  ?    Of 

l>ecause  she  had  nn  .uT       cl'-'  ^  '  '  '  '''    ^heVas  virtuous, 

^  chance.  l^^tX^Z  a^^^d'r  ■^™'^^'  ^-^^^  ''  '"^  '^  ^^ 
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that  Cometh  in  a  moment,  is  an  easy  end  for  wretchedness. 
Nay,  thou  shalt  be  exiled  from  thy  fatherland,  [and  wander- 
ing to  a  foreign  shore  drag  out  a  life  of  misery ;  for  such 
are  the  wages  of  sin.]  ^ 

Hip.  Oh!  what    wilt  thou  do?     Wilt  thou  banish  me, 
without  so  much  as  waiting  for  Time's  evidence  on  my  case  ? 

The.  Ay,  beyond  the  sea,  beyond  the  bounds  of  Atlas, 
if  I  could,  so  deeply  do  I  hate  thee. 

Hip.  What!  banish  me  untried,  without  even  testing  my 
oath,  the  pledge  I  offer,  or  the  voice  of  seers  ? 

The.  This   letter  here,  though  it  bears  no  seers'  signs, 
.    arraigns  thy  pledges ;  as  for  birds  that  fly  o'er  our  heads,  a 
long  farewell  to  them. 

Hip.  (aside).  Great  gods!  why  do  I  not  unlock  my  lips, 
seeing  that  I  am  ruined  by  you,  the  objects  of  my  reverence  ? 

'L  ^^'  ^  ^^^^  ^^^ '    ^  ^^^^^^  nowise  persuade  those  whom  I 
's|  ought  to,  and  in  vain  should  break  the  oath  I  swore. 

The.  Fie  upon  thee  !  that  solemn  air  of  thine  is  more 
than  I  can  bear.     Begone  from  thy  native  land  forthwith  ! 

Hip.  Whither  shall  I  turn?  Ah  me!  whose  friendly 
house  will  take  me  in,  an  exile  on  so  grave  a  charge  ? 

The.  Seek  one  who  loves  to  entertain  as  guests  and 
partners  in  his  crimes  corrupters  of  men's  wives. 

Hip.  Ah  me  !  this  wounds  my  heart  and  brings  me  nigh 
to  tears  to  think  that  I  should  appear  so  vile,  and  thou 
believe  me  so. 

The.  Thy  tears  and  forethought  had  been  more  in  sea-^on 
when  thou  didst  presume  to  outrage  thy  father's  wife. 

Hip.  O  house,  I  would  thou  couldst  speak  for  me  and 
witness  if  I  am  so  vile  ! 

The.  Dost  fly  to  speechless  witnesses?  This  deed, 
though  it  speaketh  not,  proves  thy  guilt  clearly. 

Hip.  Alas  !  Would  I  could  stand  and  face  myself,  so 
should  I  weep  to  see  the  sorrows  I  endure. 

*  Bergk  rejects  the  first,  Nauck  the  second  of  these  lines. 


HIPPOLYTUS.  jQ 

'""St  I  fly.     Fare«ell    rifv      H  ,     .     ""  «'°"°"^  Athens 

rades  in  this  HnH    L,.r.     ,.,    ' '^'^^^^'^  •     Come,  my  com- 

escort  .e'tth  tref  1  ^rbeS  ""'  '"''''  ^""^ 
all  my  father's  doubts  ^  °  1  ^  '""^'  '°"''  ^°^ 

Cho.  In  very  deed  the  ihoueht,  I  I,  i  ""''''''-"us. 

*'>enso  they  come  into  mv  mild  L  '  f  °"'  '^'  ^ods, 
grief,  but  though  I  cheH^  c it  Lrs  o/l"°''^  '^ 
g"'d.ng  will,  yet  am  I  at  fault  when  T   "^  ."""^  «'^^' 

doings  of  the  sons  of  men  cha^!!^  !,'''  '^'  '""'"  ""^^ 
man-s  life  veers  and  shifts 'in  enl  f     *°  "''"«'•  ""^ 

grant  me  this  I  nravt   h.        .    f '  ^""^^^"ess.     Fortune 

and  a  soul  ';„  'sorr^t  ft"'  '  ''"''-'  ^-^PP^  ''' '"  "^e 
precise  nor  venoohT  V  °P'"'°"'  '"'  ™^  ''"'d  "ot  too 
each  mor'^as  h  com^'nin  ,\?'"^  "=''^''«'"8  ^X  habits  to 
now  no  n,ore  is  n  v  Zd  f^7,  '"'"'  ""^'"  '^  "^^  °f  bliss !  For 

greet  my  visio„7foT  o  ,  TstThe"''' ""'°°'^'-'"='«''^^ 
eye  of  Hellas  driven  k'  \'^l^^^  ™ornmg  star  of  Athens, 

^'ourn,  ye   an'ds  of"     "^     '  ''"''^'^  ''"'^  ""  ^""'her  land 

hills.  4ere  wUh  hi   fleetT^n'r'  ''  ^^'^'^'^^^  -  '"e 
wun  h.s  fleet  hounds  he  would  hunt  the  quarry 
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to  the  death,  attending  on  Dictynna,  awful  queen.  No  more 
will  he  mount  his  car  drawn  by  Venetian  steeds,  filling  the 
course  round  Limna  with  the  prancing'  of  his  trained  horses. 
Nevermore  in  his  father's  house  shall  he  wake  the  Muse 
that  never  slept  beneath  his  iute-strings  ;  no  hand  will  crown 
the  spots  where  rests  the  maiden  Latona  'mid  the  boskage 
deep  ;  nor  evermore  shall  our  virgins  vie  to  win  thy  love, 
now  thou  art  banished  ;  while  I  with  tears  at  thy  unhappy 
fate  shall  endure  a  lot  all  undeserved.  Ah  !  hapless  mother, 
in  vain  didst  thou  bring  forth,  it  seems.  I  am  angered  with 
the  gods ;  out  upon  them  !  O  ye  linked  Graces,  why  are  ye 
sending  from  his  native  land  this  poor  youth,  a  guiltless 
sufferer,  far  from  his  home  ? 

But  lo  !  I  see  a  servant  of  Hippolytus  hasting  with 
troubled  looks  towards  the  palace. 

2ND  Mes.  Ladies,  where  may  I  find  Theseus,  king  of  the 
country  ?  pray,  tell  me  if  ye  know  ;  is  he  within  the  palace 
here? 

Cho.  Lo  !  himself  approaches  from  the  palace. 

2ND  Mes.  Theseus,  I  am  the  bearer  of  troublous  tidings 
to  thee  and  all  citizens  who  dwell  in  Athens  or  the  bounds 
of  Troezen. 

The.  How  now?  hath  some  strange  calamity  overtaken 
these  two  neighbouring  cities  ? 

2ND  Mes.  In  one  brief  word,  Hippolytus  is  dead.  Tis 
true  one  slender  thread  still  links  him  to  the  light  of  life. 

The.  Who  slew  him  ?  Did  some  husband  come  to  blows 
with  him,  one  whose  wife,  like  mine,  had  suffered  brutal 
violence  ? 

2ND  Mes.  He  perished  thr-^ugh  those  steeds  that  drew 
his  chariot,  and  through  the  curses  thou  didst  utter,  praying 
to  thy  sire,  the  ocean-king,  to  slay  thy  son. 

^  Reading  with  Reiske,  whom  Nauck  follows,  yvftrdiof;  iVwor.  If 
the  accus.  plural  is  retained  it  would  seem  to  mean,  "checking  with  hit 
foot  (i.r.  pressed  against  the  chariot-front)  his  steeds." 


iiirroLYTus.  ,0- 

The.  Ye  gods  and  king  Poseidon,  thou  hast  proved  my 
parentage  by  hearkening  to  my  prayer  !  Say  how  he  Sed 

how  fell  theuplifted  hand  of  Justice  .0  smite  the  v,E  who 
dishonoured  me  ?  "*«"i  wut> 

2ND  Mes.  Hard  by  the  wave-beat  shore  Were  we  combine 
out  h>s  horses'  manes,  weeping  the  while,  for  one  hS  com! 
.0  say  that  H>ppolytus  was  harshly  exiled  by  thee  and  nevTr! 
more  would  return  to  set  foot  in  this  land.     Then  came  he 
.ellmg  the  same  doleful  tale  to  us  upon  the  beach!  and  whh 
hmi  was  a  countless  throng  of  friends  who  followed  afte' 
At      ngth  he  stayed  his  lamentation  and  spake:    "VVhy 
w^eakly  rav^  on  th,s  wise  i>   My  father's  commands  mus    be 
obeyed.     Ho  !  servants,  harness  my  horses  to  the  chariot 
th.s  .»  no  longer  now  city  of  minK     Thereupon  each  onTcf 

"'  ^Tl^  'r^^"'  '''"'  ""^  '  "-»  could'say 'twas  done 
we  had  the  horses  standing  ready  at  our  masteS  dde 
T  en  he  caught  up  the  reins  from  the  chariot  ri,  ttt 
fitt  ng  h.s  feet  exactly  in  the  hollows  made  for  them  Bu 
first  wuh  outspread  palms  he  called  upon  the  gods  "O 
Zeus,  now  stnke  me  dead,  ,f  I  have  sinned,  and  let  my 
.her  learn  how  he  ,s  wronging  me.  in  death  a't  least,  J  2t 

hor^  in  turn  "T",       "  T"^  '''  ""^'P  ^"^^  '^^^ed  each 

kern  un  S  ;"  ,'  "''  .""''  ^^  '"■^  '^'"''''  »^"  'he  reins, 
kept  up  with  hm,  along  the  road  that  leads  direct  to  Argos 

and  Ep.daurus.  And  just  as  we  were  coming  to  a  desen 
pot,  a  str,p  of  sand  beyond  the  borders  of  Ihis  coun trj 

sbp  ng  „ght  to  the  Saronic  gulf,  there  issued  thence  a  deS 
umbhng  sound,  as  a  were  an  earthquake,  a  fearsome  no  se 

and  the  horses  reared  their  heads  and  pricked  their  ear. 

«h.le  we  were  filled  with  wild  alarm  to  know  whence  car^i^ 

Th'e'.lmeT""'^''''"'"^"'  '*'''"  ""^  "•-'>"' "P^i^Xo-mv  here  means 
Kus.a,hiusuX  ',!ll  ,    f\'"1"'"^  '"■"'  meaningless  here,  where 
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the  sound  ;  when,  as  we  gazed  toward  the  wave-beat  shore,  a 
wave  tremendous  we  beheld  towering  to  the  skies,  so  that 
from  our  view  the  cliffs  of  Sciron  vanished,  for  it  hid  the 
isthmus  and  the  rock  of  Asclepius ;  then  swelling  and 
frothing  with  a  crest  of  foam,  the  sea  discharged  it  toward 
the  beach  where  stood  the  harnessed  car,  and  in  the  moment 
that  it  broke,  that  mighty  wall  of  waters,  there  issued  from 
the  wave  a  nionstrousjbull,  whose  bellowing  filled  the  land 
with  fearsome  echoes,  a  sight  too  awful  as  it  seemed  to  us 
who  witnessed  it.  A  panic  seized  the  horses  there  and  then, 
but  our  master,  to  horses'  ways  quite  used,  gripped  in  both 
hands  his  reins,  and  tying  them  to  his  body  pulled  them 
backward  as  the  sailor  pulls  his  oar  ;  but  the  horses  gnashed 
the  forged  bits  between  their  teeth  and  bore  him  wildly  on, 
regardless  of  their  master's  guiding  hand  or  rein  or  jointed 
car.  And  oft  as  he  would  take  the  guiding  rein  and  steer 
for  softer  ground,  showed  that  bull  in  front  to  turn  him  back 
again,  maddening  his  team  with  terror;  but  if  in  their 
frantic  career  they  ran  towards  the  rocks,  he  would  draw 
nigh  the  chariot-rail,  keeping  up  with  them,  until,  suddenly 
dashing  the  wheel  against  a  stone,  he  upset  and  wrecked 
the  car;  then  was  dire  confusion,  axle-boxes  and  linch- 
pins springing  into  the  air.  While  he,  poor  youth,  entangled 
in  the  reins  was  dragged  along,  bound  by  a  stubborn  knot, 
his  poor  head  dashed  against  the  rocks,  his  flesh  all  torn, 
the  while  he  cried  out  piteously,  ''  Stay,  stay,  my  horses  whom 
my  own  hand  hath  fed  at  the  manger,  destroy  me  not  utterly. 

0  luckless  curse  of  a  father  !  Will  no  one  come  and  save  me 
for  all  my  virtue?"  Now  we,  though  much  we  longed  to  help, 
were  left  far  behind.  At  last,  I  know  not  how,  he  broke 
loose  from  the  shapely  reins  that  bound  him,  a  faint  breath 
of  life  still  in  him ;  but  the  horses  disappeared,  and  that 
portentous  bull,  among  the  rocky  ground,  I  know  not  where. 

1  am  but  a  slave  in  thy  house,  'tis  true,  O  king,  yet  will  I 
never  believe   so   monstrous   a   charge   against    thy   son's 
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character,  no  not  though  the  whole  race  of  womankind 
should  hang  uself,  or  one  should  fill  with  writing  evry 
pine-tree  tablet  grown  on  Ida,  sure  as  I  am  of  his  upright^ 

Cho.  Alas  !  new  troubles  come  to  plague  us,  nor  is  there 
any  escape  from  fate  and  necessity.  r  is  mere 

The  My  hatred  for  him  who  hath  thus  suffered  maH^ 
me  glad  at  thy  tidings,  yet  from  regard  for  the  goSd  hS 

2ND  Mes.  But  say,  are  we  to  bring  the  victim  hither  or 
how  are  we  to  fulfil  thy  wishes?    Bethink  thee;  if  by  me 

hislaTplSr'^""'' ''°"  '-''  "°'  ''-''y  '-'  W  so'nT: 
The.  Bring  him  hither,  that  when  I  see  him  face  to  face 
who  hath  den,ed  having  polluted  my  wife's  honour,  I  may 
by  words  and  heaven's  visitation  convict  him 

hearts  of  gods  and  men  ;  thine,  and  that  attendant  boy's 
«ho  wuh  painted  plumage  gay,  flutters  round  his  viSms' 
on  hghtntng  wmg.     O'er  the  land  and  booming  deep  on 

aiTT      r  'I'  '''  '°'  ''  ^°^^'  -d'ening'th^ 

matures   of 'tK-'"    "  '    ^'"^'    °'^^"'^    "°"^'^« 

creatures   of  this  sun-warmed  earth,  and  man;   thine    O 

Cypr.s.  th,ne  alone  the  sovereign  power  to  rule  them  all' 

AR-i.  Hearken,  I  bid  thee,  noble  son  of  ^geus  •  lo  '  'ti<,  r 

Latona's  ch.id,  that  speak,  I,  Artemis.     WhyrTheseu    ,0 

clear  !'  ^Tl  '"°''  ""P'""''^'  "^'^"'"S  '"  ^  'harge  not 
cear I'v  hTTk'  ''"'  '^'^^'^  ^«-"  '°  ^y  thy  wifei>  though 
dost  h.^,  ?f  '""''  "'"''"'°'"  "P°"  'hee  fallen.  ^Vhy 
of  h  earth  ok'"'  '"u""  '"'  '^"""'  '"^  "'^"^  P'^<^« 
escape  this  tnbulat.on?    'Mongst  men  of  honour  thou  hast 
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now  no  share  in  life.  Hearken,  Theseus  ;  I  will  put  thy 
wretched  case.  Yet  will  it  naught  avail  thee,  if  I  do,  but 
vex  thy  heart;  still  with  this  intent  I  came,  to  show  thy 
son's  pure  heart,— that  he  may  die  with  honour, — as  well 
the  frenzy,  and,  in  a  sense,  the  nobleness  of  thy  wife; 
for  she  was  cruelly  stung  with  a  passion  for  thy  son  by 
that  goddess  whom  all  we,  that  joy  in  virgin  purity,  detest. 
And  though  she  strove  to  con(juer  love  by  resolution,  yet 
by  no  fault  of  hers  she  fell,  thanks  to  her  nurse's  strategy, 
who  did  reveal  her  malady  unto  thy  son  under  oath.  But 
he  would  none  of  her  counsels,  as  indeed  was  right,  nor  yet, 
when  thou  didst  revile  him,  would  he  break  the  oath  he 
j  swore,  from  piety.  She  meantime,  fearful  of  being  found 
out,  wrote  a  lying  letter,  destroying  by  guile  thy  son,  but 
yet  persuading  thee. 

The.  Woe  is  me  ! 

Art.  Doth  my  story  wound  thee,  Theseus?  Be  still 
awhile ;  hear  what  follows,  so  wilt  thou  have  more  cause  to 
groan.  Dost  remember  those  three  prayers  thy  father  granted 
thee,  fraught  with  certain  issue  ?  Tis  one  of  these  thou 
hast  misused,  unnatural  wretch,  against  thy  son,  instead  of 
aiming  it  at  an  enemy.  Thy  sea-god  sire,  'tis  true,  for  all 
his  kind  intent,  hath  granted  that  boon  he  was  compelled,  by  ' 
reason  of  his  promise,  to  grant.  But  thou  alike  in  his  eyes 
and  in  mine  hast  shewn  thy  evil  heart,  in  that  thou  hast 
forestalled  all  proof  or  voice  prophetic,  hast  made  no 
inquiry,  nor  taken  time  for  consideration,  but  with  undue 
haste  cursed  thy  son  even  to  the  death. 

The.  Perdition  seize  me  !     Queen  rerered  ! 

Art.  An  awful  deed  was  thine,  but  still  even  for  this  thou 
mayest  obtain  pardon ;  for  it  was  Cypris  that  would  have  it 
so,  sating  the  fury  of  her  soul.  For  this  is  law  amongst  us 
gods;  none  of  us  will  thwart  his  neighbour's  will,  but  ever 
we  stand  aloof.  For  be  well  assured,  did  I  not  fear  Zeus, 
never  would  I  have  incurred  the  bitter  shame  of  handing 
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over  to  death  a  man  of  all  hie  Hn^  * 
'^^Ui^n.  fi..  th,  ignite  ^btrtirrrittT,  "^ 
next  thy  wife,  who  is  dead,  was  lavi  h    „  her  u  e  '  '?' 
vincing  arguments  to  influence  Ihv  minH      n  \u  °"' 

this  storm  of  woe  hath  burst    ve^  Ti,  '•'""  '"  ''^''^ 

well ;  for  when  the  righteous  die    h^     '^'"'  ^""' '"  ""'  '' 

1  i  y  ijuuse  .  wnat  twofold  sorrow  doth  o'ertak^  .>c  u.u 
through  heaven's  ordinance  '  ^^  ^'^^^^ 

tne!    Ikfliigh-jnjijjead. shoot  ieifiJ^SiiJii^^ 
^hro^ornulsively.     Stop,  let  me  resllrwo  „-o"   fime" 

.^v'eteent;-    tt;:^:^'  O  t ^.^  '''/^^^ 

^i\L^^/thLe"ir^tr7"'^^'^"-^^^^^ 

ing  through  meT    J,         ^       "'"  "'""  ""^  ^"«"'''''  ^^oot- 
oLh  tott^e  frfel  Z^^^^^^^  - 

ki  smen'rcestonof    m"'  ''""'  '"'  ^""^  ""  '''°°'^y 

tarry  no"'  and "'-  -'''^  ^'  ""'"'  ^"^""^"^^  «"d 

ah  -  whv?     a7    ,     f  "!  '^'^  '°™^  ^"  «"""«5  as  I  am  : 

»  •  wh,  ?    Alas,  alas !  what  can  I  say  ?     How  from  my  life 

»  Such  nc  T        J  translation  of  them  can  only  be  tcnUlive 
^uch  a.  Tantalus  and  Pelops,  Atreus  and  Thyestes. 
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get  rid  of  this  relentless  agony  ?  O  that  the  stern  Death- 
god,  night's  black  visitant,  would  give  my  sufferings  rest  ! 

Art.  Poor  sufferer  I  cruel  the  fate  that  links  thee  to  it ! 
Thy  noble  soul  hath  been  thy  ruin. 

Hip.  Ah  !  the  fragrance  from  my  goddess  wafted  !  Even 
in  my  agony  I  feel  thee  near  and  find  relief;  she  is  here  in 
this  very  place,  my  goddess  Artemis. 

Art.  She  is,  poor  sufferer !  the  goddess  thou  hast  loved 
the  best. 

Hip.  Dost  see  me,  mistress  mine?  dost  see  my  present 
suffering  ? 

Art.  I  see  thee,  but  mine  eyes  no  tear  may  weep. 

Hip.  Thou  hast  none  now  to  lead  the  hunt  or  tend  thy 
fane. 

Art.  None  now ;  yet  e'en  in  death  I  love  thee  still. 

Hip.  None  to  groom  thy  steeds,  or  guard  thy  shrines. 

Art.  'Twas  Cypris,  mistress  of  iniquity,  devised  this  evil. 

Hip.  Ah  me  !  now  know  I  the  goddess  who  destroyed  me. 

Art.  She  was  jealous  of  her  slighted  honour,  vexed  at 
thy  chaste  life. 

Hip.  Ah  !  then  I  see  her  single  hand  hath  struck  down 

three  of  us. 

Art.  Thy  sire  and  thee,  and  last  thy  father's  wife. 
Hip.  My  sire's  ill-luck  as  well  as  mine  I  mourn. 
Art.  He  was  deceived  by  a  goddess's  design. 
Hip.  Woe  is  thee,  my  father,  in  this  sad  mischance ! 
The.  My  son,    I   am   a  rumed  man;  life  has  no  joys 

for  me. 

Hip.  For  this  mistake  I  mourn  thee  rather  than  myself. 
The.  O  that  I  had  died  for  thee,  my  son  ! 
Hip.  Ah  !  those  fatal  gifts  thy  sire  Poseidon  gave. 
The.  Would  God   these    lips   had   never   uttered    that 

prayer ! 

Hip.  Why  not?  thou  wouldst  in  any  case  have  slain  me 

in  thy  fury  then. 


HIPPOLYTUS.  1,3 

The.  Yes ;  Heaven  had  perverted  my  power  to  think 
Hip^O  that  the  race  of  men  could  bring  a  curse  upon 
'  the  gods !  * 

Art.  Enough  !  for  though  thou  pass  to  gloom  beneath 
the  earth,  the  wrath  of  Cypris  shall  not,  at  her  will,  fall  on 
I  roee  unrequited,  because  thou  hadst  a  noble  righteous  soul  ' 
jl-or  I  with  mine  own  hand  will  with  these  unerring  shafts 
;avej^^e  on_anpther,'  who  is  her  votary,  dearest  to  her  of 
all  the  sons  of  men.     And  to  thee,  poor  sufferer,  for  thv 
anguish  now  will  I  grant  high  honours  in  the  city  of  Trcezen'- 
lor  thee  shall  maids  unwed  before  their  marriage  cut  off 
their  hair,  thy  harvest  through  the  long  roll  of  time  of 
countless  bitter  tears.     Yea,  and  for  ever  shall  the  virgin 
choir  hymn  thy  sad  memory,  nor  shall  Phsdra's  love  for 
thee  fall  into  oblivion  and  pass  away  unnoticed.     But  thou 
O  son  of  old  ^geus,  take  thy  son  in  thine  arms,  draw  him' 
close  to  thee,  for  unwittingly  thou  slewest  him,  and  men  may 
well  commit  an  error  when  gods  put  it  in  their  way.     And 
thee  HippQJyiiis,  I  idmnnish.^  hate  not  thv  sir^  for  in  this 
<ieath^hou_dostbjatJueuuhM£stkiIS^^ 
well .   tis  not  for  me  to  gaze  upon  the  dead,  or  pollute  my 
sight  with  death-scenes,  and  e'en  now  I  see  thee  nigh  that 
evil  moment.'  |-£.^.,y  Artemis 

Hip.  Farewell,  blest  virgin  queen!  leave  me  now!  How 
easily  thou  resignest  our  long  friendship  !  I  am  reconciled 
«ith  my  father  at  thy  desire,  yea,  for  ever  before  I  would 
obey  thy  bidding.  Ah  me  !  the  darkness  is  settling  even 
now  upon  my  eyes.  Take  me,  father,  in  thy  arms,  lift 
me  up. 

The.  Woe  is  me,  my  son  !  what  art  thou  doing  to  me  thy 
napless  sire !  ' 


^  Nauck  encloses  this  line  in  brackets. 
Cobet  rejects  this  line. 


Adonis. 


in  ihe  momw""'  ''/  ^''"'  '  "^^^  '"'''"'""  ''  ^'"^ularly  out  of  place 
■he  mouth  of  an  ardent  votary,  whom  the  goddess  has  just  comfo.teJ. 
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Hip.  I  am  a  broken  man  ;  yes,  I  see  the  gates  that  close 
upon  the  dead. 

The.  Canst  leave  me  thus  with  murder  on  my  soul ! 

Hip.  No,  no  ;  I  set  thee  free  from  this  bloodguiltiness. 

The.  What  sayest  thou?  dost  absolve  me  from  blood- 
shed ? 

Hip.  .\rtemis,  the  archer-queen,  is  my  witness  that  I  do. 

The  My  own  dear  child,  how  generous  dost  thou  show 
thyself  to  thy  father  ! 

Hip.  Farewell,  dear  father !  a  long  farewell  to  thee  ! 

The.  O  that  holy,  noble  soul  of  thine  ! 

Hip.  Pray  to  have  children  such  as  me  born  in  lawful 
wedlock. 

The.  O  leave  me  not,  my  son  ;  endure  awhile. 

Hip.  'Tis  finished,  my  endurance;  I  die,  father;  quickly 
cover  my  face  with  a  mantle. 

The.  O  glorious  Athens,  realm  of  Pallas,  what  a  splendid 
hero  ye  have  lost !  Ah  me,  ah  me  !  How  oft  shall  I 
remember  thy  evil  work,  O  Cypris  ! 

Cho.  On  all  our  citizens  hath  come  this  universal  sorrow, 
unforeseen.  Now  shall  the  copious  tear  gush  forth,  for  sad 
news  about  great  men  takes  more  than  usual  hold  upon  the 
heart. 


ALCESTIS. 


DRA^!ATIS    PERSON.^. 

Apollo. 
Death. 

Chorus  of  Old  Men  of  Pher.e. 

Maid. 

Alcestis. 

Attendant. 

Admetus. 

EUMELUS. 

Heracles. 
Pheres. 


Scene. — Before  Admetus'  palace  in  Pherae. 


ALCESTIS. 

Apo.  Halls  of  Admetus,  wherein  I  steeled  my  heart  to  be 
content  with  a  servant's  board,  god  though  I  was.     Zeus 
was  to  blame ;  he  slew  my  son  Asclepius,  piercing  his  bosom 
with  a  thunderbolt;  whereat  I  was  enraged  .nd  smote  his 
Cyclopes,  forgers  of  the  heavenly  fire/  so  my  sire  in  recom- 
pense  for  this  forced  me  to  become  a  slave  in  a  mortal's 
home.   Then  came  I  to  this  land  and  kept  a  stranger's  flocks 
and  to  this  day  have  been  the  saviour  of  this  housdJ    For 
in  Pheres'  son  I  found  a  man  as  holy  as  myself,  and^him  I 
saved  from  death  by  cheating  Destiny,  for  they  promised  me, 
those  goddesses  of  fate,  that  Admetus  should  escape  the  im- 
pending doom,   if  he  found   a  substitute  for  the  powers 
below.     So  he  went  through  all  his  list  of  friends,  made  trial 
of  each,  his  father  and  the  aged  mother  that  bare  him,^  but 
none  he  found  sp.ve  his  wife  alone  that  was  willing  to  die  for 
him  and  forego  the  light  of  life ;  she  now  within  the  house 
IS  upheld  in  his  arms,  gasping  out  her  life ;  for  to-day  is  she 
doomed  to  die  and  pass  from  life  to  death.     But  I,  for  fear 
pollution  overtake  me  in  the  house,  am  leaving  the  shelter 
of  this  roof  I  love  so  well  for  already  I  see  Death  hard  by, 
the  priest  of  souls  departed,  who  is  on  his  way  to  lead  her 
to  the  halls  of  Hades  ;  true  to  time  he  comes,  watching  this 
day  that  calls  her  to  her  doom. 

Dea.  Ha !  What  dost  thou  at  this  house  ?  why  is  it 
thou  art  ranging  here,  Phoebus  ?  Once  again  thou  wrongest 
nie,  circumscribing  and  limiting  the  honours  of  the  nether 

Dindorf  has  good  reason  for  suspecting  this  line  here. 
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world.  Wert  thou  not  content  to  hinder  the  death  of 
Admetus,  by  thy  knavish  cunning  baulking  Destiny  ?  but 
now  again  hast  thou  armed  thee  with  thy  bow  and  art  keep- 
ing guard  o'er  her,  this  daughter  of  Pelias,  who  undertook, 
of  her  free  will,  to  die  for  her  lord  and  set  him  free. 

Apo.  Never  fear;  I  have,  be  sure,  justice  and  fair  pleas 
to  urge. 

Dea.  What  has  that  bow  to  do,  if  thou  hasi  j...iiCQ  on 
thy  side? 

Apo.  Tis  my  habit  ever  to  carry  it. 

Dea.  Ay,  and  to  help  this  house  more  than  is  right. 

Apo.  The  reason  is,  I  cannot  bear  a  friend's  distress. 

Dea.  Wilt  rob  me  of  this  second  corpse  likewise  ? 

Apo.  Come !  I  did  not  take  the  other  from  thee  by  violence. 

Dea.  Then  how  is  it  he  lives  above  the  earth  and  not 
beneath  ? 

Apo.   He  gave  his  wife  instead,  her  whom  now  thou  art 
come  to  fetch. 

Dea.  Yea,   and   I   will   bear   her   hence  to   the   nether 
world. 

Apo.  Take  her  and  go,  for  I  do  not  suppose  I  can  per- 
suade thee. 

De.\.  To  slay  my  rightful  victim  ?     Why,  that  is  my  ap- 
pointed task. 

Apo.  Nay,  but  to  lay  thy  deadly  hand  on  those  who  soon 
would  die. 

Dea.  I  see  thy  drift,  thy  eager  plea. 

Apo.  Is  it  then  possible  that  Alcestis  should  attain  old 
age? 

Dea.  It  is  not  possible ;  I  too,  methinks,  find  a  pleasure 
in  my  rights. 

Thou  canst  not  anyhow  take  more  than  one  life. 
Dea.  When  young  lives  die  I  reap  a  higher  honour. 
Apo.  Should  she  die  old,  a  sumptuous  funeral  will  she 
have. 
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Dea.  Phoibus,  the  law  thou  layest  down  is  all  in  favour 
of  the  rich. 

Apo.  What  mean'st  thou  ?  art  so  wise,  and  I  never  knew  it? 
Dea.      1  hose  who  have  wealth  would  buy  the  chance  of 
their  dymg  old. 

,      Apo.   It  seems  then  thou  wilt  not  grant  me  this  favour. 

Dea.  Not  I ;  my  customs  well  thou  knowest. 

Apo.  That  I  do,  customs  men  detest  and  gods  abhor. 

Dea.  Thou  canst  not  realise  every  lawless  wish 

Apo.  Mark  me,  thou  shalt  have  a  check  for  all  thy  exces- 
sive  fierceness ;  such  a  hero  shall  there  come  to  Pheres' 
halls,  by  Eurystheus  sent  to  fetch  a  team  of  steeds  from  the 
wintry  world  of  Thrace ;  he,  a  guest  awhile  in  these  halls  of 
Admetus,  will  wrest  this  woman  from  thee  by  sheer  force 
So  wilt  thou  get  no  thanks  from  me  but  yet  wilt  do  this  all 
the  same,  and  earn  my  hatred  too.' 

Dea.  Thou  wilt  not  gain  thy  purpose  any  the  more  for 
all  thy  many  words ;  that  woman  shall  to  Hades' halls  go 
down       tell  thee.     Lo!  I  am  going  for  her,  that  with  the 

hTk  u  n"''''^  ^^'"  ""^  ''^^''  ^^'  ^^  ^^^s^  hair  this  sword 
doth  hallow  is  sacred  to  the  gods  below. 

Semicho.  I.^  What   means   this  silence  in   front  of  the 
palace?  why  is  the  house  of  Admetus  stricken  dumb? 

Semicho.  II.  Not  one  friend  near  to  say  if  we  must  mourn 
our  queen  as  dead,  or  if  she  liveth  yet  and  sees  the  sun 
Alcestis,  daughter  of  Pelias,  by  me  and  all  esteemed  the 
best  of  wives  to  her  husband. 

Semicho  I.   Doth   any  of  you  hear  a  groan,  or  sound 
of  hands  that  smite  together,  o-  the  voice  of  lamentation 
telling  all  ,s  over  and  done?     Vet  is  there  no  servant  sta- 

Dindorf  rejects  these  two  lines, 
chlr!^  l^K  ^^'•^ngement  of  the  following  dialogue  between  the  divided 
choru    I  have  mamly  been  guide<i   by  Paley,  though  I  believe  the  last 
three  hnesass.gned  by  him  to  a  Semichorus  are  said  as  the  two  bancU 
are  re  unit.n-  preparatory  to  chanting  ihcir  ode. 
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tioned  about  the  gate,  no,  not  one.     O  come,  thou  saving 
god,  to  smooth  the  swelling  waves  of  woe  !' 

Semicho.  II.  Surely,  were  she  dead,  they  would  not  be 
so  still. 

Semicho.  I.  Maybe  her  corpse  is  not  yet  from  the  house 
borne  forth. 

Semicho.  IL  Whence  that  inference?  I  am  not  so  san- 
guine.    What  gives  thee  confidence? 

Semicho.  I.  How  could  Admetus  let  his  noble  wife  go 
unattended  to  the  grave  ? 

Semicho.  II.  Before  the  gates  I  see  no  lustral  water  from 
the  spring,  as  custom  doth  ordain  should  be  at  the  gates  of 
the  dead,  no  shorn  lock  lies  on  the  threshold,  which,  as  thou 
knowest,  falls  in  mourning  for  the  dead,  no  choir  of  maidens 
smites  its  youthful '  palms  together. 

Semicho.  I.  And  yet  this  is  the  appointed  day. 

Semicho.  II.  What  meanest  thou  by  this? 

Semicho.  I.  The  day  appointed  for  the  journey  to  the 
world  below. 

Semicho.  II.  Thou  hast  touched  me  to  the  heart,  e'en  to 
the  soul. 

Cho.  Whoso  from  his  youth  up  has  l)een  accounted 
virtuous,  needs  must  weep  to  see  the  good  suddenly  cut  off. 
Tis  done ;  no  single  spot  in  all  the  world  remains  whither 
one  might  steer  a  course,  either  to  Lycia^  or  to  the  parched 
abodes*  of  Ammon  to  release  the  hapless  lady's  soul;  on 
comes  death  with  step  abrupt,  nor  know  I  to  whom  I 
should  go  of  all  who  at  the  gods*  altars  offer  sacrifice.  Only 
the  son  of  Phoebus,'  if  he  yet  saw  this  light  of  day— Ah !  then 

^  fi^raKvfiioc.  Liddell  and  Scott  *'  between  two  waves  of  misery," 
j.f.  causing  a  short  lull. 

'  Dindorf  restores  ifaXz/c  for  vioXaio,  a  doubtful  word,  apparen:ly 
not  used  as  an  adjective.     Cf.  Liddell  and  Scott. 

'  To  a  shrine  of  Apollo. 

*  The  temple  of  Zeus  Amnion  in  the  deserts  of  Libya. 

•  Asclepius,  who  had  been  slain  by  Zeus,  for  raising  the  dead  to  life. 
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might  she  have  left  the  dart   oK^^         j 

and  have  come  a^l  n    r.    J  ./  ^"^  ^^'^'  ^^  ^^^^s 

mvc  tome  again,  for  he  wou  d  raise  th^  H^o^  4.    iv 

•.»  that  the  thunderbolt's  forked  flame    Juried  bv  7  ' 
sorrows  find  no  cure.  ^^unaant  sacrifice  j  yet  our 

sha'f  I  Lz:tu.':zzTc  'r'""'''  ^^^"'-^^  ^-^^^ 

■^  aught  happeneth    o  one's  LaSe'r    "TrT "  ''  P^'^"^^' 
whejher  our  lady  st.,1  is  U.^^'^,^  [ZoT'  ''''' 

M A?n  \h^'      '^  :^'"  "'"  ''™"  P^^"'^"  be  alive,  yet  dead  ? 
MA.D.  She  .s  s.nk,ng  even  now,  and  at  her  la  t  gasp 
a  CHO.  My  poor  master  i  how  sad  thy  lot  to  lose^good 

^.  M.,a  He  did  not  know  his  loss,  until  the  blow  fell  on 

Cho.  Is  there  then  no  more  a  hope  of  saving  her  ? 
Mau,.  None;  the  fated  day  comes  on  so  fasl 

her  body  /'       "  '"'  "'"^  ''"  '''''''  ''^'"S  P>-e  o'er 

JyZ  ""'''''  ^"""""  '^  ^^^^>-'  "••'"-i"'  her  lord  will 

what  she  did  w  thfn  r  I'  ''"' "'^^  ^^alt  hear  with  wonder 
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Standing  before  the  altar-hearth,  she  prayed,  "  Mistress 
mine,  behold  !  I  pass  beneath  the  earth  ;  to  thee  in  sup- 
pliant wise  will  I  my  latest  prayer  address  ;  be  mother  to  my 
orphans,  and  to  my  boy  unite  a  loving  bride,  to  my 
daughter  a  noble  husband.  Let  them  not  die,  as  I,  their 
mother,  perish  now,  untimely  in  their  youth,  but  let  them 
live  their  glad  lives  out,  happy  in  their  native  land."  To 
every  altar  in  Admetus'  halls  she  went  and  crowned  them 
and  prayed,  plucking  from  myrtle  boughs  their  foliage,  with 
never  a  tear  or  groan,  nor  did  her  coming  trouble  change 
the  colour  of  her  comely  face.  Anon  into  her  brkUl  bower 
she  burst,  and  then  her  tears  brake  forth  and  thus  she  cried, 
*^  O  couch,  whereon  I  loosed  my  maiden  state  for  the  man 
in  whose  cause  I  die,  farewell !  no  hate  I  feel  for  thee  ;  for 
me  alone  hast  thou  undone,  dying  as  I  die  from  fear  of 
betraying  thee  and  my  lord.  Some  other  wife  will  make 
thee  hers,  more  blest  maybe  than  me,  but  not  more  chaste." 
And  she  fell  upon  her  knees  and  kissed  it,  till  with  her 
gushing  tears  the  whole  bed  was  wet.  At  last,  when  she 
had  had  her  fill  of  weeping,  she  tore  herself  from  the  bed 
and  hurried  headlong  forth,  and  oft  as  she  was  leaving  the 
chamber  turned  she  back  and  cast  herself  once  more  upon 
the  couch  ;  while  her  children  were  weeping  as  they  clung 
to  their  mother's  robes  ;  but  she  took  them  each  in  turn  in 
her  arms  and  kissed  them  fondly,  as  a  dying  mother  might. 
And  all  the  servants  in  the  house  fell  a-crying  in  sorrow  for 
their  mistress ;  but  she  held  out  her  hand  to  each,  nor  was 
there  one  so  mean  but  she  gave  him  a  word  and  took  his 
answer  back.  Such  are  the  sorrows  in  the  halls  of  Admetus. 
Dying  he  had  died  once  for  all,  but  by  avoiding  death  he 
hath  a  legacy  of  grief  that  he  will  ne'er  forget. 

Cho.  Doubtless  Admetus  sorrows  in  this  calamity,  if  he 
must  lose  so  good  a  wife. 

Maid.  Ah  yes  !  he  weeps,  holding  in  his  arms  his  darling 
wife,  and  prays  her  not  to  leave  him,  impossible  request ! 
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short  andtant  .h"  """     '""^  ^'^"^^  ^^^  ^^^^^  come 
Short  and  scant,  she  yearns  to  gaze  yet  on  the  sunshine  for 

nevermore,  but  now  the  last  and  latest  time  her   ye  shaU  see 

?  r  "sTot"  ,     ^\'  ''''  ^^'  ^'>'  ^^—  to'Lnolce 
for    tis  not  a  1  who  have  the  goodwill  to  stand   by  thei 

masters  with  kmdly  hearts  in  adversity.     But  thou  of  old 
hast  been  my  master's  friend. 

Cho.  O  Zeus,  what  way  out  of  these  sorrows  can  be  found  > 
how  can  we  loose  the  bonds  of  fate  that  bind  our  lord  "      ' 

Comes  some  one  forth  >    Am  t  of 
and  cast  the  sable  robe  about  m"?        ""  '°  ^"^  ™>-  '^^'^' 

prav-°£'ihl''  '^  ''"  ''"'"'^■'  '"""'^^ '  ^""  '^'  "^  to  heaven 
pra)  ,  for  the  gods'  power  is  very  great 

fron,  t?  ^*""'  '^"■'''  ^°'  ^'^"'^'"^  ^»'««  -"eans  of  escape 
ironi  lus  sorrows.  ta'^pe 

Ves,  yes  contrive  it ;  for  thou  in  days  gone  bv  did.t  fin^ 

Is  not  this  enough  to  make  thee  slay  thyself  ah  i  mnr-  ,., 
cause  enough  .0  t.e  the  noose  aloft  aVdfit  t  .0   H^nec  ' 

no  :;rS;  de  ^b:;' V'°"  rrr  '"^  ^^--^  °^  ^-  "-was 
ucre  y  aear,  but  dearest  of  the  dear 

from  th;  'htse;'^  ^°""'  ^^^"  "°-'  ""  ''-^^-^  ««h  her. 

-So' as"ii:h"'s:r'''  °  '"^'  °'  ^''''^'  -"  ^-  'he  best  of 
Hadi^'loXio"  ""  "■""  ^'^  P^"^^  '"-"^  "^^  -""  to 

These  two  Iine<:   nf  fr.„       .  ^  translation, 

'ejected  by  nLc"  '  °'"  '"""""  '"  G^^''  '^^-''y.  -«  here 
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Never,  never  will  I  say  that  marriage  brings  more  joy 
than  grief,  as  I  conjecture  by  the  past  and  witness  these 
misfortunes  of  our  king,  for  he  "when  widowed  of  this  noble 
wife  will  for  the  future  lead  a  life  that  is  no  life  at  all. 

Alc.  O  sun-god,  lamp  of  day  !  O  scudding  clouds  that 
dance  along  the  sky  ! 

Adm.  He  sees  us  both  with  anguish  bowed,  albeit  guiltless 
of  any  crime  against  the  gods,  for  the  which  thy  death  is  due. 

Alc.  O  earth,  O  sheltering  roof,  and  ye  my  maiden 
chambers  in  my  native  land  lolcos  ! 

Adm.  Lift  thyself,  unhappy  wife,  forsake  me  not ;  entreat 
the  mighty  gods  to  pity  us. 

Alc.  I  see  the  two-oared  skiff,  I  see  it ;  and  Charon, 
death's  ferryman,  his  hand  upon  the  boatman's  pole,  is 
calling  me  e'en  now,  "  Why  lingerest  thou  ?  Hasten.  Thou 
art  keeping  me."    Thus  in  his  eager  haste  he  hurries  me. 

Adm.  Ah  me !  bitter  to  me  is  this  voyage  thou  speakest 
of.     Unhappy  wife,  what  woes  are  ours  ! 

Alc.  One  draws  me,  draws  me  hence,  seest  thou  not  ? 
to  the  courts  of  death,  winged  Hades  glaring  from  beneath 
his  dark  brows.  What  wilt  thou  with  me?  Unhand  me. 
On  what  a  journey  am  I  setting  out,  most  wretched  woman  I  ! 

Adm.  Bitter  journey  to  thy  friends,  yet  most  of  all  to  me 
and  to  thy  babes,  the  partners  in  this  sorrow. 

Alc.   Hands  off  !  hands  off  at  once  ! 

Lay  me  down,  I  cannot  stand.  Hades  standeth  near* 
and  with  its  gloom  steals  night  upon  my  eyes. 

O  my  children,  my  children,  ye  have  no  mother  now. 
Fare  ye  well,  my  babes,  live  on  beneath  the  light  ! 

Adm.  Woe  is  me  !  this  is  a  message  of  sorrow  to  me, 
worse  than  aught  that  death  can  do.  Steel  not  thy  heart  to 
leave  me,  I  implore,  by  heaven,  by  thy  babes  whom  thou 
wilt  make  orphans  ;  nay,  raise  thyself,  have  courage.  For 
if  thou  die  I  can  no  longer  live ;  my  life,  my  death  are  in 
thy  hands;  thy  love  is  what  I  worship. 
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Alc.  Admetus,  lo !  thou  seest  how  it  is  with  me ;  to  thee 
I  fam  would  tell  my  wishes  ere  I  die.     Thee  I  st  before 
myself,  and  mstead  of  living  have  ensured  thy  life  and  so  I 
die,  though  I  need  not  have  died  for  thee,  bu    might  have 
taken  for  my  husband  whom  I  would  of  the  T^ess  Ibns 
and  have  had  a  home  blest  with  royal  power  ;  reftof  thee 
With  my  children  orphans,  I  cared  not  to  live  no     thou/h 
crowned  wuh  youth's  fair  gifts,  wherein  I  used  to  ^^    did  I 
grudge  them.     Yet  the  father  that  begat  thee,  the  mo  he 
that  bare  thee,  gave  thee  up,  though  they  had  re;ched  a  t  me 
of  life  when  to  die  were  well,  so  saving  thee  their  child  Z 
winnmg  noble  death.     For  thou  weft  their  on  yll'  Tor 

A^dtLT/j^'  7'^:  '^^"  ^''''  '^^'^  of  other  oSring 
And  I  should  have  lived  and  thou  the  remnant  of  our  day!" 
nor  woudst  thou  have  wept  thy  wife's  loss,  nor  have  had  an 
orphan  family.     But  some  god  hath  caused  these  things  to 

tu?e7"'''^""     ^"^"^^-^    Remember  thou    hg^.; 
tude  due  to  me  for  this  •  vea  for  T  ch.u  ,    V  ^ 

iv^i  tiiia ,  yea,  lor  1  snail  never  ask  fhp^  frit- 

an  adequate  return,  for  naught  is  pri^ed  more  1  .g  "ban 
our  hfe ;  but  just  ,s  my  request,  as  thou  thyself  must  sT 
s  nee  thou  no  less  than  I  dost  love  these  children  ^f  1  7' 
tlvou  thi„,,.  ,,ght.  Be  content  to  let  thet'u  my  house' 
and  do  not  marry  a  new  wife  to  be  a  stepmother  to  these 
ch.ldren,  for  she  from  jealousy,  if  so  she  be  a  woman  worL 

uruntr  Th'"?  '"'  '"  "^"'^  ^«^>-'  the  cSr:  Tf 
sten^^r    u     '"  ^°  ""'  ""^'  ^  "^^  ''^^^e-h  thee.»    For  the 

epmother  that  succeeds,  hateth  children  of  a  former  mith 
cruel  as  the  viper's  are  her  tender  mercies.     A  son  'tis  tm. 

-aenhoodbersL-t^^^Sf--^^^^^^^ 

spurbuT'  "'"""  ""^  ""'^'  ""'^   "'-'   """'''  the  .wo  next   are 
iA^IZ:"^"^  '"-  '-e  in  brackets  as  s-ospicious.     Nauck  omi.s  it 
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be  of  thy  father's  wife  ?  She  may  fasten  on  thee  some  foul 
report  in  thy  youthful  bloom,  and  frustrate  thy  marriage. 
Never  shall  thy  mother  lead  thee  to  the  bridal  bed,  nor  by 
her  presence  in  thy  travail  hearten  thee,  my  child,  when  a 
mother's  kindness  triumphs  over  all.  No,  for  I  must  die ; 
and  lo !  this  evil  cometh  to  me  not  to-morrow  nor  yet  on 
the  third  day  of  the  month,  but  in  a  moment  shall  I  be 
counted  among  the  souls  that  are  no  more.  Fare  ye  well, 
be  happy;  and  thou,  husband,  canst  boast  thou  hadst  a 
peerless  wife,  and  you,  children,  that  you  had  such  an  one 
for  mother. 

Cho.  Take  heart ;  I  do  not  hesitate  to  answer  for  him ; 
he  will  perform  all  this,  unless  his  mind  should  go  astray. 

Adm.   It  shall  be  so,  fear  not,  it  shall ;  alive  thou  wert 

the  only  wife  I  had,  and  dead  shall   thou,  none  else,  be 

called  mine ;  no  Thessalian  maid  shall  ever  take  thy  place 

and  call  me  lord ;  not  though  she  spring  from  lineage  high 

nor  though  besides  she  be  the  fairest  of  her  sex.     Of  children 

I  have  enough ;  god  grant  I  may  in  them  be  blessed!  for  in 

thee  has  it  been  otherwise.     No  year-long  mourning  will  I 

keep  for  thee,  but  all  my  life  through,  lady  :  loathing  the 

mother  that  bare  me,  and  hating  my  father,  for  they  were 

friends  in  word  but  not  in  deed.     But  thou  didst  give  thy 

dearest  for  my  life  and  save  it.     May  I  not  then  mourn  to 

lose  a  wife  like  thee  ?    And  I  will  put  an  end  to  revelry,  to 

social  gatherings  o'er  the  wine,  forego  the  festal  crown  and 

music  which  once  reigned  in  my  halls.     For  nevermore  will 

I  touch  the  lyre  nor  lift  my  soul  in  song  to  the  Libyan  flute, 

for  thou  hast  taken  with  thee  all  my  joy  in  life.     But  in  my 

bed  thy  figure  shall  be  laid  full  length,  by  cunning  artists 

fashioned ;    thereon  will  I  throw  myself  and,  folding  my 

arms  about  thee,  call  upon  thy  name,  and  think  I  hold  my 

dear  wife  in  my  embrace,  although  I  do  not ;  chill  comfort 

this,  no  doubt,  but  still  I  shall  relieve  my  soul  of  its  sad 

weight ;  and  thou  wilt  come  to  me  in  dreams  and  gladden 
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me.     For  sweet  it  is  to  see  our  ftiends,  come  they  when 
they  will,  e'en  by  night.  ^ 

Had  I  the  tongue,  the  tuneful  voice  of  Orpheus  to  charm 
nemeters  daughter  or  her  husband  by  my  lay  and  bring 
thee  back  from  Hades,  I  had  gone  down,  nor  Pluto's  hound! 
nor  Charon,  ferryman  of  souls,  whose  hand  is  on  the  oar 
had  held  mo  back,  t.ll  to  the  light  I  had  restored  the^ 
ahve.  At  least  do  thou  await  me  there,  against  the  hour  1 
die.  prepare  a  home  for  me  to  be  my  true  wife  still  For  in 
this  same  cedar  coffin  I  will  bid  these  children  lay  me  with 
thee  and  stretch  my  limbs  by  thine ;    for  never  even  in 

them  aT''  "'""^'^  ^'°™  '^^^'  ^'°"*  ^"""'^  '"*'"'f"»  "^ 

h.^^'  ^"^  '•  [  T"  T"  '^"^  *'"'  '^''  "^y  '""""'ing  for 
her,  friend  with  friend  ;  for  this  is  but  her  due 

Alc.  My  children,  ye  with  your  own  ears  have  heard 
your  fathers  promise,  that  he  will  never  wed  another  wife 
to  set  her  over  you,  nor  e'er  dishonour  me. 

Adm.  Yea,  so  I  promise  now,  and  accomplish  it  I  will 
hand*^'  °"  ""^^  conditions  receive  the  children  from  my 

Ad.m.  I  receive  them,  dear  pledges  by  a  dear  hand  given, 
babes^'  "^  ^'^"  ^""^  ^  ^   '"°"'^'  '°  "'«? 

Adm.  Sore  will  be  their  need  when  they  are  reft  of  thee 

Alc.  O  my  children.  I  am  passing  to  that  world  below 
when  my  life  was  needed  most. 

Adm.  Ah  me,  what  can  I  do  bereft  of  thee  ? 

Alc.  Thy  sorrow  Time  will  soothe ;  'tis  the  dead  who 
are  as  naught. 

^Adm.  Take  me,  O  take  me,  I  beseech,  with  thee  'neath  the 

Alc.  Enough  that  I  in  thy  stead  am  dying. 

Adm.  O  Destiny  I  of  what  a  wife  art  thou  despoiling  me ! 

«LC.  U) !  the  darkness  deepens  on  my  drooping  eyes. 
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Adm.   Lost  indeed  am  I,  if  thou,  dear  wife,   wilt  really 

leave  me. 

Alc.  Thou  mayst  speak  of  me  as  naught,  as  one  whose 

life  is  o'er. 

Adm.  Lift  up  thy  face,  leave  not  thy  children. 

Alc.  'Tis  not  my  own  free  will ;  O  my  babes,  farewell ! 

Adm.  Look,  look  on  them  but  once. 

Alc.  My  end  is  come.  ^ 

Adm.  What  mean'st  thou  ?  art  leaving  us  ? 

Alc.  Farewell ! 

Adm.  Lost !  lost !  woe  is  me  ! 

Cho.  She  is  gone,  the  wife  of  Admetus  is  no  more. 

EuM.  O  my  hard  fate  I  My  mother  has  passed  to  the 
realms  below  ;  she  lives  no  more,  dear  father,  'neath  the 
sun.  Alas  for  her !  she  leaves  us  ere  her  time  and  to  me 
bequeaths  an  orphan's  life.  Behold  that  staring  eye,  those 
nerveless  hands  !  Hear  me,  mother,  hear  me,  I  implore  ! 
*tis  I  who  call  thee  now,  I  thy  tender  chick,  printing  my 
kisses  on  thy  lips. 

Adm.  She  cannot  hear,  she  cannot  see ;  a  heavy  blow 
hath  fortune  dealt  us,  you  children  and  me. 

Eum.  O  father,  I  am  but  a  child  to  have  my  loving  mother 
leave  me  here  alone ;  O  cruel  my  fate,  alas  !  anct  thine,  my 
sister,  sharer  in  my  cup  of  woe.  Woe  to  thee,  father !  in 
vain,  in  vain  didst  thou  take  a  wife  and  hast  not  reached  the 
goal  of  eld  with  her ;  for  she  is  gone  before,  and  now  that 
thou  art  dead,  my  mother,  our  house  is  all  undone. 

Cho.  Admetus,  these  misfortunes  thou  must  bear.  Thou 
art  by  no  means  the  first  nor  yet  shalt  be  the  last  of  men 
to  lose  a  wife  of  worth  ;  know  this,  we  all  of  us  are  debtors 
u  ito  death. 

Adm.  I  understand  ;  this  is  no  sudden  flight  of  ill  hither; 
I  was  ware  of  it  and  long  have  pined.  But  since  I  am  to 
carry  the  dead  forth  to  her  burial,  stay  here  with  me  and  to 
that  inexorable  god  in  Hades  raise  your  antiphone.     While 


I 


ALCESTIS. 


129 


1 


to  all  Thessalians  in  my  realm  I  do  proclaim  a  general 
mourning  for  this  lady,  with  hair  shorn  ofif  and  robes  of  sable 
hue ;  all  ye  who  harness  steeds  for  cars,  or  single  horses  ride 
cut  off  their  manes  with  the  sharp  steel.  Hush'd  be  every 
pipe,  silent  every  lyre  throughout  the  city  till  twelve  full 
moons  are  past ;  for  never  again  shall  I  bury  one  whom  I 
love  more,  no  !  nor  one  more  loyal  to  me  ;  honour  from  me 
IS  her  due,  for  she  for  me  hath  died,  she  and  she  alone. 
•  [^.i^-/////  Admetus  a^id  Eumelus,  wvM  /Ae  other 

children, 
Cho.  Daughter  of  Pelias,  be  thine  a  happy  life  in  that 
sunless   home   in    Hades'   halls!    Let    Hades   know,    that 
swarthy  god,  and  that  old  man  who  sils  to  row  and  steer 
alike  at  his  death-ferry,  that  he  hath  carried  o'er  the  lake  of 
Acheron  m  his  two-oared  skiff  a  woman  peerless  amidst  her 
sex.     Oft  of  thee  the  Muses'  votaries  shall  sing  on  the  seven- 
stringed  mountain  shell  and  in  hymns  that  need  no  harp,^ 
glorifying  thee,  oft  as  the  season  in  his  cycle  cometh  round 
at  Sparta  in  that  Carnean '  month  when  all  night  long  the 
moon  sails  high  o'erhead,  yea,  and  in  splendid  Athens,  happy 
town.     So  glorious  a  theme  has  thy  death  bequeathed  to 
tuneful  bards.     Would  it  were  in  my  power  and  range  to 
bring  thee  to  the  light  from  the  chambers  of  Hades  and  the 
streams  of  Cocytus  with  the  oar  that  sweeps  yon  nether 
flood  !    For  thou,  and  thou  alone,   most   dear  of  women, 
hadst  the  courage  to  redeem  thy  husband  from  Hades  in 
exchange  for  thy  own  life.     Light  lie  the  earth  above  thee, 
lady  !     And  if  ever  thy  lord  take  to  him  a  new  wife,  I  vow 
he  will  earn  my  hatred  and  thy  children's  too.     His  mother 
had  no  heart  to  plunge  into  the  darkness  of  the  tomb  for  her 

i.e.  Epic  poetry. 
^'  A  reference  to  the  Camcan  festival,  held  in  honour  of  Apollo,  by 
the  Dorians  of  Peloponnesus,   especially  by  the   Spartans,  for  nine 
successive  days  in  the  month  Metageitnion,  i.e,  April,  hence  called  the 
Carnean  month. 
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son,  no  !  nor  his  aged  sire/  Their  own  child  they  had  not 
the  courage  to  rescue,  the  wretches  !  albeit  they  were  grey- 
headed. Hut  thou  in  thy  youth  and  beauty  hast  died  for  thy 
lord  and  gone  thy  way.  O  be  it  mine  to  have  for  partner 
such  a  loving  wife  1  for  this  lot  is  rare  in  life.  Surely  she 
should  be  my  help-meet  all  my  life  and  never  cause  one  tear. 

Her.  Mine  hosts,  dwellers  on  this  Pheraean  soil  !  say, 
shall  I  find  Admetus  in  the  house? 

Cho.  The  son  of  Pheres  is  within,  Heracles.  Tell  me 
what  need  is  bringing  thee  to  the  Thessalian  land,  to  visit 
this  city  of  the  Pherxans  ? 

Hec.  I  am  performing  a  labour  for  Tirynthian  Kurystheus. 

Cho.  And  whither  art  thou  journeying  ?  on  w  hat  wander- 
ing art  thou  forced  to  go  ? 

Her.  To  fetch  the  chariot-steeds  of  Thracian  Diomedes. 

Cho.  How  canst  thou  ?  art  a  stranger  to  the  ways  of  thy 
host  ? 

Her.  I  am  ;  for  never  yet  have  I  gone  to  the  land  of  the 
Bistones. 

Cho    Thou  canst  not  master  his  horses  without  fighting. 

Her.  Siill  I  cannot  refuse  these  labours. 

Cho.  Then  shalt  thou  slay  them  and  return,  or  thyself  be 
s'ain  and  stay  there. 

Her.  It  will  not  be  the  first  hard  course  that  I  have  run. 

Cho.  And  what  will  be  thy  gain,  suppose  thou  master 
their  lord? 

Her.  The  steeds  will  I  drive  away  to  the  Tirynthian  king. 

Cho.  No  easy  task  to  bit  their  jaws. 

Her.  Easy  enough,  unless  their  nostrils  vomit  fire. 

Cho.  With  ravening  jaws  they  rend  the  limbs  of  men. 

Her.  Thou  speakest  of  the  food  of  mountain  beasts,  not 
of  horses. 

Cho.  Their  mangers  blood-bedabbled  thou  shalt  see. 

*  A  line  is  here  wantin(^  in  the  MSS.,  but  its  absence  does  not  destroy 
the  sense. 
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Her.  Whose  son  doth  he  who  feeds  them  boast  to  be? 

Cho.  Ares'  son,  king  of  the  golden  targe  of  Thrace. 

Her.  This  toil  again  is  but  a  pieceof  my  ill-luck;  hard  it 
ever  is  and  still  is  growing  steeper,  if  I  with  Ares'  own- 
begotten  sons  must  fight,  first  with  Lycaon,  next  with 
Cycnus,  while  now  I  am  bound  on  this  third  contest  to  en- 
gage  the  horses  and  their  master.  Yet  shall  no  man  ever 
see  Alcmena's  son  trembling  at  his  foemen's  prowess. 

Cho.  See  where  Admetus,  lord  of  this  land,  comes  in 
person  from  the  palace  forth. 

Ad.m.  Hail!  son  of  Zeus,  from  Perseus  sprung. 

Her.  Joy  to  thee  also,  Admetus,  king  of  Thessaly. 

Ad.m.  Would  there  were  !  yet  thy  kindly  heart  I  know  full 
well. 

Her.  Why  dost  thou  appear  with  head  shorn  thus  in 
mourning? 

Ad.m.  '1  o-day  I  am  to  bury  one  who  is  dead. 

Her.  Heaven  avert  calamity  from  thy  children  ! 

Ad.m.  'I'he  children  1  have  begotten  are  alive  within  my 
house. 

Her.  Thy  father  maybe  is  gone;  well,  he  was  ripe  to  go. 
Ad.m.  No,  Heracles,  he  lives ;  my  mother  too. 
Her.  It  cannot  be  thy  wife  is  dead,  thy  Alcestis? 
A  DM.  I  can  a  twofold  tale  tell  about  her. 
Her.  Dost  mean  that  she  is  dead,  or  living  still  ? 
Ad.m.  She  lives,  yet  lives  no  more  ;  that  is  my  grief. 
Her.  I  am  no  wiser  yet ;  thy  words  are  riddles  to  me. 
Adm.  Knowest  thou  not  the  doom  she  must  undergo  ? 
Her.  I  know  she  did  submit  to  die  in  thy  stead. 
Adm.  How  then  is  she  still  alive,  if  so  she  promised  ? 
Her.  Ah !  weep  not  thy  wife  before  the  day,  put  that  ofif 
nil  then. 

Adm.  The  doomed  is  dead  :  the  dead  no  more  exists. 
Her.  Men  count  to  be  and  not  to  be  something  apart. 
Adm.  Thy  verdict  this,  O  Heracles,  mine  another. 
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Her.  Why  weepest  then  ?  which  of  thy  dear  ones  is  the 
dead? 

Adm.  Tis  a  woman  ;  I  spoke  of  a  woman  just  now. 

Her.  a  stranger,  or  one  of  thine  own  kin  ? 

Adm.  a  stranger,  yet  in  another  sense  related  to  my  house. 

Her.  How  then  came  she  by  her  death  in  house  of  thine  ? 

Adm.  Her  father  dead,  she  lived  here  as  an  or[)han. 

Her.  Ah !  would  I  had  found  thee  free  from  grief, 
Admetus  ! 

Adm.  With  what  intent  dost  thou  devise  this  speech  ? 

Her.  I  will  seek  some  other  friendly  hearth. 

Adm.  Never,  O  prince !  Heaven  forefend  such  dire  dis- 
grace ! 

Her.  A  guest  is  a  burden  to  sorrowing  friends,  if  come 
he  should. 

Adm.  The  dead  are  dead.     Come  in. 

Her.  To  feast  in  a  friend's  house  of  sorrow  is  shameful. 

Adm.  The  guest  chambers  lie  apart,  whereto  we  will  con- 
duct thee. 

Her.  Let  me  go;  ten  thousandfold  shall  be  my  thanks 
to  thee. 

Adm.  Thou  must  not  go  to  any  other  hearth.  (To  a 
Servant.)  Go  before,  open  the  guest-rooms  that  face  not 
these  chambers,  and  bid  my  stewards  see  there  is  plenty  of 
food ;  then  shut  the  doors  that  lead  into  the  courtyard ;  for 
'tis  not  seemly  that  guests  when  at  their  meat  should  hear 
the  voice  of  weeping  or  be  made  sad.         [Exit  Heracles. 

Cho.  What  doest  thou  ?  With  such  calamity  before  thee, 
hast  thou  the  heart,  Admetus,  to  welcome  visitors  ?  What 
means  this  folly  ? 

Adm.  Well,  and  if  I  had  driven  him  from  my  house  and 
city  when  he  came  to  be  my  guest,  wouldst  thou  have 
praised  me  more  ?  No  indeed  !  for  my  calamity  would  have 
been  no  whit  less,  while  I  should  have  been  more  churlish. 
And  this  would  have  been  another  woe  to  add  to  mine,  thai 
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my  house  should  be  called  no  friend  to  guests.  Yea,  and  I 
find  him  myself  the  best  of  hosts  whene'er  to  Argos'  thirsty 
land  I  come.  ^ 

Cho  Why  then  didst  thou  conceal  thy  present  misfor- 
tune,  if,  as  thy  own  lips  declare,  it  was  a  friend  that  came  ? 

Adm.  He  would  never  have  entered  my  house,  had  he 
known  aught  of  my  distress.  Maybe  there  are  who  think 
me  but  a  fool  for  acting  thus,  and  these  will  blame  me  •  but 
my  halls  have  never  learnt  to  drive  away  or  treat  with  scorn 
my  guests. 

Cho.  O  home  of  hospitality,  thrown  open  by  thy  lord  to 
all  now  and  ever  !     In  thee  it  was  that  Pythian  Apollo  the 
sweet  harper,  deigned  to  make  his  home,  and  in  thy  halls 
was  content  to  lead  a  shepherd's  life,  piping  o'er  the  slopim. 
downs  shepherd's  madrigals  to  thy    flocks.     And   spotted 
lynxes  couched  amid  his  sheep  in  joy  to  hear  his  melody 
and  the  lions»  tawny  troop  left  the  glen  of  Othrys  and  came  • 
came  too  the  dappled  fawn  on  nimble  foot  from  beyond  the 
crested  pmes  and  frisked  about  thy  lyre,  O  Phoebus,  for  very 
joy  at   thy   gladsome   minstrelsy.     And  so  it  is  thy  lord 
mhabits  a  home  rich  in  coumless  flocks  by  Boebe's  lovely 
mere,  bounding  his  tilled  corn-land  and  his  level  pastures 
^■ith  the  dime  of  the  Molossi  near  the  sun's  dark  stable 
and    holding   sway    as    far  as  the    harbourless   strand   ot 
the  Agean   'neath    Pelion's   shadow.     Now  too   hath  he 
opened  wide  his  house  and  welcomed  a  guest  although  his 
eye  IS  wet  with  tears  in  mourning  for  his  wife  so  dear  but 
lately  dead  within  his  halls ;  yea,  for  noble  birth  to  noble 
Reeling  ,s  inclined.^     And  in  the  good  completest  wisdom 
^>^ells;  and  at  my  heart  sits  the  bold  belief  that  heaven's 
sei-vant  will  be  blesed. 

Adm.  Men  of  Pherae,  kindly  gathered  here,  lo  !  even  now 
my  servants  are  bearing  the  corpse  with  all  its  trappings 
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shoulder-high  to   the   funeral   pyre    for    burial  ;   do  ye,   as 
custom  bids,  salute  the  dead  on  her  last  journey  starting. 

Cho.  Look  !  I  see  thy  father  advancing  with  aged  step, 
and  servants  too  bearing  in  their  arms  adornment  for  thy 
wife,  offerings  for  the  dead. 

Phe.  My  son,  I  come  to  share  thy  sorrow,  for  thou  hast 
lost  a  noble,  peerless  wife;  that  no  man  will  deny.  Vet 
must  thou  needs  bear  this  blow,  hard  though  it  be.  Accept 
this  garniture,  and  let  it  go  beneath  the  earth,  for  rightly  is 
her  body  honoured,  since  she  died  to  save  thy  life,  my  son, 
and  gave  me  back  my  child,  suffering  me  not  to  lose  thee 
and  pine  away  in  an  old  age  of  sorrow.  Thus  by  the 
generous  deed  she  dared,  hath  she  made  her  life  a  noble 
example  for  all  her  sex.  P'arewell  to  thee,  who  hast  saved 
this  son  of  mine  and  raised  me  up  when  falling  ;  be  thine  a 
happy  lot  even  in  Hades'  halls !  Such  marriages  I  declare 
are  gain  to  man,  else  to  wed  is  not  worth  while. 

Adm.  Thou  hast  come  uncalled  by  me  to  this  burial, 
nor  do  I  count  thy  presence  as  a  friendly  act.  Never  shall 
she  be  clad  in  any  garniture  of  thine,  nor'  in  her  burial  will 
she  need  aught  of  thine.  Thou  shouldst  have  shewn  thy  sym- 
pathy at  the  time  my  doom  was  sealed.  But  thou  didst 
stand  aloof  and  let  another  die,  though  thou  wert  old,  the 
victim  young  ;  shalt  thou  then  mourn  the  dead  ?  Methinks 
thou  wert  no  real  sire  of  mine  nor  was  she  my  true  mother 
who  calls  herself  and  is  called  so,  but^  I  was  sprung  of  slave's 
blood  and  privily  substituted  at  thy  wife's  breast.  Brought 
to  the  test  thou  hast  shewn  thy  nature ;  I  cannot  think  I 
am  thy  child  by  birth. 

By  heaven,  thou  art  the  very  pattern  of  cowards,  who  at 
thy  age,  on  the  borderland  of  life,  wouldst  not,  nay  !  couldst 
not  find  the  heart  to  die  for  thy  own  son ;  but  ye,  my 
parents,    left    to   this  stranger,   whom    I    henceforth   shall 

'  Nauck  brackets  this  line  as  spurious. 

^  Nauck  refuses  to  credit  Euripides  with  lines  638  and  639. 
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justly  hold  e  en  as  mother  and  as  father  too,  and  none  but 
her.  And  yet  'twas  a  noble  exploit  to  achieve,  to  die  to 
save  thy  son,  and  in  any  case  the  remnant  of  thy  time  to  live 
was  but  short ;  and  U  and  she  would  have  lived  the  days 
that  were  to  be,  nor  had  I  lost  my  wife  and  mourned  my 
evil  fate.     Moreover  thou   hast   had  all   treatment  that   a 

iTn?'  T  u"f  """"' '  ^"  P"'"^^^^  P^-P  ^hy  youth  was 
spent,  thou  hadst  a  son,  myself,  to  be  the  heir  of  this  thy 

home,  so  thou  hadst  no  fear  of  dying  childless  and  leaving 
thy  house  desolate,  for  strangers  to  pillage.  Nor  yet  cans°t 
thou  say  I  did  dishonour  thy  old  age  and  give  th'ee  uTto 
Che,  seemg  I  have  ever  been  to  thee  most  dutiful,  and  for 
his  thou,  my  sire,  and  she,  my  mother,  have  made  me  this 
return.  Go  then,  get  other  sons  to  tend  thy  closing  years, 
prepare  thy  body  for  the  grave,  and  lay  out  thy  corpse  Fo 
I  will  never  bury  thee  with  hand  of  mine  ;  for  I  am  dead  for 

i  .n,  V       .      "'  '  '"'  ''  '  '"^"^  ^  ^-i^-  -  another 

age  will  be.  q  is  vam,  I  see,  the  old  man's  prayer  for  death, 
his  plaints  at  age  and  life's  long  weariness.  For  if  death  do 
but  draw  near  not  one  doth  wish  to  die;  old  age  no  more 
they  count  so  burdensome.  J 

Cho.  Peace !  enough  the  present  sorrow,  0  my  son :  goad 
not  thy  father's  soul  to  fury.  ^ 

Phe.  Child,  whom  think'st  thou  art  reviling  ?  some  Lydian 
or  Phrygian  bought  with  thy  money  ?  Art  not  aware  I  am 
a  treeborn  Thessalian,  son  of  a  Thessalian  sire?  Thou  ait 
too  insolent ;  yet  from  hence  thou  shalt  not  go  as  thou 
earnest,  after  shooting  out  thy  braggart  tongue  at  me.  To 
rule  my  house  I  begat  and  bred  thee  up  ;  I  own  no  debt  of 
clying  in  thy  stead  ;  this  is  not  the  law  that  I  received  from 
my  ancestors  that  fathers  should  die  for  children,  nor  is  it  a 

o^^  n ,  w  hate  er  was  due  from  me  to  thee,  thou  hast.  Dominion 
L'ne.  65,  and  652  are  bracketed  by  Nauck  as  spurious. 
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wide  is  thine,  and  acres  broad  I  will  leave  to  thee,  for  from 
my  father  did  I  inherit  them.  How,  pray,  have  I  wronged 
thee  ?  of  what  am  I  robbing  thee  ?  Die  not  thou  for  me, 
nor  I  for  thee.  Thy  joy  is  in  the  light ;  think'st  thou  thy 
sire's  is  not  ?  By  Heaven  !  'tis  a  weary  while,  I  trow,  that 
time  beneath  the  earth,  and  life,  though  short,  is  sweet. 
Thou  at  least  didst  struggle  hard  to  'scape  thy  death,  lost  to 
shame,  and  by  her  death  dost  live  beyond  thy  destined  term. 
Dost  thou  then  speak  of  cowardice  in  me,  thou  craven  heart ! 
no  match  for  thy  wife,  who  hath  died  for  thee,  her  fine  young 
lord  ?  A  clever  scheme  hast  thou  devised  to  stave  off  death  for 
ever,  if  thou  canst  persuade  each  new  wife  to  die  instead  of 
thee;  and  dost  thou  then  taunt  thy  friends,  who  will  not  do  the 
like,  coward  as  thou  art  thyself?  Hold  thy  peace  ;  reflect, 
if  thou  dost  love  thy  life  so  well,  this  love  by  all  is  shared  ; 
yet  if  thou  wilt  speak  ill  of  me,  thyself  shalt  hear  a  full  and 
truthful  list  of  thy  own  crimes. 

Cho.  Too  long  that  list  both  now  and  heretofore ;  cease, 
father,  to  revile  thy  son. 

Adm.  Say  on,  for  I  have  said  my  say ;  but  if  it  ve.xes  thee 
to  hear  the  truth,  thou  shouldst  not  have  sinned  against  me. 

Phe.  My  sin  had  been  the  deeper,  had  I  died  for  thee. 

Adm.  What !  is  it  all  one  for  young  or  old  to  die  ? 

Phe.  To  live  one  life,  not  twain,  is  all  our  due. 

Adm.  Outlive  then  Zeus  himself! 

Phe.   Dost  curse  thy  parents,  though  unharmed  by  thera  ? 

Adm.  Yea,  for  I  see  thy  heart  is  set  on  length  of  days. 

Phe.  Is  it  not  to  save  thyself  thou   art  carrying  to  the 
tomb  this  corpse  ? 

Adm.  a  proof  of  thy  cowardice,  thou  craven  heart ! 

Phe.  At  any  rate  her  death  was  not  due  to  me  ;  this  thou 
canst  not  say. 

Adm.  Ah  !  mayst  thou  some  day  come  to  need  my  aid  ! 
Phe.    Woo  many  wives,  that  there   may   be   the   more 
to  die. 
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Adm.  That  is  thy  reproach,  for  thou  didst  refuse  to  die 
^  Phe.  Dear  ,s  the  light  of  the  sun-god,  dear  to  all. 

^  Adm.  a  coward  soul  is  thine,  not  to  be  reckoned  among 

cor^pse.'  ^^  ^'"^^^"^'  "'"'  ^"'  '^''  ''  ^^^^^"S  forth  my  aged 

when  U  Jill  '''''  ''"''  '''''''  ''  ^  ^-^^^  ^^  ^^-e,  come 
Phe.  Once  dead  I  little  reck  of  foul  report 
Adm.  Alas  !  how  void  of  shame  the  old  can  be  ' 
HE    Heis  was  no  want  of  shame;  'twas  want  of  sense 

in  her  that  thou  didst  find. 

Adm.  Begone  !  and  leave  me  to  bury  my  dead. 

1  HE.  I  go  ;  bur>'  thy  victim,  thyself  her  murderer      Her 

^"ol:  a  m^  'T.  ''''^'''     ^'''  --'^  ^-A  caS- 
bbod  '      ^'  "'""^^  ""'  ^'^  ^hee  his  sister's 

Adm.  Perdition  seize  thee  and  that  wife  of  thine  I  ^ow 
old,  as  ye  deserve,  childless,  though  your  son  yet  l!ves  foT 

vo  ce      h  J  H  7^'"  ''^'  ''''''''''  *^^^^^h  ^y  heralds' 

^Olce,  I  had  disowned  It.     (^.v// Phe  res).     Now  since  we 

uoilrT  li^"^  ""  «""''  "^  "°"'  f^o"*  «^ery  comer  of  the 

tV^^ZTr'!  T  '^^  "^"^  °f  Ad^etus,  for  whom 

this  lea   hf       ,  °''1:  ^"'  ""^"  y^'  ''^^e  I  'welcomed  to 

fir    p  ac?  thf  "'^^' °  ''""''"'  ''  ""'^  •  ^  "'^"  "ho,  i"  the 
place,  though  he  sa»-  my  master's  grief,  yet  entered  and 
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presumed  to  pass  the  gates,  then  took  what  cheer  we  had 
in  no  sober  spirit,  though  he  knew  our  sorrow ;    no  !  was 
there  aught  we  failed  to  bring  ?  he  called  for  it.    Next  in  his 
hands  he  took  a  goblet  of  ivy-wood  and  drank  the  pure 
juice  of  the  black  grape,  till  the  mounting  fumes  of  wine 
heated  him,  and  he  crowned  his  head  with  myrtle-sprays, 
howling  discordantly,  while  two-fold  strains  were  there  to 
hear,  for  he  would  sing  without  a  thought  for  the  troubles 
in  Admetus'  halls,  while  we  servants  mourned  our  mistress, 
though  we  did  not  let  the  stranger  see  our  streaming  eyes, 
for  such  was  the  bidding  of  Admetus.     So  now  here  am  I 
entertaining   as   a  guest   some    miscreant   thief  maybe,   or 
robber,  while  she  is  gone  forth  from  the  house,  nor  did  I 
follow  her  nor  stretch  my  hand  towards  her  bier,  in  mourning 
for  my  lady,  who,  to  me  and  all  her  servants,  was  a  mother, 
for  she  would  save  us  from  countless  trouble,  appeasing  her 
husband's  angry  mood.     Have  I   not  good  cause  then  to 
loathe  this  guest  who  cometh  in  our  hour  of  woe? 

Her.    Ho  !    sirrah,  why  that  solemn,   thoughtful   look  ? 
Tis  not  the  way  for  servants  to  scowl  on  guests,  but  with 
courteous  soul  to  welcome  them.     But  thou,  seeing  a  friend 
of  thy  master  arrive,   receivest  him  with  sullen,  lowering 
brow,  though  'tis  but  a  stranger  that  is  the  object  of  thy 
mourning.     Come  hither,  that  thou  too  mayst  learn  more 
wisdom.     Dost  know  the  nature  of  this  mortal  state?    I 
trow  not ;  how  shouldst  thou  ?    Well,  lend  an  ear  to  me. 
Death  is  the  common  debt  of  man  ;  no  mortal  really  knows 
if  he  will  live  to  see  the  morrow's  light ;  for  Fortune's  issues 
are  not  in  our  ken,  beyond  the  teacher's  rule  they  lie,  no  art 
can  master  them.     Hearken  then  to  this  and  learn  of  me, 
be  merry,  drink  thy  cup,  and  count  the  present  day  thine 
own  the  rest  to  Fortune  yield.     And  to  Cypris  too,  sweetest 
of  the  gods  by  far  to  man,  thy  tribute  pay,  for  kindly  is  her 
'    mood.     Let  be  those  other  cares,  and  heed  my  counsel  if 
thou  think'st  I  speak  aright ;  methinks  I  do.     Come,  banish 


this  excessive  grief,  and  drink  a  cup  with  me  when  thou 
hast  passed  beyond  these  doors  and  wreathed  thy  brow  ; 
and  I  feel  sure  the  plash  of  wine  within  the  cup  will  bring 
thee  to  a  better  haven  from  this  crabbed  mood,  this  cabined 
state  of  mind. '  Mortals  we  are,  and  mortals'  thoughts  should 
have  ;  for  all  they  who  frown  and  scowl  do  miss,— leastways 
I  think  so,— the  true  life  and  get  themselves  misfortune. 

Arr.  I  know  all  that,  but  our  present  state  has  little 
claim  on  revelry  or  laughter. 

Her.  The  dead  was  a  stranger  woman;  grieve  not  to 
excess;  for  the  rulers  of  thy  house  are  living. 

Att.  How,  living  ?  Thou  knowest  not  the  trouble  in  the 
house. 

Hkr.   I  do,  unless  thy  master  did  in  aught  deceive  me. 
Att.  Too  hospitable  is  he. 

Her.  Was  I  to  miss  good  cheer  because  a  stranger  had 
died  ? 

Att.  a  stranger  surely  !  quite  a  stranger  she  ! 
Her.  Is  there  some  trouble  that  he  withheld  from  me? 
Att.   Farewell,  go  thy  way  !  my  master's  troubles  are  my 
care. 

Her.  This  word  of  thine  heralds  not  a  grief  for  strangers 
felt. 

Att.  Had  it  been,  the  sight  of  thy  merriment  had  not 
grieved  me  so. 

Her.^  Can  it  be  mine  host  hath  strangely  wronged  me? 

Att.  Thou  earnest  at  no  proper  time  for  our  house  to 
welcome  thee,  for  sorrow  is  come  upon  us ;  lo  !  thou  seest 
our  shorn  heads  and  robes  of  sable  hue. 

Her.  Who  is  it  that  is  dead  ?  Is  it  a  child  or  his  aged 
sire  that  hat  hath  passed  away  ? 

Att.  Nay,  sir  guest,  'tis  Admetus'  wife  that  is  no  more. 

^  Reading  <f>ptvu>i',  which  Nauck,  however,  doubts. 
*  There  is  some  doubt  whether  the   next   four  lines  are  cenuine 
Nauck  brackets  them.  ** 
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Her.  What  sayest  thou  ?  and  did  ye  then  in  spite  of  that 
admit  me  to  your  cheer? 

Ait.  Yes,  for  his  regard  would  not  let  him  send  thee 
from  his  door. 

Hkr.   Unhappy  husband,  what  a  wife  hast  thou  lost! 

An'.  We  are  all  undone,  not  she  alone. 

Her.  1  knew  it  when  I  saw  his  streaming  eye,  shorn  head 
and  downcast  look,  yet  did  he  persuade  me,  saying  it 
was  a  stranger  he  was  bearing  to  burial.  So  I  did  constrain 
myself  and  passed  his  gates  and  sat  drinking  in  his  hos- 
pitable halls,  when  he  was  suffering  thus.  And  have  I 
wreathed  my  head  and  do  I  revel  still  ?  liut— thou  to  hold 
thy  peace  when  such  a  crushing  sorrow  lay  upon  the  house  ! 
Where  is   he   burying  her?     Whither  shall   I   go  to  find 

her? 

AiT.  Beside  the  road  that  leadeth  straight  to  Larissa, 
shalt  thou  see  her  carved  tomb  outside  the  suburb. 

Her.  O  heart,  O  soul,  both  sufferers  oft,  now  show  the 
mettle  of  that  son  Tirynthian  Alcmena,  daughter  of  Elec- 
tryon,  bare  to  Zeus.  For  I  must  save  this  woman,  dead  but 
now,  setting  Alcestis  once  again  within  this  house,  and  to 
Admetus  this  kind  service  render.  So  I  will  go  and  watch 
for  death  the  black-robed  monarch  of  the  dead,  and  him 
niethinks  I  shall  find  as  he  drinks  of  the  blood-offering  near 
the  tomb.  And  if,  from  ambush  rushing,  once  I  catch 
and  fold  him  in  my  arms'  embrace,  none  shall  ever  wrest 
him  thence  with  smarting  ribs,  ere  he  give  up  the  woman  unto 
me.  But  should  I  fail  to  find  my  prey  and  he  come  not  to 
the  clotted  blood,  I  will  go  to  the  sunless  home  of  those 
beneath  the  earth,  to  Persephone  and  her  king,  and  make  to 
them  my  prayer,  sure  that  I  shall  bring  Alcestis  up  again, 
to  place  her  in  the  hands  of  him,  my  host,  who  welcomed  me 
to  his  house  nor  drove  me  thence,  though  fortune  smote  him 
hard,  but  this  his  noble  spirit  strove  to  hide  out  of  regard 
for  me.     What  host  more  kind  than  him  in  Thessaly  ?  or  in 


the  homes  of  Hellas?  Wherefore  shall  he  never  say  his 
generous  deeds  were  lavished  on  a  worthless  wretch. 

[Exeunt  Heracles  and  Servant. 

Ai)Nf.  Ah  me  !  I  loathe  this  entering  in,  and  loathe  to  see 
my  widowed  home.  Woe,  woe  is  me  !  Whither  shall  I  go? 
Where  stand?  what  say?  or  what  suppress?  Would  God 
that  I  were  dead  !  Surely  in  an  evil  hour  my  mother  gave 
me  birth.  The  dead  I  envy,  and  would  fain  be  as  they,  and 
long  to  dwell  within  their  courts.  No  joy  to  me  to  see 
the  light,  no  joy  to  tread  the  earth  ;  such  a  hostage  death 
hath  reft  me  of  and  handed  o'er  to  Hades. 

Cho.  Move  forward,  go  within  the  shelter  of  thy  house. 

Aijm.  W^oe  is  me  ! 

Cho.  Thy  sufferings  claim  these  cries  of  woe. 

Ai>r^  Ah  me  ! 

Cho.  Through  anguish  hast  thou  gone,  full  well  I  know. 

A  DM.  Alas  !  alas  ! 

Cho.  Thou  wilt  not  help  the  dead  one  whit. 

A  DM.  O  misery  ! 

Cho.  Nevermore  to  see  thy  dear  wife  face  to  face  is  grief 
indeed. 

Adm.  Thy  words  have  probed  the  sore  place  in  my  heart. 
What  greater  grief  can  come  to  man  than  the  loss  of  a  faithful 
wife?  W^ould  I  had  never  married  or  shared  with  her  my 
home  !  I  envy  those  mongst  men  who  have  nor  wife  nor 
child.  Theirs  is  but  one  life ;  to  grieve  for  that  is  no  exces- 
sive burden ;  but  to  see  children  fall  ill  and  bridal  beds 
emptied  by  death's  ravages  is  too  much  to  bear,  when  one 
might  go  through  life  without  wife  or  child 

Cho.  a  fate  we  cannot  cope  with  is  come  upon  us. 

Adm.  Woe  is  me  ! 

Cho.  But  thou  to  sorrow  settest  no  limit 

Adm.  Ah  !  ah  ! 

Cho.  Tis  hard  to  bear,  but  still— 

Adm.  W  oe  is  me  ! 
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Cho.  Thou  art  not  the  first  to  lose— 

Adm.  O  !  woe  is  me  ! 

Cho.  a  wife  ;  misfortune  takes  a  different  shape  for  every 

man  she  plagues. 

Adm  O  the  weary  sorrow  !  O  the  grief  for  dear  ones 
dead  and  gone  !  Why  didst  thou  hinder  me  from  plung- 
ing into  the  gaping  grave,  there  to  lay  me  down  and  die  with 
her,  my  peerless  bride?  Then  would  Hades  for  that  one 
have  gotten  these  two  faithful  souls  at  once,  crossing  the 

nether  lake  together.  ,-    ,  ,• 

Cho.  I  had  a  kinsman  once,  within  whose  home  died  his 
only  son,  worthy  of  a  father's  tears  ;  yet  in  spite  of  that  he 
bore  his  grief  resignedly,  childless  though  he  was,  his  hair 
already  taming  grey,  huiiself  far  on  in  years,  upon  life's 
downward  track. 

Adm.  O  house  of  mine,  how  can  I  enter  thee?  how  can  I 
live  here,  now  that  fortune  turns  against  me  ?  Ah  me  !  How 
wide  the  gulf  'twixt  then  and  now  !  Then  with  torches  cut 
from  Pelion's  pines,  with  marriage  hymns  I  entered  in,  hold- 
ing my  dear  wife's  hand  ;  and  at  our  back  a  crowd  of  friends 
wi'th  cheerful  cries,  singing  the  happy  lot  of  my  dead  wife 
and  me,  calling  us  a  noble  pair  made  one,  children  both  of 
highborn  lineage  ;  but  now  the  voice  of  woe  instead  of 
wedding  hymns,  and  robes  of  black  instead  of  snowy  white 
'  usher  me  into  my  house  to  my  deserted  couch. 

Cho  Hard  upon  prosperous  fortune  came  this  sorrow  to 
thee,  a  stranger  to  adversity ;  yet  hast  thou  saved  thy  soul 
alive.  Thy  wife  is  dead  and  gone ;  her  love  she  leaves  with 
thee.     What  new  thing  is  here  ?    Death  ere  now  from  many 

a  man  hath  torn  a  wife. 

Adm.  My  friends,  I  count  my  dead  wife's  lot  more  blest 
than  mine,  for  all  it  seems  not  so  ;  for  nevermore  can  sorrow 
touch  her  for  ever ;  all  her  toil  is  over,  and  glorious  is  her 
fame  While  I,  who  had  no  right  to  live,  have  passed  the 
bounds  of  fate  only  to  live  a  life  of  misery ;  I  know  it  now. 


For  how  shall  I  endure  to  enter  this  my  house?    Whom 
shall  I  address,  by  whom  be  answered  back,  to  find '  aught 
joyful  in  my  entering  in?    Whither  shall  I  turn?    Within 
the  desolation  will  drive  me  forth,  whensoe'er  I  see  my 
widowed  couch,  the  seat  whereon  she  sat,  the  floor  all  dusty 
in  the  house,  and  my  babes  falling  at  my  knees  with  piteous 
tears  for  their  mother,  while  my  servants  mourn  the  good 
mistress  their  house  hath  lost.    These  are  the  sorrows  in  my 
home,  while  abroad  the  marriages  among  Thessalians  and 
the  thronging  crowds  of  women  will  drive  me  mad,'  for  I  can 
never  bear  to  gaze  upon  the  compeers  of  my  wife.     And 
whoso  is  my  foe  will  taunt  me  thus,  ''Behold  him  living  in 
his  shame,  a  wretch  who  cjuailed  at  death  himself,  but  of  his 
coward  heart  gave  up  his  wedded  wife  instead,  and  escaped 
from  Hades ;  doth  he  deem  himself  a  man  after  that  ?   And 
he  loathes  his  parents,  though  himself  refused  to  die."     Such 
ill  report  shall  I  to  my  evils  add.     What  profit,  then,  my 
friends,  for  me  to  live,  in  fame  and  fortune  ruined. 

Cho.  Myself  have  traced  the  Muses'  path,  have  soared 
amid  the  stars,  have  laid  my  hold  on  many  a  theme,  and 
yet  have  found  naught  stronger  than  necessity,  no  spell 
inscribed  on  Thracian  tablets  written  there  by  Orpheus,  the 
sweet  singer,  no !  nor  aught  among  the  simples  culled  by 
Pha^bus  for  the  toiling  race  of  men,  and  given  to  Asclepius' 
sons.  The  only  goddess  she,  whose  altar  or  whose  image 
man  cannot  approach ;  victims  she  heedeth  not.  O  come  not 
to  me,  dread  goddess,  in  greater  might  than  heretofore  in 
my  career.  Even  Zeus  requires  thy  aid  to  bring  to  pass 
whatso  he  wills.  Thou  too  it  is  that  by  sheer  force  dost 
bend  the  steel  among  the  Chalybes ;  nor  is  there  any  pity  in 
thy  relentless  nature. 

This  is  the  goddess  that  hath  gripped  thee  too  in  chains 
thou  canst  not  'scape  ;  yet  steel  thy  heart,  for  all  thy  weeping 
ne  er  will  bring  to  light  again  the  dead  from  the  realms 

'  Nauck  brackets  this  line  as  spurious.  ^  Or,  "  drive  me  away." 
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below.  Even  sons  of  gods  perish  in  darkness '  in  the  hour 
of  death.  We  loved  her  while  she  was  with  us,  we  love  her 
still  though  dead ;  noblest  of  her  sex  was  she,  the  wife 
thou  tookest  to  thy  bed.  Her  tomb  let  none  regard  as  the 
graves  of  those  who  die  and  are  no  more ,  but  let  her 
have  honours  equal  with  the  gods,  revered  by  every  traveller  ; 
and  many  a  one  will  cross  the  road  and  read  this  verse  aloud, 
**  This  is  she  that  died  in  days  gone  by  to  save  her  lord ; 
now  is  she  a  spirit  blest.  Hail,  lady  revered;  be  kind  to 
us  ! "  Such  glad  greeting  shall  she  have.  But  see,  Admetus  ! 
yonder,  I  believe,  comes  Alcmena  s  son  toward  thy  hearth. 

Her.  Admetus,  to  a  friend  we  should  speak  freely,  not 
hold  our  peace  and  harbour  in  our  hearts  complaints.     I 
came  to  thee  in  thy  hour  of  sorrow  and  claimed  the  right  to 
prove  myself  thy  friend,  but  ihou  wouldst  not  tell  me  that 
she,  thy  wife,  lay  stretched  in  death  ;  but  didst  make  me 
a  welcome  guest  in  thy  halls,  as  though  thy  whole  concern 
was  centred  on  a  stranger's  loss.     So  I  crowned  my  head 
and  poured  drink-offerings  to  the  gods  in  that  thy  house 
of  sorrow.    Wherefore  I  do  blame  thee  for  this  treatment  of 
me,  yet  would  not  grieve  thee  in  thy  trouble.     So  now  the 
reason  I  have  turned  my  steps  and  come  hither  agam,  I 
will  tell.     This  lady  take  and  keep  for  me  until   I  come 
bringing  hither  the  steeds  of  Thrace,  after  I  have  slain 
the  lord  of  the  Bistones.     But  should  I  fare  as  fare  I  fam 
would  not,  I  give  her  to  thee   to  serve  within  thy  halls. 
With  no  small  toil  she  came  into  my  hands.     Twas  thus : 
I  found  folk  just  appointing  an  open  contest  for  athletes, 
well  worth  a  struggle,  and  there  I  won  her  as  a  prize  and 
brought  her  thence ;  now  those  who  were  successful  m  the 
lighter  contests  had  horses  for  their  prize,  but  those  who 
conquered  in  severer  feats,  in  boxing  and  wrestling,  won 
herds  of  oxen,  and  this  woman  was  to  be  added  thereto; 
with  such  a  chance  'twere  shame  indeed  to  pass  so  fair 
»  ffcoTiut,  or  "the  sons  of  gods  by  mortal  women." 
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a  guerdon  by.  So  thou  must  take  her  in  thy  charge,  as 
I  said ;  for  not  by  theft  but  honest  toil  I  won  the  prize 
I  bnng;  and  maybe  e'en  thou  in  time  wilt  thank  me. 

Adm.  Twas  not  because  of  any  slight  or  unkind  thought 
of  thee  that  I  concealed  my  wife's  sad  fate;  but  this  were 
addmg  grief  to   grief  if  thou   hadst  gone  from   hence  to 
the   halls   of  some  other   friend;   and   it   sufficed   that    I 
should  mourn  my  sorrow.     But  I  do  beseech  thee,  prince, 
if  'tis  possible,  bid  some  other  Thessalian,  one  who  hath  not 
suffered  as  I  have,  keep  the  maiden  for  thee,— and  thou  hast 
many  friends  in  Pherae ;  remind  me  not  of  my  misfortune. 
For  I  could  not  see  her  in  my  house  and  stay  my  tears. 
Oh !  add  not  new  affliction  to  my  stricken  heart,  for  sure 
by  sorrow  am   I   bowed  enough.     And  where  within  my 
halls  could  a  tender  maiden  live  ?  for  such  she  is,  as  her 
dress  and  vesture  show.     Is  she  to  dwell  where  men  consort  ? 
Then  how  shall  she  retain  her  maiden  purity,  if  'mid  our 
youths  she  come  and  go  ?    O  Heracles,  it  is  no  easy  task  to 
check  a  young  man's  fancy,  and  I  am  anxious  for  thy  sake. 
Or  am  I  to  take  her  to  my  dead  wife's  bower  and  care 
for  her  ?    How  can  I  bring  her  there  to  fill  the  other's  bed  ? 
Twofold  reproach  I  fear ;  first,  some  fellow-townsman  may 
taunt  me  with  betraying  my  benefactress  in  eagerness  to 
wed  a  new  young  bride ;  next,  there  is  my  dead  wife,  whom 
I  should  much  regard,  for  she  doth  merit  all  my  reverence. 
Thou  too,  lady,  whosoe'er  thou  art,  believe  me,  art  the  very 
counterfeit  presentment  of  Alcestis,  the  picture  of  her  form, 
ah  me!    Q  take  this    maiden,   I  conjure  thee,   from  my 
sight;  slay  me   not   already   slain.     For  in   her    I   seem 
once  more  to  see  my  wife  ;  and  my  heart  is  darkly  troubled, 
and  the  fountains  of  my  eyes  are  loosed.     Ah,  woe  is  me ' 
^ow  do  I  taste  the  bitterness  of  this  my  grief. 

Cho.  Indeed  I  cannot  call  thy  fortune  blest,  yet  heaven's 
gift  must  thou  endure,  whoe'er  the  god  that  comes  to 
hung  It. 
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HER.  Would  I  had  the  power  to  bring  thy  wife  up  to  the 
light  from  the  halls  of  death,  ar,d  confer  this  kmdness  on 

'^  ADM.    Right  well  I  know  thou  wouldst.     But  what  of 
that  ?  The  dead  can  never  come  to  life  agam.  . 

Her.  Do  not  exceed  the  mark,  but  bear  thy  grief  wuh 

moderation.  ,  „„^,,„ 

ADM.  'Tis  easier  to  advise  than  to  suffer  and  endure 
Her  Yet  what  thy  gain,  if  thou  for  aye  wilt  mourn  ? 
ADM.  I  too  know  that  myself,  but  some  strange  yearning 

leads  me  on. 

Her.  l-ove  for  the  dead  compels  a  tear. 

ADM.  Her  death  was  mine,  more  than  any  words  of  mine 

"'her.'  Thou  hast  lost  a  noble  wife ;   who  shall  gainsay 

Adm    Life  henceforth  hath  lost  all  charm  for  me. 

Her.    Time  will  soothe  the  smart ;   as  yet  thy  grief  is 

^Tdm.    "Time!"  use  that  word,  if  death  and  time  are 

°"her.  a  new  wife  and  a  longing  for  a  fresh  marriage  will 

^1:!:^  1™:    What  words  are  thine?    I  ne'er  of  thee 

'Ie'r! tia''.  wilt  never  wed,  but  preserve  thy  widowed 

''''aJm.   There  is  no  woman   living  that  shall   share  my 

""her    Dost  think  that  this  will  help  the  dead  at  all? 
Adm    My  reverence  she  deserves,  where'er  she  is. 
Her'.  I  praise  thee,  yes  ;  but  still  thou  bringest  on  thyself 

the  charce  of  folly. 

Adm.  So  that  thou  never  call'st  me  bridegroom,  praise 

me  if  thou  wilt. 


.\ 


Her.  I  praise  thee  for  thy  loyalty  to  thy  wife. 
Adm.  Come  death  !   if  ever  I  betray  her,  dead  though 
she  be. 

Her.  Well,  take  this  maiden  to  the  shelter  of  thy  noble 
house. 

Adm.  Spare  me,  I  entreat  thee  by  Zeus,  thy  sire. 
Her.  Be  sure,  if  thou  refuse,  'twill  be  a  sad  mistake. 
Adm.   If  I  comply,  remorse  will  gnaw  my  heart. 
Hkr.  Yield;   for   in   god's  good  time  maybe  thou  wilt 
give  me  thanks. 

Adm.  Ah!    would    thou    hadst    never   won   her  in   the 
games ! 

Her.  Yet  thou  too  sharest  in  my  victory. 
Adm.  True ;  still  let  this  maiden  go  away. 

Her.  Go  she  shall,  if  go  she  must ;  but  first  see  if  this  is 
needful. 

Adm.  I  needs  must,  else  wilt  thou  be  wroth  with  me. 
Her.  I  have  a  reason  good  to  press  the  matter  thus. 
Adm.  Have  thy  way  then.     Yet  know  well  thy  deed  I 
disapprove. 

Her.   a  day  will  come  that  thou  wilt  praise  me-  only 

yield.  ' 

Adm.  (Jo  his  sen^ants).    Take  her  in,  if  I   needs  must 
give  her  welcome  in  my  house. 

Her.  To  thy  servants  will  I  not  hand  her  over. 

Adm.  Conduct  her  then  thyself  within,  if  so  thou  thinkest 
good. 

Her.  Nay,  but  into  thy  hands  shall  mine  consign  her. 
Adm.  I  will  not  touch  her,  though  she  is  free  to  go  within 
niy  halls. 

Her.  To  thy  hand,  and  thine  alone  I  her  entrust. 
Adm.  Prince,  against  my  will  thou  dost  constrain  me  to 
this  deed. 

Her.  Boldly  stretch  out  thy  hand  and  touch  the  stranger 
maid.  ® 
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Adm.  There,  then,  I  stretch  it  out  as  toward  the  Gorgon's 

severed  head.^ 

Her.  Hast  hold  of  her? 

Adm.  I  have. 

Her.  {removes  the  veil).  So ;  keep  her  safely  then,  and 
in  days  to  come  thou  wilt  confess  the  son  of  Zeus  proved 
himself  a  noble  guest.  Look  well  at  her,  if  haply  to  thy 
gaze  she  have  a  semblance  of  thy  wife ;  and  now  that  thou 
art  blest,  cease  from  sorrowing. 

Adm.  Great  gods,  what  shall  I  say?  a  marvel  past  all 
hope  is  here  !  My  wife,  my  own  true  wife  I  see,  or  is  some 
mocking  rapture  sent  by  heaven  to  drive  me  mad? 

Her.  No,  no  ;  'tis  thy  own  wife  thou  seest  here. 

Adm.    Beware  it  be  not   a   phantom  from  that  nether 

world. 

Her.  No  necromancer  was  this  guest  whom  thou  didst 

welcome. 

Adm.  Do  I  behold  my  wife,  her  whom  I  buried  ? 

Her.   Be  well  assured  thereof;  still  I  marvel  not  thcu 

dost  distrust  thy  luck.  . 

Adm.  May  I  touch  her,  may  I  speak  to  her  as  my  living 

wife?  , 

Her.  Speak    to    her.      For   thou   hast   all    thy   hearts 

Adm.  O  form  and  features  of  my  well-loved  wife  !  past 
all  hope  I  hold  thee,  never  expecting  to  see  thee  again. 
Her.  So  thou  dost;    may  no  jealous  god  rise  against 

thee  !  ,       , 

Adm.  O  noble  son  of  almighty  Zeus,  good  luck  to  thee  ! 

may  the  father  that  begat  thee  hold  thee  in  his  keeping ; 

for  thou  and  none  else  hast  raised  my  fallen  fortunes.     How 

»  Lobeck,  whom  Nauck  follows,  to  avoid  the  elision  of  the  final  i  of 
the  dative  singular,  conjectured  Topyo*/'  ^q  Kaparo^iiv  "  as  if  beheading 
n  Gorgon,"  i.e.  with  averted  gaze,  thus  gaining  very  considerable  point. 
Psley  notices  the  clever  suggestion,  without  however  adopting  it. 
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didst  thou  bring  her  from  the  world  below  to   this   light 
of  day  ? 

Her.  By  encountering  the  god*  who  had  her  in  his 
power. 

Adm.  Where  didst  thou  engage  with  Death?  tell  me 
this. 

Her.  Just  by  the  tomb  I  from  my  ambush  sprang  and 
caught  him  in  my  grip. 

Adm.  But  why  thus  speechless  stands  my  wife? 

Her.  'Tis  not  lawful  yet  for  thee  to  hear  her  speak,  ere 
she  be  purified  from  the  gods  below  and  the  third  day  be 
come.  So  lead  her  in ;  and  hereafter,  e'en  as  now,  be  just 
and  kind  to  guests,  Admetus.  Now  farewell  !  for  I  must 
go  to  perform  my  appointed  task  for  the  lordly  son  of 
Sthenelus. 

Adm.  Abide  with  us  and  be  our  welcome  guest. 

Her.  Another  time  ;  now  must  I  use  all  haste. 

Adm.  Good  luck  to  thee  !  and  mayst  thou  come  again  ! 
To  the  citizens  and  all  my  realm  I  make  this  proclama- 
tion, that  they  institute  dances  in  honour  of  the  glad  event, 
and  make  the  altars  steam  with  sacrifice,  and  offer  prayers ; 
for  now  have  I  moored  my  bark  of  life  in  a  happier  haven 
than  before,  and  so  will  own  myself  a  happy  man. 

Cho.  Many  are  the  shapes  that  fortune  takes,  and  oft  the 
gods  bring  things  to  pass  beyond  our  expectation.  That 
which  we  deemed  so  sure  is  not  fulfilled,  while  for  that  we 
never  thought  would  be,  God  finds  out  a  w^ay.  And  such 
hath  been  the  issue  in  the  present  case. 

Reading  ^a</i6vaii/  r^  Kvp'tift.  Nauck  has  Koipavift — apparently 
regarding  the  Death-god  as  supreme  over  all  deities,  but  surely  this  is 
incorrect.  Jacobs,  seeing  the  difficulty,  conjectured  vepTtpufp.  But  the 
translation  in  the  text  seems  a  possible  one,  and  makes  the  emendation 
unnecessary. 
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lOLAUS. 

CopRErs. 

DEMornoN. 

Macaria. 

Servant  (oi    IIvLLt's). 

Alcmena. 

Messenc.kr. 

EURYSTHEl'S. 

Chorus  of  aged  Athenians. 


Scene. —Before  the  allai  of  Zeus  at  Marathon. 


HERACLEID^. 

loL.  I  hold  this  true,  and  long  have  held :  Nature  hath 
made  one  man  upright  for  his  neighbours'  good,  while 
another  hath  a  disposition  wholly  given  over  to  gain,  useless 
alike  to  the  state  and  difficult  to  have  dealings  with,  but  for 
himself  the  best  of  men  ;  and  this  I  know,  not  from  mere 
hearsay.  I,  for  instance,  from  pure  regard  and  reverence 
for  my  kith  and  kin,  though  I  might  have  lived  at  peace 
in  Argos,  alone  of  all  my  race  shared  with  Heracles  his 
labours,  while  be  was  yet  with  us,  and  now  that  he  dwells  in 
heaven,  I  keep  these  his  children  safe  beneath  my  wing, 
though  myself  I  need  protection.  For  when  their  father 
passed  from  earth  away,  Eurystheus  would  first  of  all  have 
slain  us,  but  we  escaped.  And  though  our  home  is  lost, 
our  life  was  saved.  But  in  exile  we  wander  from  city  to 
city,  ever  forced  to  roam.  For,  added  to  our  former  wrongs, 
Eurystheus  thought  it  fit  to  put  this  further  outrage  upon 
us:  wheresoever  he  heard  that  we  were  settling,  thither 
would  he  send  heralds  demanding  our  surrender  and  driving 
us  from  thence,  holding'  out  this  threat,  that  Argos  is  no 
mean  city  to  make  a  friend  or  foe,  and  furthermore  point- 
ing to  his  own  prosperity.  So  they,  seeing  how  weak  my 
means,  and  these  little  ones  left  without  a  father,  bow  to  his 
superior  might  and  drive  us  from  their  land.  And  I  share 
the  exile  of  these  children,  and  help  them  bear  their  evil 
lot  by  my  sympathy,  loth    to  betray  them,   lest  someone 

Reading  irpori'.putv  (Canter's  emendation  ot irporifiun'  MS.). 
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say,  "  Look  you  !  now  that  the  children's  sire  is  dead, 
lolaus  no  more  protects  them,  kinsman  though  he  is."  Not 
one  corner  left  us  in  the  whole  of  Hellas,  we  are  come  to 
Marathon  and  its  neighbouring  land,  and  here  we  sit  as  sup- 
pliants at  the  altars  of  the  gods,  and  pray  their  aid  ;  for  'tis 
said  two  sons  of  Theseus  dwell  upon  these  plains,  the  lot  of 
their  inheritance,  scions  of  Pandion's  stock,  related  to  these 
children  ;  this  the  reason  we  have  come  on  this  our  way 
to  the  borders  of  glorious  Athens.  To  lead  the  flight  two 
aged  guides  are  we ;  my  care  is  centred  on  these  boys,  while 
she,  I  mean  Alcmena,  clasps  her  son's  daughter  in  her  arms, 
and  bears  her  for  safety  within  this  shrine,  for  we  shrink  from 
letting  tender  maidens  ^  come  anigh  the  crowd  or  stand  as 
suppliants  at  the  altar.  Now  Hyllus  and  the  elder  of  his 
brethren  are  seeking  some  place  for  us  to  find  a  refuge,  if 
we  are  driven  by  force  from  this  land.  O  children, 
children,  come  hither  !  hold  unto  my  robe ;  for  lo  !  I  see  a 
herald  coming  towards  us  from  Eurystheus,  by  whom  we 
are  persecuted,  wanderers  excluded  from  every  land.  A 
curse  on  thee  and  him  that  sent  thee,  hateful  wretch  !  for 
that  same  tongue  of  thine  hath  oft  announced  its  master's 
evil  bests  to  these  children's  noble  sire  as  well. 

Cop.  Doubtless  thy  folly  lets  thee  think  this  is  a  good 
position  to  have  taken  up,  and  that  thou  art  come  to  a  city 
that  will  help  thee.  No  !  there  is  none  that  will  prefer  thy 
feeble  arm  to  the  might  of  Eurystheus.  Begone  !  why  take 
this  trouble?  Thou  must  arise  and  go  to  Argos,  where 
awaits  thee  death  by  stoning. 

lou  Not  so,  for  the  god's  altar  will  protect  me,  and  this 
land  of  freedom,  wherein  we  have  set  foot. 

Cop.  Wilt  give  me  the  trouble  of  laying  hands  on  thee  ? 

loL.  By  force  at  least  shalt  thou  never  drag  these  children 
hence. 

^  Tradition   only  assigned    one    daughter,    Macaria,    to   the  hero. 
wapGivovi:  is  to  be  understood  quite  generally. 
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Cop.  That  shalt  thou  soon  learn ;  it  seems  thou  wert  a 
poor  prophet,  after  all,  in  this. 

[CoPREUS  /lere  seizes  the  children, 

loL.  This  shall  never  happen  while  I  live. 

Cop.  Begone !  for  I  will  take  them  hence,  for  all  thy 
refusals,  for  I  hold '  that  they  belong  to  Eurystheus,  as  they 
do  indeed. 

lOL.  Help,  ye  who  long  nave  had  your  home  in  Athens  ! 
we  suppliants  at  Zeus'  altar  in  your  market-place  are  being 
haled  by  force  away,  our  sacred  wreaths  defiled,  shame  to 
your  city,  to  the  gods  dishonour. 

Cho.  Hark,  hark !  What  cry  is  this  that  rises  near  the 
altar?     At  once  explain  the  nature  of  the  trouble. 

loL.  See  this  aged  frame  hurled  in  its  feebleness  upon  the 
ground  !     Woe  is  me ! 

Cho.  Who  threw  thee  down  thus  pitiably  ? 

loL.  Behold  the  man  who  flouts  your  gods,  kind  sirs,  and 
tries  by  force  to  drag  me  from  my  seat  before  the  altar  of 
Zeus. 

Cho.  From  what  land,  old  stranger,  art  thou  come  to 
this  confederate  state  of  four  cities  ?  or  have  ye  left  Euboea's 
cliffs,  and,  with  the  oar  that  sweeps  the  sea,  put  in  here  from 
across  the  firth?* 

loL.  Sirs,  no  island  life  I  lead,  but  from  Mycenae  to  thy 
land  I  come. 

Cho.  What  do  they  call  thee,  aged  sir,  those  folk  in 
Mycenae  ? 

loL.  Maybe  ye  have  heard  of  lolaus,  the  comrade  of 
Heracles,  for  he  was  not  unknown  to  fame. 

Cho.  Yea,  1  have  heard  of  him  in  bygone  days ;  but  tell 
me,  whose  are  the  tender  boys  thou  bearest  in  thine  arms  ? 

loL.  These,  sirs,  are  the  sons  of  Heracles,  come  as  sup- 
pliants  to  you  and  your  city. 

*  Elmsley,  followed  by  Nauck,  reads  ro/ii?«v. 
i.e.  the  Euripus  between  Euboea  and  Attica. 
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Cho.  What  is  their  quest  ?  Are  they  anxious,  tell  rne,  to 
obtain  an  audience  of  the  state  ? 

loL.  That  so  they  may  escape  surrender,  nor  be  torn  with 
violence  from  thy  altars,  and  brought  to  Argos. 

Cop.  Nay,  this  will  nowise  satisfy  thy  masters,  who  o'er 
thee  have  a  right,  and  so  have  tracked  thee  hither. 

Cho.  Stranger,  'tis  but  right  we  should  reverence  the 
gods'  suppliants,  suffering  none  with  violent  hand  to  make 
them'  leave  the  altars,  for  that  will  dread  Justice  ne'er 
permit. 

Cop.  Do  thou  then  drive  these  subjects  of  Eurystheus 
forth,  and  this  hand  of  mine  shall  abstain  from  violence. 

Cho.  Tvvere  impious  for  the  state  to  neglect  the  sup- 
pliant stranger's  prayer. 

Cop.  Yet  'tis  well  to  keep  clear  of  troubles,  by  adopting 
that  counsel,  which  is  the  wiser. 

Cho.  Thou  then  shouldst  have  told  the  monarch  of 
this  land  thy  errand  before  being  so  bold,  out  of  regard  to 
his  country's  freedom,  instead  of  trying  to  drag  strangers  by 
force  from  the  altars  of  the  gods. 

Cop.  Who  is  monarch  of  this  land  and  state  ? 

Cho.  Demophon,  son  of  gallant  Theseus. 

Cop.  Surely  it  were  most  to  the  purpose  to  discuss  this 
matter  somewhat  with  him ;  all  else  has  been  said  in  vain. 

Cho.  Lol  here  he  comes  in  person,  in  hot  haste,  and 
Acamas  his  brother,  to  hear  what  thou  hast  to  say. 

Dem.  Since  thou  for  all  thy  years  hast  outstripped 
younger  men  in  coming  to  the  rescue  to  this  altar  of  Zeus, 
do  thou  tell  me  what  hath  chanced  to  bring  this  crowd 
together. 

Cho.  There  sit  the  sons  of  Heracles  as  suppliants,  having 
wreathed  the  altar,  as  thou  seest,  O  king,  and  with  them  is 
lolaus,  trusty  comrade  of  their  sire. 

^  Reading  ff0«  (Musgrave)  for  MS.  trt.  Schmidt,  rdS'  dkin'iy  a'  idri 
*'  thee  (i>.  Coprcus)  to  transgress  against." 
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Dem.  Why  should  this  event  have  called  for  cries  of 
pain  ? 

Cho.  (fuming  to  Copreus).  This  fellow  caused  the  up- 
roar by  trying  to  drag  them  forcibly  from  this  altar,  and  he 
tripped  up  the  old  man,  till  my  tears  for  pity  flowed. 

Dem.  Hellenic  dress  and  fashion  in  his  robes  doth  he  no 
doubt  adopt,  but  deeds  like  these  betray  the  barbarian. 
Thou,  sirrah,  tell  me  straight  the  country  whence  thou 
camest  thither. 

Cop.  An  Argive  I ;  since  that  thou  seek'st  to  know. 
Who  sent  me,  and  the  object  of  my  coming,  will  I  freely 
tell.  Eurystheus,  king  of  Mycenae,  sends  me  hither  to  fetch 
these  back  ;  and  I  have  come,  sir  stranger,  with  just  grounds 
in  plenty,  alike  for  speech  or  action.  An  Argive  myself, 
Argives  I  come  to  fetch,  taking  with  me  these  runaways 
from  my  native  city,  on  whom  the  doom  of  death  was  passed 
by  our  laws  there ;  and  we  have  a  right,  since  we  rule  our  city 
independently,  to  ratify  its  sentences.  And  though  they 
have  come  as  suppliants  to  the  altars  of  numerous  others, 
we  have  taken  our  stand  on  these  same  arguments,  and  no 
one  has  ventured  to  bring  upon  himself  evils  of  his  own 
getting.  But  they  have  come  hither,  either  because  they 
perceived  some  folly  in  thee,  or,  in  their  perplexity,  staking 
all  on  one  risky  throw  to  win  or  lose  ;  for  surely  they  do  not 
suppose  that  thou,  if  so  thou  hast  thy  senses  still,  and  only 
thou,  in  all  the  breadth  of  Hellas  they  have  traversed,  wilt 
pity  their  foolish  troubles.  Come  now,  put  argument  against 
argument :  what  will  be  thy  gain,  suppose  thou  admit  them 
to  thy  land,  or  let  us  take  them  hence?  From  us  these 
benefits  are  thine  to  win  :  this  city  can  secure  as  friends 
Argos,  with  its  far-reaching  arm,  and  Eurystheus'  might 
'  omplete  ;  whilst  if  thou  lend  an  ear  to  their  piteous  plead- 
ing and  grow  soft,  the  matter  must  result  in  trial  of  arms ; 
for  be  sure  we  shall  not  yield  this  struggle  without  appealing 
to  the  sword.     What   pretext  wilt   thou  urge?     Of  what 
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domains  art  thou  robbed  that  thou  shouldst  take  and  wage 
war  with  the  Tirynthian  Argives  ?  What  kind  of  allies  art 
thou  aiding?  For^  whom  will  they  have  fallen  whom  thou 
buriest?  Surely  thou  wilt  get  an  evil  name  from  the 
citizens,  if  for  the  sake  of  an  old  man  with  one  foot  in  the 
grave,  a  mere  shadow  I  may  say,  and  for  these  children, 
thou  wilt  plunge  into  troublous  waters.  The  best^  thou 
canst  say  is,  that  thou  wilt  find  in  them  a  hope,  and  nothing 
more  ;  and  yet  this  falls  far  short  of  the  present  need ;  for 
these  would  be  but  a  poor  match  for  Argives  even  when 
fully  armed  and  in  their  prime,  if  haply  that  raises  thy  spirits; 
moreover,  the  time  'twixt  now  and  then  is  long,  wherein  ye 
may  be  blotted  out.  Nay,  hearken  to  me ;  give  me  naught, 
but  let  me  take  mine  own,  and  so  gain  Mycenx ;  but  for- 
bear to  act  now,  as  is  your  Athenian  way,  and  take  the 
weaker  side,  when  it  is  in  thy  power  to  choose  the  stronger 
as  thy  friends. 

Cho.  Who  can  decide  a  cause  or  ascertain  its  merits,  till 
from  both  sides  he  clearly  learn  what  they  would  say  ? 

loL.  O  king,  in  thy  land  I  start  with  this  advantage,  the 
right  to  hear  and  speak  in  turn,  and  none,  ere  that,  will 
drive  me  hence  as  elsewhere  they  would.  'Twixt  us  and 
him  is  naught  in  common,  for  we  no  longer  have  aught  to 
do  with  Argos  since  that  decree  was  passed,  but  we  are 
exiles  from  our  native  land  ;  how  then  can  he  justly  drag  us 
back  as  subjects  of  Mycenne,^  seeing  that  they  have  banished 
us  ?  For  we  are  strangers.  Or  do  ye  claim  that  every  exile 
from  Argos  is  exiled   from  the  bounds  of  Hellas?     Not 

^  Nauck  brackets  this  sentence  as  spurious. 

'  i.e.  a  hope  that  they  will  do  the  same  for  you  in  your  hour  of  need. 
Jebb  suggested  (Cf.  Jerram)  'Ef>w  to  Xt^OTof  iXmS'  tvpiian  fiovov  "  I  will 
put  your  case  in  the  best  light :  you  will  iind  hope  and  nothing  more." 
A  most  tempting  elucidation  of  a  very  puzzling  passage. 

*  Mycenx  and  Argos  are  used  indiscrimately,  in  the  same  way  that 
Euripides  elsewhere  speaks  of  Greeks  as  Argives,  Achajans,  Hellenes, 
etc.,  without  distinction. 


HERACLEID/E. 


159 


from  Athens  surely  ;  for  ne'er  will  she  for  fear  of  Argos  drive 
the  children  of  Heracles  from  her  land.  Here  is  no  Trachis, 
not  at  all ;  no  !  nor  that  Achaean  town,  whence  thou,  defying 
justice,  but  boasting  of  the  might  of  Argos  in  the  very  words 
thou  now  art  using,  didst  drive  the  suppliants  from  their 
station  at  the  altar.  If  this  shall  be,  and  they  thy  words 
approve,  why  then  I  trow  this  is  no  more  Athens,  the  home 
of  freedom.  Nay,  but  I  know  the  temper  and  nature  of 
these  citizens  ;  they  would  rather  die,  for  honour  ranks 
before  mere  life  with  men  of  worth.  Enough  of  Athens  !  for 
excessive  praise  is  apt  to  breed  disgust ;  and  oft  ere  now  I 
have  myself  felt  vexed  at  praise  that  knows  no  bounds.  But 
to  thee,  as  ruler  of  this  land,  I  fain  would  show  the  reason 
why  thou  art  bound  to  save  these  children.  Pittheus  was 
the  son  of  Pelops ;  from  him  sprung  ^thra,  and  from  her 
Theseus  thy  sire  was  born.  And  now  will  I  trace  back 
these  children's  lineage  for  thee.  Heracles  was  son  of  Zeus 
and  Alcmena  ;  Alcmena  sprang  from  Pelops'  daughter ; 
therefore  thy  father  and  their  father  would  be  the  sons  of 
first  cousins.  Thus  then  art  thou  to  them  related,  O 
Demophon,  but  thy  just  debt  to  them  beyond  the  ties  of 
kinship  do  I  now  declare  to  thee  ;  for  I  assert,  in  days  gone 
by,  I  was  with  Theseus  on  the  ship,  as  their  father's  squire, 
when  they  went  to  fetch  that  girdle  fraught  with  death  ; 
yea,  and  from  Hades'  murky  dungeons  did  Heracles  bring 
thy  father  up  ;  as  all  Hellas  doth  attest.  [  '  Wherefore  in 
return  they  crave  this  boon  of  thee,  that  they  be  not  sur- 
rendered up  nor  torn  by  force  from  the  altars  of  thy  gods 
and  cast  forth  from  the  land.  For  this  were  shame  on  thee, 
and  ^  hurtful  likewise  in  thy  state,  should  suppliants,  exiles, 
kith  and  kin  of  thine,  be  haled  away  by  force.     For  pity's 

The  following  six  lines  have  been  condemned  by  the  joint  verdict 
of  Paley,  Person,  and  Dindorf. 

''  This  line  as  it  stands  has  a  syllable  too  many  for  the  metre.     Her- 
mann omits  rt.     Wecklein  inserts  ry  and  omits  cojcov. 
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sake !  cast  one  glance  at  them.]  I  do  entreat  thee,  laying  my 
suppliant  bough  upon  thee,  by  thy  hands  and  beard,  slight  not 
the  sons  of  Heracles,  now  that  thou  hast  them  in  thy  power 
to  help.  Show  thyself  their  kinsman  and  their  friend  ;  be 
to  them  father,  brother,  lord  ;  for  better  each  and  all  of  these 
than  to  fall  beneath  the  Argives'  hand. 

Cho.  O  king,  I  pity  them,  hearing  their  sad  lot.  Now 
more  than  ever  do  I  see  noble  birth  o'ercome  by  fortune ; 
for  these,  though  sprung  from  a  noble  sire,  are  suffering 
what  they  ne'er  deserved. 

Dem.  Three  aspects  of  the  case  constrain  me,  lolaus,  not 
to  spurn  the  guests  thou  bringest ;  first  and  foremost, 
there  is  Zeus,  at  whose  altar  thou  art  seated  with  these 
tender  children  gathered  round  thee  ;  next  come  ties  of  kin, 
and  the  debt  I  owe  to  treat  them  kindly  for  their  father's 
sake;  and  last,  mine  honour,  which  before  all  I  must  regard  ; 
for  if  I  permit  this  altar  to  be  violently  despoiled  by  stranger 
hands,  men  will  think  the  land  I  inhabit  is  free  no  more, 
and  that  through  fear  ^  I  have  surrendered  suppliants  to 
Argives,  and  this  comes  nigh  to  make  one  hang  oneself. 
Would  that  thou  hadst  come  under  a  luckier  star  !  yet,  as  it 
is,  fear  not  that  any  man  shall  tear  thee  and  these  children 
from  the  altar  by  force.  Get  thee  {fo  Copreus)  to  Argos 
and  tell  Eurystheus  so;  yea  and  more,  if  he  have  any  charge 
against  these  strangers,  he  shall  have  justice  ;  but  never  shalt 
thou  drag  them  hence. 

Cop.  Not  even  if  I  have  right  upon  my  side  and  prove 
my  case  ? 

Dem.  How  can  it  be  right  to  drag  the  suppliant  away  by 
force  ? 

Cop.  Well,^  mine  is  the  disgrace ;  no  harm  will  come  to 
thee. 

'  Reading  oKvtft. 

^  Reading  wilh  Musgrave  ovkovv  .  .  .  aXk'  or.  Jerram  reads  ovrovy 
.  .  .  fiWii  aoi  giving  as  the  sense  of  this  line  and  the  next — 
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Dem.  'Tis  harm  to  me,  if  I  let  them  be  haled  away  by 

thee.  ^    ^ 

Cop.  Banish  them  thyself,  and  then  will  I  take  them  from 
elsewhere. 

Dem.  Nature  made  thee  a  fool,  to  think  thou  knowen 
belter  than  the  god. 

Cop.  It  seems  then  evildoers  are  to  find  a  refuge  here. 
Dem.  a  temple  of  the  gods  is  an  asylum  open  to  the 
world. 

Cop.  Maybe  they  will  not  take  this  view  in  Mycense. 
Dem.  What !  am  I  not  lord  of  this  domain  ? 
Cop.  So  long  as  thou  injure  not  the  Argives,  and  if  ^  wise 
thou  wilt  not.  ' 

Dem.  Be  injured  for  all  I  care,  provided  I  sin  not  acainst 
the  gods. 

Cop.  I  would  not  have  thee  come  to  blows  with  Argos. 

Dem.  I  am  of  like  mind  in  this ;  but  I  will  not  dismiss 
these  from  my  protection. 

Cop.  For  all  that,  I  shall  take  and  drag  my  own  away. 

Dem.  Why  then  perhaps  thou  wilt  find  a  difficulty  in  re- 
turning  to  Argos. 

Cop.  That  shall  I  soon  find  out  by  making  the  attempt. 

Dem.  Touch  them  and  thou  shalt  rue  it,  and  that  without 
delay. 

Cho.  I  conjure  thee,  never  dare  to  strike  a  herald. 

Dem.  Strike  I  will,  unless  that  herald  learn  discretion 

Cho.  Depart ;  and  thou,  O  king,  touch  him  not. 

Cop.  I  go ;  for  'tis  feeble  fighting  with  a  single  arm.     But 
1  will  come  again,  bringing  hither  a  host  of  Argive  troops 
spearmen  clad  in  bronze  ;  for  countless  warriors  are  awaiting 
my  return,  and  king  Eurystheus  in  person  at  their  head ; 

•*  Co/.  No  disgrace  to  me  :  the  hurt  will  be  thine. 
^^/.  So  it  will,  if  I  let  thee  take  them." 

W, tit  t!„t:^;  "■""''  "'"  ''"'"'■'''"'  changes;,,  into  aV. 
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anxiously  he  waits  the  issue  here  on  the  borders  of  Alcathous' ' 
realm.  And  when  he  hears  thy  haughty  answer,  he  will  burst 
upon  thee,  and  thy  citizens,  on  this  land  and  all  that  grows 
therein  ;  for  all  in  vain  should  we  possess  such  hosts  of 
picked  young  troops  in  Argos,  should  we  forbear  to  punish 
thee.  [^-^"'*^  CoPREUs 

Dem.  Perdition  seize  thee  !  I  am  not  afraid  of  thy  Argos. 
Be  very  sure  thou  shalt  not  drag  these  suppliants  hence  by 
force,  to  my  shame ;  for  I  hold  not  this  city  subject  unto 
Argos,  but  independently. 

Cho.  Tis  time  to  use  our  forethought,  ere  the  host  of 
Argos  approach  our  frontier,  for  exceeding  fierce  are  the 
warriors  of  Mycenae,  and  in  the  present  case  still  more  than 
heretofore.  For  all  heralds  observe  this  custom,  to  exag- 
gerate what  happened  twofold.  Bethink  thee  what  a  tale 
he  will  tell  his  master  of  his  dreadful  treatment,  how  he 
came  very  near  losing  his  life  altogether. 

loL.  Children  have  no  fairer  prize  than  this,  the  being 

born  of  a  good  and  noble  sire,  and  the  power  to  wed  from 

noble  families ;  but  whoso  is  enslaved  by  passion  and  makes 

a  lowborn  match,  I  cannot  praise  for  leaving  to  his  children 

a  legacy  of  shame,  to  gratify  himself.     For  noble  birth  oft'ers 

a  stouter  resistance  to  adversity  than  base  parentage ;  we, 

for  instance,  in  the  last  extremity  of  woe,  have  found  friends 

and  kinsmen  here,  the  only  champions  of  these  children 

through  all  the  length  and  breadth  of  this  Hellenic  world. 

Give,  children,  give  to  them  your  hand,  and  they  the  same 

to  you ;  draw  near  to  them.     Ah  !  children,  we  have  made 

trial  of  our  friends,  and  if  ever  ye  see  the  path  that  leads  you 

back  to  your  native  land,  and  possess  your  home  and  the 

honours  of  your  father,  count  them  ever  as  your  friends  and 

saviours,  and  never  lift  against  their  land  the  foeman's  spear, 

in  memory  of  this,  but  hold  this  city  first  midst  those  ye 

love.     Yea,  they  well  deserve  your  warm  regard,  in  that 

*  He  was  king  of  Megara. 
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they  have  shifted  from  our  shoulders  to  their  own  the 
enmity  of  so  mighty  a  land  as  Argos  and  its  people, 
though  they  saw  we  were  vagabonds  and  l>eggars ;  still  they 
did  not  give  us  up  nor  drive  us  forth.  So  while  I  live,  and 
after  death,— come  when  it  will,— loudly  will  I  sing  thy  praise, 
good  friend,  and  will  extol  thee  as  I  stand  at  Theseus'  side, 
and  cheer  his  heart,  as  I  tell  how  thou  didst  give  kind  welcome 
and  protection  to  the  sons  of  Heracles,  and  how  nobly  thou 
dost  preserve  thy  father's  fame  through  the  length  of  Hellas, 
and  hast  not  fallen  from  the  high  estate,  to  which  thy  father 
brought  thee,  a  lot  which  few  others  can  boast ;  for  'mongst 
the  many  wilt  thou  find  one  maybe,  that  is  not  degenerate 
from  his  sire. 

Cho.  This  land  is  ever  ready  in  an  honest  cause  to  aid  the 
helpless.  Wherefore  ere  now  it  hath  endured  troubles  number- 
less for  friends,  and  now  in  this  I  see  a  struggle  nigh  at  hand. 

Dem.  Thou  hast  spoken  well,  and  I  feel  confident  their 
conduct  will  be  such ;  our  kindness  will  they  not  forget. 
Now  will  I  muster  the  citizens  and  set  them  in  array,  that  I 
may  receive  Mycenae's  host  with  serried  ranks.  But  first  r 
will  I  send  scouts  to  meet  them,  le^t  they  fall  upon  me 
unawares;  for  at  Argos  ever>'  man  is  prompt  to  answer  to 
the  call,  and  I  will  assemble  prophets  and  ordain  a  sacrifice. 
But  do  thou  leave  the  altar  of  Zeus  and  go  with  the  children 
into  the  house  ;  for  there  are  those,  who  will  care  for  thee, 
even  though  I  be  abroad.     Enter  then  my  house,  old  man. 

loL.  I  will  not  leave  the  altar.  Let '  us  sit  here  still,  pray- 
ing  for  the  city's  fair  success,  and  when  thou  hast  made  a 
glorious  end  of  this  struggle,  will  we  go  unto  the  house ; 
nor  are  the  gods  who  champion  us  weaker  than  the  gods  of 
Argos,  O  king  ;  Hera,  wife  of  Zeus,  is  their  leader;  Athena 
ours.  And  this  I  say  is  an  omen  of  success,  that  we  have 
the  stronger  deity,  for  Pallas  will  not  brook  defeat. 

[Ex//  Demophon. 

Or,  "let  us  keep  our  suppliant  seat,  awaiting  the  city's  success." 
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Cho.  Though  loud  thy  boasts,  there  be  others  care  no 
more  for  thee  for  that,  O  stranger '  from  the  land  of  Argos  ; 
nor  wilt  thou  scare  my  soul  with  swelling  words.  Not  yet 
be  this  the  fate  of  mighty  Athens,  beauteous  town  !  But 
thou  art  void  of  sense,  and  so  is  he,  who  lords  it  o'er  Argos, 
the  son  of  Sthenelus,— thou  that  comest  to  another  state,  in 
no  wise  weaker  than  Argos,  and,  stranger  that  thou  art, 
wouldst  drag  away  by  force  suppliants  of  the  gods,  wanderers 
that  cling'  to  my  land  for  help,  refusing  to  yield  to  our  king, 
nor  yet  having  any  honest  plea  to  urge.  How  can  such 
conduct  count  as  honourable,  at  least  in  wise  men's  judg- 
ment ?  I  am  for  peace  myself;  yet  I  tell  thee,  wicked  king, 
although  thou  come  unto  my  city,  thou  shalt  not  get  so 
easily  what  thou  expectest.  Thou  art  not  the  only  man  to 
wield  a  sword  or  targe  with  plates  of  brass.  Nay,  thou 
eager  warrior,  I  warn  thee,  bring  not  war's  alarms  against 
our  lovely  town  ;  restrain  thyself. 

loL.  My  son,  why,  prithee,  art  thou  returned  with  that 
anxious  look?  Hast  thou  news  of  the  enemy?  Are  they 
coming,  are  they  here,  or  what  thy  tidings  ?  For  of  a  surety 
yon  herald  will  not  play  us  false.  No !  sure  I  am  their  cap- 
tain, prosperous  heretofore,  will  come,  with  thoughts  exceeding 
proud  against  Athens.     But  Zeus  doth  punish  overweening 

pride. 

Dem.  The  host  of  Argos  is  come,  and  Eurystheus  its 
king  ;  my  own  eyes  saw  him,  for  the  man  who  thinks  he 
knows  good  generalship  must  see  the  foe  not  by  messengers 
alone.  As  yet,  however,  he  hath  not  sent  his  host  into  the 
plain,  but,  camped  upon  a  rocky  brow,  is  watching— I  only 
tell  thee  what  I  think  this  means— to  see  by  which  road  to 
lead  his  army  hither  without  fighting,  and  how  to  take  up  a 
safe  position  in  this  land.  However,  all  my  plans  are  by 
this  time  carefully  laid ;  the  city  is  under  arms,  the  victims 

»  Reading  i  Idv  'Apyoftr  'tXfwv  (Erfurdt). 

»  Reading  with  Dindorf  a»Ti<TX'^M**'o»'C.     Nauck  has  avrofuvovQ. 
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Stand  ready  to  be  slain  to  every  god,  whose  due  this  is  ;  my 
seers  have  filled  the  town  with  sacrifices,  to  turn  the  foe  to 
flight  and  keep  our  country  safe.  All  those  who  chant  pro- 
phetic  words  have  I  assembled,  and  have  examined  ancient 
oracles,  both  public  and  secret,  as  means  to  save  this  city. 
And  though  the  several  answers  differ  in  many  points,  yet 
in  one  is  the  sentiment  of  all  clearly  the  same ;  they  bid  me 
sacrifice  to  Demeter's '  daughter  some  maiden  from  a  noble 
father  sprung.  Now  I,  though  in  your  cause  I  am  as  zealous 
as  thou  seest,  yet  will  not  slay  my  child,  nor  will  I  compel 
any  of  my  subjects  to  do  so  against  his  will ;  for  who  of  his 
own  will  doth  harbour  such  an  evil  thought  as  to  yield  with 
his  own  hands  the  child  he  loves  ?  And  now  thou  mayest ' 
.see  angry  gatherings,  where  some  declare,  'tis  right  to  stand 
by  suppliant  strangers,  while  others  charge  me  with  folly  ; 
but  if  I  do '  this  deed,  a  civil  war  is  then  and  there  on  foot. 
Do  thou  then  look  to  this  and  help  to  find  a  way  to  save 
yourselves  and  this  country  without  causing  me  to  be 
slandered  by  the  citizens.  For  I  am  no  despot  like  a  bar- 
barian monarch  ;  but  provided  *  I  do  what  is  just,  just  will 
my  treatment  be. 

Cho.  Can  it  be  that  heaven  forbids  this  city  to  help 
strangers,  when  it  hath  the  will  and  longing  so  to  do  ? 

loL.  My  children,  we  are  even  as  those  mariners,  who 
have  escaped  the  storm's  relentless  rage,  and  have  the  land 
almost  within  their  reach,  but  after  all  are  driven  back  from 
shore  by  tempests  to  the  deep  again.  Even  so  we,  just  as 
we  reach  the  shore  in  seeming  safety,  are  being  thrust  back 
from  this  laud.     Ah  me  !     Why,  cruel  hope,  didst  thou  then 

Persephone,  queen  of  the  dead. 
Hartung  unnecessarily  reads  doTa/r  'iSoiq. 

Reading  d  ^i  in  which  gives  a  quite  intelligible  sense ;  yet  it  has 
i)een  altered  by  some  into  f/v  ct  fin. 

*  Col>et  proposed  »/vTrc/u  dciKa,  i.e.  "if  I  do  what  is  unjust,  I  shall  get 
my  deserts. " 
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cheer  my  heart,  though  thou  didst  not  menn   to  make  the 
boon  complete?    The  king  may  well  be  pardoned,  if  he  will 
not  slay  his  subjects'  children  ;  and  with  my  treatment  here 
I  am  content ;  if  indeed  'tis  heaven's  will,   I  thus  should 
fare,  still  is  my  gratitude  to  thee  in  no  wise  lost.     Children, 
I  know  not  what  to  do  for  you.     Whither  shall  we  turn  ?  for 
what  god's  altar  have  we  left  uncrowned  ?  to  what  fenced 
city  have  we  failed  to  go?     Ruin  and  surrender  are  our 
instant  lot,  poor  children  !     If  I  must  die,  'tis  naught  to  me, 
save  that  thereby  I  give  those  foes  of  mine  some  cause  for 
joy.     But  you,  children,  I  lament  and  pity,  and  that  aged 
mother  of  your  sire,  Alcmena.     Ah,  woe  is  thee  for  thy  long 
span  of  life !  and  woe  is  me  for  all  my  idle   toil !     Twas 
after  all  our  destined  doom  to  fall  into  the  hands  of  our 
hated  foe,  and  die  a  death  of  sliame  and  misery.     But  lend 
me  thine  aid,  thou  knowest  how;    for  all   hope   of  these 
children's  safety  has  not  yet  left  me.     Give  me  up  instead  of 
them  to  the  Argives,  O  king ;  run  no  risk,  but  let  me  save 
the  children  ;  to  love  my  life  becomes  me  not ;  let  it  pass. 
Me'  will  Eurystheus  be  most  glad  to  take  and  treat  despite- 
fuUy,  as  I  was  Heracles*  companion  ;    for  the  man  is  but  a 
boor ;  wherefore  wise  men  ought  to  pray  to  get  a  wise  man  for 
their  foe,  and  not  a  proud  senseless  fool  ;  for  so,  even  if  by 
fortune  ^  flouted,  one  would  meet  with  much  consideration. 
Cho.  Old  man,  blame'  not  this  city;  for  though  perhaps 
a  gain '  to  us,  yet  would  it  be  a  foul  reproach  that  we  betrayed 

strangers. 

1)EM.  A  generous  scheme  is  thine,  but  impossible.     Tis 
not  in  quest  of  thee  yon  king  comes  marching  hither ;  what 

'  Usencr,  followed  by  Nauck,  regards  lines  456  to  460  as  spurious. 

>  Reading  with  Tyrrwhitt  Karv\n<:  for  Kai  ^ic>/c.  which  in  the  Aldine 
l)ecame  cat  ri''x»»t  and  suggestetl  the  emendation. 

3  But  lolaus  has  praised,  not  blamed  Athens.  And  so  Ilartung  pro- 
pos.'S  to  read  t7ran'*<ry.     Usener  r»;i^€  rair'  mm. 
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would  Eurystheus  gain  by  the  death  of  one  so  old  ?  Nay, 
'tis  these  children's  blood  he  wants.  For  there  is  danger  to 
a  foe  in  the  youthful  scions  of  a  noble  race,  whose  memory 
dwells  upon  their  father's  wrongs;  all  this  Eurystheus  must 
foresee.  But  if  thou  hast  any  scheme  besides,  that  better 
suits  the  time,  be  ready  with  it,  for,  since  I  heard  that  oracle, 
I  am  at  a  loss  and  full  of  fear.  [Exit  Demophon. 

Mac.  Sirs,  impute  not  boldness  to  me,  because  I  venture 
forth ;  this  shall  be  my  first  request,  for  a  woman's  fairest 
crown  is  this,  to  practise  silence  and  discretion,  and  abide 
at  home  in  peace.  But  when  I  heard  thy  lamentations, 
lolaus,  I  came  forth,  albeit  I  was  not  appointed  to  take  the 
lead  in  my  family.  Still  in  some  sense  am  I  fit  to  do  so, 
for  these  my  brothers  are  my  chiefest  care,  and  I  fain  would 
ask,  as  touching  myself,  whether  some  new  trouble,  added  to 
the  former  woes,  is  gnawing  at  thy  heart. 

loL.  My  daughter,  'tis  nothing  new  that  I  should  praise 
thee,  as  I  justly  may,  above  all  the  children  of  Heracles. 
Our  house  seemed  to  be  prospering,  when  back  it  fell  again 
into  a  hopeless  state ;  for  the  king  declares  the  prophets 
signify  that  he  must  order  the  sacrifice,  not  of  bull  or  heifer, 
but  of  some  tender  maid  of  noble  lineage,  if  we  and  this  city 
are  to  exist.  Herein  is  our  perplexity;  the  king  refuses 
either  to  sacrifice  his  own  or  any  other's  child.  *  Wherefore, 
though  he  use  not  terms  express,  yet  doth  he  hint,  that, 
unless  we  find  some  way  out  of  this  perplexity,  we  must 
seek  some  other  land,  for  he  this  country  fain  would  save. 

Mac.  Are  these  indeed  the  terms  on  which  our  safety 
depends? 

loL.  Yea,  on  these ;  if,  that  is,  we  are  successful  other- 
wise. 

Mac.  Xo  longer  then  cower  before  the  hated  Argive 
spear ;  for  I,  of  my  own  free  will,  or  ever  they  bid  me,  am 
ready  to  die  and  offer  myself  as  a  victim.     For  what  excuse 

'  Nauck  condemns  lines  494  to  497. 
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have  we,  if,  while  this  city  deems  it  right  to  incur  a  great 
danger  on  our  behalf,  we,  though  we  might  save  ourselves, 
fly  from  death,  by  foisting  our  trouble  on  others  ?  No  ! 
indeed,  'twere  surely  most  ridiculous  to  sit  and  mourn  as 
suppliants  of  the  gods,  and  show  ourselves  but  cowards, 
children  as  we  are  of  that  illustrious  sire.  Where  among 
the  brave  is  such  conduct  seen  ?  Better,  I  suppose,  this 
city  should  be  taken  and  I  (which  Heaven  forefend !)  fall  into 
the  hands  of  the  enemy,  and  then,  for  all  I  am  my  noble 
father's  child,  meet  an  awful  doom,  and  face  the  Death-god 
none  the  less.  Shall  I  wander  as  an  exile  from  this  land  ? 
Shall  I  not  feel  shame  then,  when  someone  says,  as  say 
they  will,  "Why  are  ye  come  hither  with  suppliant  boughs, 
loving  your  lives  too  well  ?  Begone  from  our  land  !  for  we 
will  not  succour  cowards."  Nay,  if  these  be  slain  and  I 
alone  be  saved,  I  have  no  hope  in  any  wise  of  being  happy, 
though  many  ere  now  have  in  this  hope  betrayed  their 
friends.  For  who  will  care  to  wed  a  lonely  maid  or  make 
me  mother  of  his  children?  Tis  better  I  should  die  than 
meet  such  treatment,  ['  little  as  I  merit  it.  This  were  fitter 
treatment  for  some  other,  one  that  is  not  born  to  fame  as  I 
am.]  Conduct  me  to  the  scene  of  death,  ['crown  me  with 
garlands,  and  begin  the  rites,  if  so  it  please  you ;  ]  then  be 
victorious  o'er  the  foe,  for  here  I  offer  my  life  freely  and 
without  constraint,  and  for  my  brothers  and  myself  I  under- 
take to  die.  [  ^  For  I,  by  loving  not  my  life  too  well,  have 
found  a  treasure  very  fair,  a  glorious  means  to  leave  it.] 

Cho.  Ah,  what  shall  I  say  on  hearing  the  maid's  brave 
words,  she  that  is  ready  to  die  for  her  brothers  ?     Who  can 

'  Paley  brackets  these  two  lines  as  spurious,  and  Nauck  suspects 
their  genuineness. 

'■*  Paley  encloses  this  line  in  brackets.  Nauck  says  it  is  either 
spurious  or  corrupt.  Certainly  it  oflTends  against  tragic  usage  by  con- 
taining a  cretic  foot  as  the  fifth. 

*  Also  regarded  by  Paley  as  spurious. 
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speak  more  noble  words  or  do  more  noble  deeds  henceforth 
for  ever  ? 

loL.  Daughter,  thou  art  his  own  true  child,  no  other  man's 
but  Heracles',  that  godlike  soul ;  proud  am  I  of  thy  words, 
though  I  sorrow  for  thy  lot.  Yet  will  I  propose  a  fairer 
method :  'tis  right  to  summon  hither  all  the  sisters  of  this 
maiden,  and  then  let  her,  on  whom  the  lot  shall  fall,  die  for 
her  family;  for  that  thou  shouldst  die  without  the  lot  is  not 
just. 

Mac.  My  death  shall  no  chance  lot  decide  ;  there  is  no 
graciousness  in  that ;  peace  !  old  friend.  But  if  ye  accept 
and  will  avail  you  of  my  readiness,  freely  do  I  offer  my  life 
for  these,  and  without  constraint. 

lou  Ah,  this  is  even  nobler  than  thy  former  word  ;  that 
was  matchless,  but  thou  dost  now  surpass  thy  bravery  and 
noble  speech.  I  cannot  bid,  will  not  forbid  thy  dying,  O  my 
daughter !  for '  by  thy  death  thou  dost  thy  brothers  serve. 

Mac.  a  cautious  bidding  thine  !  Fear  not  to  take  a 
stam  of  guilt  from  me ;  only  let  me  die  as  one  whose  death 
IS  free.  Follow  me,  old  friend,  for  in  thy  arms  I  fain  would 
die;  stand  by  and  veil  my  body  with  my  robe,  for  I  will  go 
even  to  the  dreadful  doom  of  sacrifice,  seeing  whose  daughter 
I  avow  myself. 

loL.  I  cannot  stand  by  and  see  thee  bleed. 

Mac.  At  least  do  thou  beg  me  this  boon  of  the  king, 
that  I  may  breathe  out  my  life  in  women's  arms  instead  of 
men's. 

Dem.  It  shall  be  so,  unhappy  maid  ;  for  this  were  shame 
to  me  to  refuse  thee  honour  due,  for  many  reasons  :  because 
thou  hast  a  soul  so  brave;  because  'tis  right;  and  thou  hast 
shown  more  courage  than  any  of  thy  sex  my  eyes  have  ever 
seen.  Now,  if  thou  hast  aught  to  say  to  these  children  or 
thy  aged  guide,  oh ' !  say  the  last  thou  hast  to  say— then  go. 

'  Nauck  condemns  this  line. 
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Mac.  Farewell,   old  friend,  farewell!    and   prithee  teach 
these  children  to  he  like  thyself,  wise  at  every  point ;  let 
them  strive  no  further,  for  that  will  suffice  them.     And  seek 
to  save  them  from  death,  even  as  thou  art  anxious  to  do ; 
thy  children  are  we,  thy  care  it  was  that  nurtured  us.    Thou 
seest  how  I  yield  my  bridal  bloom  to  die  for  them.    For 
you,  my  brothers  gathered  here,  may  you  be  happy  !  and  may 
every   blessing   be   yours,   for   the   which   my  blood  shall 
pay  the  price  !  *     Honour  this  old  friend,  and  her  that  is 
within  the  house,  Alcmena,  the  aged  mother  of  my  sire, 
and  these  strangers  too.     And  if  ever  heaven  for  you  devise 
release  from  trouble  and  a  return  to  your  home,  remember 
the  burial  due  to  her  that  saved  you,  a  funeral  fair '  as  I 
deserve;    for   I  have  not  failed,   but   stood   by  you,  and 
died  to  save  my  race.     This  shall  be  my  pearl  of  price 
instead  of  children,  and  for  the  maiden  life  I  leave,  if  there 
be  really  aught   beyond  the  grave— God  grant  there  may 
not  be !    For  if,  e'en  there,  we  who  are  to  die  shall  find 
a  life  of  care,  I  know  not  whither  one  shall  turn ;  for  death 
is  held  a  sovereign  cure  for  every  ill. 

loL.  Maiden  of  heroic  soul,  transcending  all  thy  race, 
be  sure  the  fame  that  thou  shalt  win  from  us,  in  life,  in 
death,  shall  leave  the  rest  of  women  far  behind;  farewell  to 
thee  !  I  dare  not  say  harsh  words  of  her  to  whom  thou  art 
devoted,  the  goddess-daughter  of  Demeter.  [Exit  Macaria.] 
Children,  I  am  undone,  grief  unnerves  my  limbs;  take 
hold  and  support  me  to  a  seat  hard  by,  when  ye  have 
drawn  my  mantle  o'er  my  face,  my  sons.  For  I  am  grieved 
at  what  hath  happened,  and  yet,  were  it  not  fulfilled,  we 
could  not  live ;  thus  were  the  mischief  worse,  though  this  is 
grief  enough. 

Cho.  Without  the   will  of  heaven  none  is  blest,  none 
curst,  I  do  maintain ;  nor  doth  the  same  house  for  ever  tread 

»  Badham  proposed  (r^aXi'/fffrai,  certainly  an  easier  reading. 
-  Nauck,  /xaXiara  for  KaXKiara. 
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the  path  of  bliss;  for  one  kind  of  fortune  follows  hard  upon 
another;  one  man  it  brings  to  naught  from  his  high  estate, 
another  though  of  no '  account  it  crowns  with  happiness. 
To  shun  what  fate  decrees,  is  no  wise  permitted ;  none  by 
cunning  shall  thrust  it  from  him;  but  he,  who  vainly 
would  do  so,  shall  have  unceasing  trouble.  Then  fall  not 
prostrate  thou,  but  bear  what  heaven  sends,  and  set  a  limit  to 
thy  soul's  grief;  for  she,  poor  maid !  in  dying  for  her  brothers 
and  this  land,  hath  won  a  glorious  death,  and  splendid  fame 
shall  be  her  meed  from  all  mankind;  for  virtue's  path  leads 
through  troublous  ways.  Worthy  of  her  father,  worthy  of 
her  noble  birth  is  this  conduct.  And  if  thou  dost  honour 
the  virtuous  dead,  I  share  with  thee  that  sentiment. 

Ser.  All  hail,  ye  children  !  Where  is  aged  lolaus  ?  where 
the  mother  of  your  sire,  absent  from  their  place  at  this 
altar? 

loL.  Here  am  I,  so  far  as  I  can  be  present  at  all. 

Ser.  Why  dost  thou  lie  there  ?    Why  that  downcast  look  ? 

loL.  There  is  come  a  sorrow  on  my  house,  whereby  I  am 
distressed. 

Ser.  Arise,  lift  up  thy  head. 

loL.  1  am  old,  and  all  my  strength  is  gone. 

Ser.  But  I  come  with  tidings  of  great  joy  for  rfiee. 

loL.  Who  art  thou  ?  Where  have  I  met  thee  ?  I  have 
no  remembrance. 

S"ER.    I  am  a  vassal  of  Hyllus;  dost  not  recognize  me  now? 

loL.  Best  of  friends,  art  thou  come  to  save  us  twain  from 
hurt? 

Ser.  Assuredly  ;  and  moreover  thou  art  lucky  in  the 
present  case. 

loL.  Alcmena,  mother  of  a  noble  son,  to  thee  I  call ! 
rome  forth,  hear  this  welcome  news.  For  long  has  anguish 
caused  thee  inwardly  to  w^aste,  wondering  if  those,  who 
now  are  here,  would  ever  come. 

Reading  anrar,  Fix's  emendation  for  the  unmelrical  aKi]Tav  of  MS. 
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Alc.  What  means  that  shout,  that  echoes  throughout  the 
house?  Hath  there  come  yet  a  herald  from  Argos,  O  lolaus, 
and  is  he  treating  thee  with  violence  ?  Feeble  is  any  strength 
of  mine ;  yet  thus  much  let  me  tell  thee,  stranger,  never, 
whilst  I  live,  shalt  thou  drag  them  hence.  Shouldst  thou 
succeed,  no  more  let  me  be  thought  the  mother  of  that  hero. 
And  if  thou  lay  a  finger  on  them,  thou  wilt  struggle  to  thy 
shame  with  two  aged  foes. 

loL.  Courage,  aged  dame,  fear  not ;  not  from  Argos  is  a 
herald  come,  with  hostile  messages. 

Alc.  Why  then  didst  raise  a  cry,  fear's  harbinger  ? 

loL.  I  called  thee  to  come  to  me  in  front  of  this  temple. 

A:x.  I  know  not  what  it  means ;  who  is  this? 

loL.  A  messenger  who  says  thy  grandson  cometh  hither. 

Alc.  All  hail  to  thee  for  these  thy  tidings  !  But  why  is 
he  not  here,  where  is  he  ?  if  in  this  land  he  hath  set  foot. 
What  hath  happened  to  keep  him  from  coming  hither  with 
thee,  to  cheer  my  heart  ? 

Ser.  He  is  posting  the  army  he  brought  with  him,  and 
seeing  it  marshalled. 

Alc.  Then  have  I  no  concern  herein. 

loL.  Yes,  thou  hast ;  though  it  is  my  business  to  inquire 
into  these  matters. 

Ser.  What  then  wouldst  thou  learn  of  these  events? 

loL.  About  how  many  allies  has  he  with  him? 

Ser.  a  numerous  force ;  I  cannot  otherwise  describe  the 
number. 

loL.  The  leaders  of  the  Athenians  know  this,  I  suppose  ? 

Ser.  They  do  ;  already  is  their  left  wing  set  in  array. 

loL,  Is  then  the  host  already  armed  for  battle  ? 

Ser.  Yea,  and  already  are  the  victims  brought '  near  ^  the 
ranks. 

loL.  About  what  distance  is  the  Argive  host  from  us? 

^  KarJifHcrai  has  been  proposed  for  iraQiiKTai. 
'■'■  TTcXaQ  is  Dindorf 's  emendation  for  'tjcat. 
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Ser.  Near  enough  for  their  general  to  be  plainly  seen. 

loL.  What  is  he  about  ?  marshalling  the  enemy's  line  ? 

Ser.  So  we  guessed  ;  we  could  not  hear  exactly.  But  I 
must  go,  for  I  would  not  that  my  master  should  engage  the 
foe  without  me,  if  I  can  help  it. 

loL.  I  also  will  go  with  thee  ;  for  I  like  thee  am  minced, 
so  it  seems,  to  be  there  and  help  my  friends. 

Ser.  It  least  of  all  becomes  thee  thus  to  utter  words  of 
folly. 

loL.  Far  less  to  shrink  from  sharing  with  my  friends  the 
stubborn  fight. 

Ser.  Mere  looks  can  wound  no  one,  if  the  arm  do  naught. 

loL.  Why,  cannot  I  smite  even  through  their  shields? 

Ser.  Smite  perhaps,  more  likely  be  smitten  thyself. 

loL.  No  foe  will  dare  to  meet  me  face  to  face. 

Ser.  Friend,  the  strength,  that  erst  was  thine,  is  thine 
no  more. 

loL.  Well,  at  any  rate,  I  will  fight  with  as  many  as  ever 
I  did. 

Ser.  Small  the  weight  thou  canst  throw  into  the  balance 
for  thy  friends. 

loL.  Detain  me  not,  when  I  have  girded  myself  for  action. 

Ser.  The  power  to  act  is  thine  no  more,  the  will  maybe 
is  there. 

loL.  Stay  here  I  will  not,  say  what  else  ^  thou  wilt. 
Ser.  How   shalt   thou   show  thyself  before  the   troops 
unarmed  ? 

loL.  There  be  captured  arms  within  this  shrine ;  these 
will  I  use,  and,  if  I  live,  restore ;  and,  if  I  am  slain,  the  god 
will  not  demand  them  of  me  back.  Go  thou  within,  and 
from  its  peg  take  down  a  suit  of  armour  and  forthwith  bring 
it  to  me.  To  linger  thus  at  home  is  infamous,  while  some 
go  fight,  and  others  out  of  cowardice  remain  behind. 

[^Exii  Servant. 

'  Badham  proposed  rand  for  roXXa. 
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Cho.  Not  yet  hath  time  laid  low  thy  spirit,  'tis  young  as 
ever ;  but  thy  body's  strength  is  gone.  Why  toil  to  no 
purpose  ?  Twill  do  thee  hurt  and  benefit  our  city  little. 
At  thy  age  thou  shouldst  confess  thy  error  and  let  impos- 
sibilities alone.  Thou  canst  in  no  way  get  thy  vigour  back 
again. 

Alc.  What  means  this  mad  resolve  to  leave  me  with  my 
children  undefended  here  ? 

loL.  Men  must  fight ;  and  thou  must  look  to  them. 

Alc.  And  what  if  thou  art  slain  ?  what  safety  shall  I 
find? 

loL.  Thy  son's  sur\'iving  children  will  care  for  thee. 

Alc.  Suppose  they  meet  with  some  reverse?  which  Heaven 
forefend  ! 

loL.  These  strangers  will  not  give  thee  up,  fear  not. 

Alc.  They  are  my  last  and  only  hope,  I  have  no  other. 

loL.  Zeus  too,  I  feel  sure,  cares  for  thy  sufferings. 

Alc.  Ah  !  of  Zeus  will  I  never  speak  ill,  but  himself  doth 
know,  whether  he  is  just  to  me. 

Ser.  Lo  !  here  thou  seest  a  full  coat  of  mail ;  make  haste 
to  case  thyself  therein ;  for  the  strife  is  nigh,  and  bitterly 
doth  Ares  loathe  loiterers  ;  but  if  thou  fear  the  weight  of  the 
armour,  go  for  the  present  without  it,  and  in  the  ranks  do  on 
this  gear  ;  meantime  will  I  carry  it. 

lOL.  Well  said  !  keep  the  harness  ready  to  my  hand,  put 
a  spear  within  my  grasp,  and  support  me  on  the  left  side, 
guiding  my  steps. 

Ser.  Am  I  to  lead  this  warrior  like  a  child  ? 

loL.  To  save  the  omen,  we  must  go  without  stumbling. 

Ser.  Would  thy  power  to  act  were  equal  to  thy  zeal ! 

loL.  Hasten  ;  I  shall  feel  it  grievously,  if  I  am  too  late  for 
the  battle. 

Ser.  'Tis  thou  who  art  slow,  not  I,  though  thou  fanciest 
thou  art  doing  wonders 

loL.  Dost  not  mark  how  swift  my  steps  are  hasting? 
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Ser.   I  mark  more  seeming  than  reality  in  thy  haste. 
loL.  Thou  wilt  tell  a  different  tale  when  thou  seest  me 
there. 

Ser.  What  shall  I  see  thee  do  ?  I  wish  thee  all  success, 
at  any  rate. 

loL.  Thou  shalt  see  me  smite  some  foeman  through  the 
shield. 

Ser.  Perhaps,  if  ever  we  get  there.  I  have  ray  fears  of 
that. 

loL.  Ah  !  would  to  Heaven  that  thou,  mine  arm,  e'en  as 
I  remember  thee  in  thy  lusty  youth,  when  with  Heracles  thou 
didst  sack  Sparta,  couldst  so  champion  me  to-day !  how  I 
would  put  Eurystheus  to  flight !  since  he  is  too  craven  to  wait 
the  onslaught.  For  prosperity  carries  with  it  this  error  too 
a  reputation  for  bravery ;  for  we  think  the  prosperous  man  a 
master  of  all  knowledge. 

Cho.  O  earth,  and  moon  that  shines  by  night,  and  dazzling 
radiance  of  the  god,  that  giveth  light  to  man,  bear  the  tidings 
to  me,  shout  aloud  to  heaven  for  joy,  and  beside  our  ruler's 
throne,  and  in  the  shrine  of  grey-eyed  Athene.  For  my 
fatherland  and  home  will  I  soon  decide  the  issue  of  the 
strife  with  the  gleaming  sword,  because  I  have  taken  sup- 
pliants under  my  protection.  'Tis  a  fearful  thing,  that  a  city 
prosperous  as  Mycenae  is,  one  famed  for  martial  prowess, 
should  harbour  wrath  against  my  land ;  still,  my  country- 
men, it  were  a  shameful  thing  in  us  to  yield  up  suppliant 
strangers  at  the  bidding  of  Argos.  Zeus  is  on  my  side,  I  am 
not  afraid ;  Zeus  hath  a  favour  unto  me,  as  is  my  due ;  never 
by  me '  shall  gods  be  thought  weaker  than  mortal  men.  O 
dread  goddess,'  thine  the  soil  whereon  we  stand,  thine  this 
city,  for  thou  art  its  mother,  queen,  and  saviour ;  wherefore 
turn  some  other  way  the  impious  king,  who  leadeth  a  host 

Dindorf 's  emendation  is  followed  in  this  corrupt  passage ;  ijtraopiQ 
Tap  i^oi  Oioi  ^yov^rai, 
'  Pallas. 
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from  Argos  with  brandished  lance  against  this  land  ;  for, 
such  my  worth,  I  little  merit  exile  from  my  home.  For  thy 
worship  ^  is  aye  performed  with  many  a  sacrifice,  and  never 
art  thou  forgotten  as  each  month  draweth  to  its  close,  when 
young  voices  sing  and  dancers'  music  is  heard  abroad,  while 
on  our  wind-swept  hill  goes  up  the  cry  of  joy  to  the  beat  of 
maidens'  feet  by  night. 

Ser.  Mistress,  the  message  that  I  bring  is  very  short  for 
thee  to  hear  and  fair  for  me,  who  stand  before  thee,  to 
announce.  O'er  our  foes  we  are  victorious,  and  trophies 
are  being  set  up,  with  panoplies  upon  them,  taken  from  thy 
enemies. 

Alc.  Best  of  friends  !  this  day  hath  wrought'  thy  liberty 
by  reason  of  these  tidings.  But  there  still  remains  one 
anxious  thought  thou  dost  not  free  me  from ; — a  thought 
of  fear  ; — are  those,  whose  lives  I  cherish,  spared  to  me? 

Ser.  They  are,  and  high  their  fame  through  all  the  army 
spreads. 

Alc.  The  old  man  lolaus, — is  he  yet  alive? 

Ser,  Aye,  that  he  is,  a  hero  whom  the  gods  delight  to 
honour. 

Alc.  How  so  ?     Did  he  perform  some  deed  of  prowess  ? 

Ser.  He  hath  passed  from  age  to  youth  once  more. 

Alc.  Thy  tale  is  passing  strange ;  but  first  I  would  that 
thou  shouldst  tell  me,  how  our  friends  won  the  day. 

Ser.  One  speech  of  mine  puts  it  all  clearly  before  thee. 
When  we  had  deployed  our  troops  and  marshalled  them  face 
to  face  with  one  another,  Hyllus  dismounted  from  his  four- 
horsed  chariot  and  stood  midway  betwixt  the  hosts.  Then 
cried  he,  "  Captain,  who  art  come  from  Argos,  why  cannot  we 
leave  this  land  alone  ?  No  hurt  wilt  thou  do  Mycenae,  if 
of  one  man  thou  rob  her ;  come  I  meet  me  in  single  combat, 
and,  if  thou  slay  me,  take  the  children  of  Heracles  away  with 

^  The  festival  of  the  Panathenipa  is  alluded  to. 
*  Keiske,  hi-vvctv  for  the  unusual  ^tiiXaaw, 
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thee,  but,  if  thou  fall,  leave  me  to  possess  my  ancestral 
honours  and  my  home."     The  host  cried  yes  !  saying  the 
scheme  he  offered  was  a  fair  one,  both  to  rid  them  of  their 
trouble  and    satisfy  their   valour.     But  that  other,  feeling 
no  shame  before  those  who  heard  the  challenge  or  at  his 
own  cowardice,  quailed,  general  though  he  was,  to  come 
within   reach  of  the  stubborn   spear,  showing  himself  an 
abject  coward  ;  yet  with  such  a  spirit  he  came  to  enslave  the 
children  of  Heracles.     Then   did   Hyllus  withdraw  to  his 
own  ranks  again,  and  the  prophets  seeing  that  no  reconcilia- 
tion would  be  effected  by  single  combat,  began  the  sacrifice 
without  delay  and  forthwith  let  flow  from  a  human  '  throat 
auspicious  streams  of  blood.     And  some  were   mounting 
chariots,  while  others  couched  beneath  the  shelter  of  their 
shields,  and  the  king  of  the  Athenians,  as  a  highborn  chief- 
♦ain  should,  would  exhort  his  host :  **  Fellow-citizens,  the 
•and,  that  feeds  you  and  that  gave  you  birth,  demands  to-day 
the  help  of  every  man."     Likewise  Eurystheus  besought  his 
allies  that  they  should  scorn  to  sully  the  fame  of  Argos  and 
Mycenae.     Anon  the  Etrurian  trumpet  sounded   loud  and 
clear,  and  hand  to  hand  they  rushed;    then    think   how 
loudly  clashed  their  ringing  shields,  what  din  arose  of  cries 
and  groans  confused  !   At  first  the  onset  of  the  Argive  spear- 
men broke  our  ranks;  then  they  in  turn  gave  ground;  next, 
foot  to  foot  and  man  to  man,  they  fought  their  stubborn  fray, 
many  falling  the  while.    And  either  chief  cheered  on  his  men, 
*'  Sons  of  Athens !  Ye  who  till  the  fields  of  Argos  !  ward  from 
your  land  disgrace."     Do  all  we  could,  and  spite  of  every 
effort,  scarce  could  we  turn  the  Argive  line  in  flight.  When 
jo  I  old  lolaus  sees  Hyllus  starting  from  the  ranks,  whereon 
he  lifts  his  hands  to  him  with  a  prayer  to  take  him  up  into  his 
chariot.   Thereon  he  seized  the  reins  and  went  hard  after  the 

'  If  ^W«'Wl' is  correct,  it  would  seem  to  refer  to  Macaria.  Palev 
^'ffers  the  ingenious  suggestion  /3or€i'wi.,  ;>.,  *' throats  of  beasts  '  but  the 
^^ord  has  no  authority.     Better  is  Helbig^s  /3o«i«v. 
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horses  of  Eurystheus.  From  this  point  onward  must  I  speak 
from  hearsay,  though  hitherto  as  one  whose  own  eyes  saw. 
For  as  he  was  crossing  Pallene's  hill,  sacred  to  the  goddess 
Athene,  he  caught  sight  of  Eurystheus'  chariot,  and  prayed 
to  Hebe  and  to  Zeus,  that  for  one  single  day  he  might  grow 
young  again  and  wreak  his  vengeance  on  his  foes.  Now 
must  thou  hear  a  wondrous  tale :  two  stars  settled  on  the 
horses'  yokes  and  threw  the  chariot  into  dark  shadow, 
which — at  least  so  say  our  wiser  folk — were  thy  son  and 
Hebe;  and  from  that  murky  gloom  appeared  that  aged  man 
in  the  form  of  a  youth  with  strong  young  arms ;  then  by  the 
rocks  of  Sciron  the  hero  lolaus  o'ertakes  Eurystheus' 
chariot.  And  he  bound  his  hands  with  gyves,  and  is  bring- 
ing that  chieftain  once  so  prosperous  as  a  trophy  hither, 
whose  fortune  now  doth  preach  a  lesson,  clear  as  day,  to  all  the 
sons  of  men,  that  none  should  envy  him,  who  seems  to  thrive, 
until  they  see  his  death ;  for  fortune's  moods  last  but  a  day. 
Cho.  O  Zeus,  who  puttest  my  foes  to  flight,  now  may  I 
behold  the  day  that  frees  me  from  cruel  fear  ! 

Alc.  At  last,  O  Zeus,  hast  thou  turned  a  favouring  eye 
on  my  affliction  ;  yet  do  I  thank  thee  for  what  has  happened. 
And  though  ere  this  I  did  not  believe  my  son  was  gathered 
to  the  gods,  now  am  I  convinced  thereof.  My  children, 
now  at  last  from  toil  shall  ye  be  free,  free  from  him,  whom 
hideous  death  awaits,  Eurystheus ;  now  shall  ye  behold 
your  father's  city,  and  set  foot  in  the  land  of  your  inheritance, 
and  sacrifice  to  those  ancestral  gods,  from  whom  ye  have 
been  debarred  and  forced  to  lead  in  strangers'  lands  a  life  of 
wretched  vagrancy.  But  tell  me,  what  sage  purpose  lolaus 
nursed  in  his  heart,  that  he  spared  the  life  of  Eurystheus, 
for  to  my  mind  this  is  no  wisdom,  to  catch  a  foe  and  wreak 
no  vengeance  on  him. 

Ser.  'Twas  his  regard  for  thee,  that  thou  might'st  see  him 
subject  to  thy  hand,  and  triumph  '  o'er  him.     Rest  assured, 

^  Realing  with  Reiske  KpaTovca. 
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'twas  no  willing  prisoner  he  made,  but  by  strong  constraint 
he  bound  him,  for  Eurystheus  was  loth  indeed  to  come  alive 
into  thy  presence  and  pay  his  penalty.  Farewell,  my  aged 
mistress  ;  I  pray  thee  remember  thy  first  promise  when  I 
was  beginning  my  story ;  set  me  free ;  for,  at  such  a  time 
as  this,  sincerity  becometh  noble  lips.  [Exit  Servant. 

Cho.  Sweet  is  the  dance  to  me,  whenso  the  clear-toned 
flute  and  lovely  Aphrodite  shed  grace  upon  the  feast ;  and 
a  joyful  thing  too  it  is,  I  trow,  to  witness  the  good  luck  of 
friends,  who  till  then  ne'er  dreamt  of  it.  For  numerous  is 
the  oflspring  of  Fate,  that  bringeth  all  to  pass,  and  of 
Time,  the  son  of  Cronos.  Thine  is  the  path  of  justice,  O 
my  city ;  this  must  no  man  wrest  from  thee,  thy  reverence 
for  the  gods,  and,  whoso  denieth  it  of  thee,  draws  nigh  to 
frenzy's  goal,  with  these  plain  proofs  in  view.  Yea,  for  the 
god  proclaims  it  clearly,  by  cutting  short  the  bad  man's 
pride  in  every  case.  In  heaven,  mother,  lives  thy  son, 
passed  from  earth  away ;  that  he  went  down  to  Hades*  halls, 
his  body  burnt  by  the  fire's  fierce  flame,  is  past  belief;  in 
golden  halls  reclined  he  has  to  wife  Hebe,  lovely  nymph. 
'I'hou,  O  Hymen,  hast  honoured  them,  children  both  of 
Zeus.  Things  for  the  most  part  form  a  single  chain ;  for 
instance,  men  say  Athene  used  to  champion  their  father,  and 
now  the  citizens  of  that  goddess  have  saved  his  children,  and 
checked  the  insolence  of  him,  whose  heart  preferred  violence 
to  justice.  God  save  me  from  such  arrogance,  such  greed 
of  soul !  [Eurystheus  is  brought  in  bound. 

Mes.  Mistress,  though  thine  eyes  see  him,  yet  will  I  a'l- 
n ounce  we  have  brought  Eurystheus  hither  for  thy  pleasuie, 
an  unexpected  sight,  for  him  no  less  a  chance  he  ne'er 
ft>resaw;  for  little  he  thought  of  ever  falling  into  thy  hands, 
what  time  he  marched  from  Mycenoe  with  his  toil-worn 
warriors,  to  sack  Athens,  thinking  himself  far  above  fortune. 
lUit  a  power  divine  hath  reversed  our  destinies,  changing 
their  position.     Now  Hyllus  and  brave  lolaus  I  left  raising 
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an  image  to  Zeus,  who  routs  the  foe,  for  their  triumphant 
victory,  whilst  they  bid  me  bring  this  prisoner  to  thee,  wish- 
ing to  gladden  thy  heart ;  for  'tis  the  sweetest  sight  to  see  a 
foe  fall  on  evil  days  after  prosperity. 

Alc.  Art  come,  thou  hateful  wretch  ?  Hath  Justice 
caught  thee  then  at  last?  First,  turn  thy  head  this  way  to 
me,  and  endure  to  look  thy  enemies  in  the  face,  for  thou 
art  no  more  the  ruler,  but  the  slave.  Art  ^  thou  the  man — 
for  this  I  fain  would  learn— who  didst  presume  to  heap  thy 
insults  on  my  son,  who  now  is  where  he  is,  thou  miscreant  ? 
What  outrage  didst  thou  abstain  from  putting  upon  him  ? 
Thou  that  didst  make  him  go  down  alive  even  to  Hades, 
and  wouldst  send  him  with  an  order  to  slay  hydras  and 
lions?  Thy  other  evil  schemes  I  mention  not,  for  to  tell 
them  were  a  tedious  task  for  me.  Nor  did  it  content  thee 
to  venture  thus  far  only ;  no  !  but  from  all  Hellas  wouldst 
thou  drive  me  and  my  children,  heaven's  suppliants  though 
we  were,  grey-heads  some  of  us,  and  some  still  tender  babes. 
But  here  hast  thou  found  men  and  a  free  city,  that  feared 
not  thee.  Die  in  torment  must  thou,  and  e'en  so  wilt  thou 
gain  in  every  way,  for  one  death  is  not  thy  due,  after  all  the 
sorrow  thou  hast  caused. 

Mes.  Thou  mayst  not  slay  him. 

Alc.  Then  have  we  taken  him  captive  in  vain.     But  say, 
what  law  forbids  his  death  ? 

Mes.  It  is  not  the  will  of  the  rulers  of  this  land. 

Alc.  Why,  what  is  this  ?     Do  they  not  approve  of  slaying 
enemies? 

Mes.  Not  such  as  they  have  taken  alive  in  battle. 

Alc.   Did  Hyllus  uphold  this  decision? 

Mes.  He,  I  suppose,  ought  to  have  disobeyed  the  law 
of  the  land. 

Alc.  The  prisoner's  life  ought  not  to  have  been  spared 
a  moment. 

'  Nauck  condemns  this  line  ;  as  also  line  948. 
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Mes.  It  was  then  that  he  was  wronged,  by  not  being  slain 
at  first. 

Alc.  Why,  then,  he  is  still  in  time  to  pay  his  penalty. 

Mes.   There  is  no  one,  who  will  slay  him  now. 

Alc.  I  will;  and  yet  I  count  myself  someone. 

Mes.  Well,  thou  wilt  incur  great  blame,  if  thou  do  this 
deed. 

Alc.  I  love  this  city  well  ;  that  cannot  be  gainsaid.  But 
since  this  man  hath  fallen  into  my  power,  no  mortal  hand 
shall  wrest  him  from  me.  Wherefore  let  who  will,  call  me 
the  woman  bold,  with  thoughts  too  high  for  her  sex ;  yet 
shall  this  deed  be  brought  to  pass  by  me. 

Cho.  Lady,  full  well  I  understand  thou  hast  a  dire  quarrel 
with  this  man,  and  'tis  pardonable. 

Eur.  H'oman,  be  sure  I  will  not  flatter  thee  nor  say  aught 
to  save  my  life,  that  can  give  any  occasion  for  a  charge  of 
cowardice.  It  was  not  of  my  own  free  will  I  took  this 
quarrel  up ;  I  am  aware  that  I  was  born  thy  cousin,  and 
kinsman  to  Heracles,  thy  son  ;  but  whether  I  would  or  no, 
Hera,  by  her  power  divine,  caused  me  to  be  afflicted  thus. 
Still,  when  I  undertook  to  be  his  foe,  and  when  I  knew  I 
liad  to  enter  on  this  struggle,  I  set  myself  to  devise  trouble 
m  plenty,  and  oft  from  time  to  time  my  midnight  com- 
muning bore  fruit,  scheming  how  to  push  aside  and  slay  my 
foes,  and  for  the  future  divorce  myself  from  fear ;  for  I  knew 
that  son  of  thine  was  no  mere  cipher,  but  a  man  indeed  ;  yea, 
for,  though  he  was  my  foe,  I  will  speak  well  of  him,  because 
lie  was  a  man  of  worth.  Now,  after  he  was  taken  hence, 
was  I  not  forced,  by  reason  of  these  children's  hatred,  and 
because  I  was  conscious  of  an  hereditary  feud,  to  leave  no 
stone  unturned  by  slaying,  banishing,  and  plotting  against 
them  ?  So  long  as  I  did  so,  my  safety  was  assured.  Sup- 
pose thyself  hadst  had  my  lot,  wouldst  not  thou  have  set  to 
harassing  the  lion's  angry  whelps,  instead  of  letting  them  dwell 
at  Argos  undisturbed  ?  Thou  wilt  not  persuade  us  otherwise. 
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Now  therefore,  since  they  did  not  slay  me  then,  when  I  was 
prepared  to  die,  by  the  laws  of  Hellas  my  death  becomes  a 
curse  on  him,  who  slays  me  now.  The  city  wisely  let  me 
go,  in  that  she  regarded  the  gods  more  than  her  hatred  of 
me.  Thou  hast  had  my  answer  to  thy  words ;  henceforth 
must  I  be  called  avenging  spirit  ^  and  noble  hero  too.^  'Tis 
even  thus  with  me  ;  to  die  have  I  no  wish,  but,  if  I  leave  my 
life,  I  shall  in  no  way  be  grieved. 

Cho.  Alcmena,  fain  I  would  advise  thee  somewhat  ;  let 
this  man  go,  for  'lis  the  city's  will. 

Alc.  Suppose  he  die,  and  yet  I  obey  the  city  ? 

Cho.  That  would  be  best  of  all  ;  but  how  can  this  be? 

Alc.  I  will  teach  thee  easily.  I  will  slay  him  and  then 
give  up  his  corpse  to  those  of  his  friends,  who  come  for  it, 
for,  as  regards  his  body,  I  will  not  disobey  '  the  state  ;  but  by 
his  death  shall  he  pay  me  the  penalty. 

Eur.  Slay  me,  I  do  not  ask  thee  for  mercy  ;  yet  since 
this  city  let  me  go  and  shrunk  from  slaying  me,  I  will 
reward  it  with  an  old  oracle  of  Loxias,  which  in  time  will 
benefit  them  more  than  doth  appear.  Bury  my  body  after 
death  in  its  destined  grave  in  front  of  the  shrine  of  the 
virgin  goddess  *  at  Pallene.  And  I  will  be  thy  friend  and 
guardian  of  thy  city  for  ever,  where  I  lie  buried  in  a  foreign 
soil,  but  a  bitter  foe  to  these  children's  descendants,  when- 
soever' with  gathered  host  they  come  against  this  land, 
traitors  to  your  kindness  now ;  such  are  the  strangers  )  e 
have  championed.     Why  then  came  I  hither,  if  I  knew  all 

^  Or,  •' guilty  of  blootl."     Lat.  homo  piacularis. 

^  i.e.   I  will  meet  my  doom  like  a  hero,  and  haunt  you  after  death. 

•'  a-KKfTi.atti  is  suspected  by  Nauck,  and  certainly  it  is  difficult  to 
extract  any  satisfactory  meaning  from  it.  Liddell  and  Scott,  citing  this 
passage,  alone  say  "will  not  hesitate  to  commit  it  to  the  ground  "—a 
doubtful  usage. 

*  Pallas. 

*  Re  erring  to  invasions  by  the  Peloponnesians,  descendants  of  ihc 
lleraclcid;£. 


this,  instead  of  regarding  the  god's  oracle  .>  Because  I 
thought,  that  Hera  was  mightier  far  than  any  oracle,  and 
would  not  betray  me.  Waste  no  drink-offering  on  my  tomb 
nor  spill  the  victim's  blood;  for  I  will  requite  them  for  my 
treatment  here  with  a  journey  they  shall  rue  ;  and  ye  shall 
have  double  gain  from  me,  for  I  will  help  you  and  harm 
them  by  my  death. 

Alc.  Why,  why  delay  to  kill  this  man,  after  hearing  this, 
since  this  is  needed  to  secure  the  safety  of  your  city  and 
your  children  ?  Himself  points  out  the  safest  road.  Though 
the  man  is  now  our  foe,  yet  after  death  is  he  our  gain. 
Away  with  him,  ye  servants,  and  cast  him  '  to  the  dogs  when 
ye  have  slain  him.  Think  not  thou  shall  live  to  cast  me 
forth  from  my  native  land  again. 

Cho.  I  agree.  Lead  on,  servants.  Our'  conduct  shall 
l>ring  no  slain  of  guilt  upon  our  rulers. 

'  A  strange  breach  of  her  promise  just  V^efore-perhaps  here,  as  in 
other  parts  of  th.s  play,  some  confusion  is  due  to  the  very  probable 
theory  of  Hermann  that  our  text  is  incomplete-^.^.  no  account  of 
Macaria  s  death-scene  is  extant ;  this  could  hardly  have  been  omitted  by 
-uch  a  lover  of  pathos  as  Euripides. 

^  We  have  had  nothing  to  do  with  it.     The  responsibility  rests  with 
Alcmena, 
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^TH.  O  Demeter,  guardian  of  this  Eleusinian  land,  and 
ye  servants  of  the  goddess  who  attend  her  fane,  grant  happi- 
ness to  me  and  my  son  Theseus,  to  the  city  of  Athens  and 
the  country  of  Pittheus,  wherein  my  father  reared  nie,^*:thra, 
i:i   a   happy  home,   and  gave  me  in   marriage  to  yEgeus, 
Pandion's  son,   according  to  the  oracle  of  Loxias.     This 
prayer  I  make,  when  I  behold  these  aged  dames,  who,  leaving 
their  homes  in  Argos,  now  throw  themselves  with  suppliant 
branches  at  my  knees  in  their  awful  trouble;  for  around  the 
gates  of  Cadmus  have  they  lost  their  seven  noble  sons,  whom 
on  a  day  Adrastus,   king  of  Argos,   led  thither,  eager  to 
secure  for  exiled  Polynices,  his  son-in-law,  a  share  in  the 
heritage  of  CEdipus  ;  so  now  their  mothers  would  bury  in  the 
grave  the  dead,  whom  the  spear  hath  slain,  but  the  victors 
prevent  them  and  will  not  allow  them  to  take  up  the  corpses, 
spurning  Heaven's  laws.     Here  lies  Adrastus  on  the  ground 
with  streaming  eye,  sharing  with  them  the  burden  of  their 
prayer  to  me,  and  bemoaning  the  havoc  of  the  sword  and 
the  sorry  fate  of  the  warriors  whom  he  led  from  their  homes. 
And  he  doth  urge  me  use  entreaty,  to  persuade  my  son  to  take 
up  the  dead  and  help  to  bury  them,  either  by  winning  words 
or  force  of  arms,  laying  on  my  son  and  on  Athens  this  task 
alone.      Now  it  chanced,  that  I  had  left  my  house  and 
come  to  offer  sacrifice  on  behalf  of  the  earth's  crop  at  this 
shrine,  where  first  the  fruitful   corn  showed   its   bristling 
shocks  above  the  soil.     And  here  at  the  holy  altars  of  the 
twain  goddesses,  Demeter  and  her  daughter,  I  wait,  holding 
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these  sprays  of  foliage,  a  bond  that  bindeth  not,  in  compassion 
for  these  childless  mothers,  hoary  with  age,  and  from  reve- 
rence for  the  sacred  fillets.  To  call  Theseus  hither  is  my 
herald  to  the  city  gone,  that  he  may  rid  the  land  of  that 
which  grieveth  them,  or  loose  these  my  suppliant  bonds, 
with  pious  observance  of  the  gods*  will ;  for  such  as  are 
discreet  amongst  women  should  in  all  cases  invoke  the  aid 
of  men. 

Cho.  At  thy  knees  I  fall,  aged  dame,  and  my  old  Hps 
beseech  thee ;  arise,  rescue  from  the  slain  my  children's 
bodies,  whose  limbs,  by  death  relaxed,  are  left  a  prey  to 
savage  mountain  beasts,  beholding  the  bitter  tears  which 
spring  to  my  eyes  and  my  old  wrinkled  skin  torn  by  my 
hands;  for  what  can  I  do  else?  who  never  laid  out  my  children 
dead  within  my  halls,  nor  now  behold  their  tombs  heaped  up 
with  earth.  Thou  too,  honoured  lady,  once  a  son  didst  bear, 
crowning  thy  lord's  marriage  with  fond  joy ;  then  share,  O 
share  with  me  thy  mother's  feelings,  in  such  measure  as  my 
sad  heart  grieves  for  my  own  dead  sons  ;  and  persuade  thy 
son,  whose  aid  we  implore,  to  go  unto  the  river  Ismenus, 
there  to  place  within  my  hapless  arms  the  bodies  of  my 
children,  slain  in  their  prime  and  left  without  a  tomb.' 
Though  •  not  as  piety  enjoins,  yet  from  sheer  necessity  I  have 
come  to  the  fire-crowned  altars  of  the  gods,  falling  on  my 
knees  with  instant  supplication,  for  my  cause  is  just,  and 
'tis  in  thy  power,  blest  as  thou  art  in  thy  children,  to  remove 
from  me  my  woe  ;  so  in  my  sore  distress  I  do  beseech  thee 
of  my  misery  place  in  my  hands  my  son's  dead  body,  that 
I  may  throw  my  arms  about  his  hapless  limbs. 

Semi.  Behold  a  rivalry  in  sorrow  !  woe  takes  up  the  tale 
of  woe  ;  hark !  thy  senants  beat  their  breasts.     Come  ye 

*  Translating  from   Elmsley's  emendation  of  this  corrupt   passage, 

*  Because  they  had  arrived  during  a  festival,  and  their  supplication  at 
such  a  lime  was  a  bad  omen. 
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who  join  the  mourners'  wail,  come,  O  sympathetic  band,  to 
join  the  dance,  which  Hades  honours  ;  let  the'  pearly  nail  be 
stained  red,  as  it  jends  your  cheeks,  let  your  skin  be 
streaked  with  gore  ;.for  honours  rendered  to  the  dead  are  a 
credit '  to  the  living.  Sorrow's  charm  doth  drive  me  wild, 
insatiate,  painful,  endless,  even  as  the  trickling  stream  that 
gushes  from  some  steep  rock's  face  ;  for  'tis  woman's  way  to 
fall  a-weeping  o'er  the  cruel  calamity  of  children  dead.  Ah 
me  !  would  I  could  die  and  forget  my  anguish  ! 

The.  What  is  this  lamentation  that  I  hear,  this  beating 
of  the  breast,  these  dirges  for  the  dead,  with  cries  that  echo 
from  this  shrine?  How  fluttering  fear  disquiets  me,  lest 
haply  my  mother  have  gotten  some  mischance,  in  quest  of 
whom  I  come,  for  she  hath  been  long  absent  from  home. 
Ha  :  what  now  ?  A  strange  sight  challenges  my  speech ;  I 
see  my  aged  mother  sitting  at  the  altar  and  stranger  dames 
are  with  her,  who  in  various  note  proclaim  their  woe; 
from  aged  eyes  the  piteous  tear  is  starting  to  the  ground,' 
their  hair  is  shorn,  their  robes  are  not  the  robes  of  joy! 
What  means  it,  mother  ?  'Tis  thine  to  make  it  plain  to  me, 
mine  to  listen  ;  yea,  for  I  expect  some  tidings  strange. 

^TH.  My  son,  these  are  the  mothers  of  those  chieftains 
seven,  who  fell  around  the  gates  of  Cadmus'  town.  With 
suppliant  boughs  they  keep  me  prisoner,  as  thou  seest,  in 
their  midst. 

The.  And  who  is  yonder  man,  that  moaneth  piteously  in 
the  gateway? 

.'Eth.  Adrastus,  they  inform  me,  king  of  Argos. 

The.  Are  those  his  children,  those  boys  who  stand  round 
him  ? 

-^TH.  Not  his,  but  the  sons  of  the  fallen  slain. 

'  Hartung  proposes  to  read  cia  napqcoc  ovvxa  riOiTt  ip6vuv,  aifiarolTf: 
XZ-'o  re  Xn'Kop,  but  I  have  followed  Paley's  text,  which  gives  a  possible 
meaning. 

^  Reading  Kta^ot:,  which  Hartung  alters  to  k^Soq. 
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The.  Why  are  they  come  to  us,  with  suppliant  hand  out- 
stretched ? 

/Eth.  I  know;  but  'tis  for  them  to  tell  their  story,  my  son. 

The.  To  thee,  in  thy  mantle  muffled,  I  address  my 
inquiries  ;  unveil  thy  head,  let  lamentation  be,  and  speak  ; 
for  naught  can  be  achieved  save  through  the  utterance  of 
thy  tongue.' 

Adr.  Victorious  prince  of  the  Athenian  realm,  Theseus,  to 
thee  and  to  thy  city  I,  a  suppliant,  come. 

The.  What  seekest  thou  ?     What  need  is  thine  ? 

Adr.  Dost  know  how  I  did  lead  an  expedition  to  its 
ruin? 

The.  Assuredly;  thou  didst  not  pass  through  Hellas, 
all  in  silence. 

Adr.  There  I  lost  the  pick  of  Argos'  sons. 

The.  These  are  the  results  of  that  unhappy  war. 

Adr.  I  went  and  craved  their  bodies  from  Thebes. 

The.  Didst  thou  rely  on  heralds,  Hermes'  servants,  in 
order  to  bury  them? 

Adr.  I  did ;  and  even  then  their  slayers  said  me  nay. 

The.  Why,  what  say  they  to  thy  just  request? 

Adr.  Say !  Success  makes  them  forget  how  to  bear  their 
fortune. 

The.  Art  come  to  me  then  for  counsel?  or  wherefore? 

Adr.  With  the  wish  that  thou,  O  Theseus,  shouldst 
recover  the  sons  of  the  Argives. 

The.  Where  is  your  Argos  now?  were  its  vauntings  all  in 
vain? 

Adr.  Defeat  and  ruin  are  our  lot.  To  thee  for  aid  we 
come. 

The,  Is  this  thy  own  private  resolve,  or  the  wish  of  all 

the  city? 

'  Markland's  emendation  mpqit:  .  .  .  'ewr,  is  certainly  tempting. 
Hartung  adopts  it  ;  but  Paley  and  Nauck,  whom  I  have  followed, 
retain  the  old  reading  7r*/>ac  .  .  .  \6v. 
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Adr.  The  sons  of  Danaus,  one  and  all,   implore  thee 
to  bury  the  dead.  ^ 

The.  Why  didst  lead  thy  seven  armies  against  Thebes? 
Adr.  To   confer  that   favour  on   the   husbands   of  my 
daughters  twam.  ^ 

The.  To   which   of  the   Argives   didst    thou   give   thv 
daughters  m  marriage?  ^ 

fantib^'  ^  "''"^^  ""^  "'"^"^  ^""^  ^^'"'  ''"^'  ^^'"'"^^^  ^^  "^y 
The.  What!  didst  give  Argive  maids  to  foreign  lords? 

bom  ""'  ^"^  '  """"^  ^"^  Polynices,  who  was  Theban- 

The.  What  induced  thee  to  select  this  alliance? 

The.  \\hatsa,dApollotodeterminethemaidens'marriage> 
ADR.  That  I  should  give  my  daughters  twain  to  a  wild 
boar  and  a  lion. 

The.  How  dost  thou  explain  the  message  of  the  god^ 
Adr.  One  night  came  to  my  door  two  exiles 

ot  both  together.  ° 

Adr.  They  fought  together,  Tydeus  with  Polynices. 
beasll^?  "'°"  ^'''^  "'^'  '^^"S'"«"  '°  "lem  as  to  wild 

Adr.  Vea   for,  as  they  fought,  I  likened  them  to  those 
monsters  twain. 

The.  Why  had  they  left  the  borders  of  their  native  land 
and  come  to  thee? 

Adr.  Tydeus  was  exiled  for  the  murder  of  a  kinsman. 
iHE.  Wherefore  had  the  son  of  (Edipus  left  Thebes? 

The.  Wise  no  doubt  that  voluntary  exile. 
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The.  What!  did  brother  rob  brother  of  his  inheritance? 
Adr.  To  avenge  this  I  set  out;  hence  my  ruin. 
The.  Didst  consult  seers,  and   gaze  into  the  flame  of 
burnt-offerings  ? 

Adr.  Ah  me !  thou  pressest  on  the  very  point,  wherein 

I  most  did  fail. 

The.  It  seems  thy  going  was  not  favoured  by  heaven, 

Adr.  Worse;  I  went  in  spite  even  of  Amphiaraus. 

The.  And  so  heaven  lightly  turned '  its  face  from  thee. 

Adr.  I  was  carried  away  by  the  clamour  of  younger  men. 

The.  Thou  didst  favour  courage  instead  of  discretion. 

Adr.""  [True;  and  many  a  general  owes  defeat  to  that.]   O 
liing  of  Athens,  bravest  of  the  sons  of  Hellas,  I  blush  to 
throw  myself  upon  the  ground  and  clasp  thy  knees,  I  a 
grey-haired  king,  blest  in  days  gone  by;  yet  needs  must 
I   yield  to  my  misfortunes.     I   pray  thee  save  the  dead; 
have  pity  on  my   sorrows  and  on   these,  the  mothers  of 
the  slain,  whom  hoary  eld   fmds  reft  of  their  sons;    yet 
they  endured  to  journey  hither  and  tread  a  foreign  soil  with 
aged   tottering   steps,   bearing    no   embassy    to    Demeter's 
mysteries;  only  seeking  burial   for   their  dead,   which   lot 
should  have  been  theirs,  e'en  burial  by  the  hands  of  sons  still 
in  their  prime.  'And  'tis  wise  in  the  rich  to  see  the  poor  man's 
poverty,  and  in  the  poor  man  to  turn  ambitious  eyes  toward 
the  rich,   that  so   he  may   himself  indulge  a  longing   for 
property;  and  they,  whom   fortune  frowns  not  on,  should 
gaze  on  misery's  presentment ;  [likewise,  who  maketh  songs 
should  take  a  pleasure  in  their  making;  for  if  it  be  not 
so  with  him,  he  will  in  no  wise  avail  to  gladden  others,  if 

^  Reiske  conjectures  oTriffrpa^ijc  and  omits  <t\ 

»  Dindorf  condemns  this  line.  Paley  brackets  it  as  spurious.  Nauck 
assigns  it  to  Theseus,  and  retains  it.  ^  ^    t>  1 

^  Nauck  condemns  from  line  176-183.  Reiske,  followed  by  Paley, 
brackets  lines  180-183.  Dindorf  considers  that  the  rest  of  the  speech 
is  not  free  from  suspicion. 
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himself  have  sorrow  in  his  home;  nay,  'tis  not  even  right  to 
expect  It.]  Mayhap  thou'lt  say,  "Why  pass  the  land  of 
Pelops  o'er,  and  lay  this  toil  on  Athens?  "  This  am  I  bound 
to  declare.  Sparta  is  cruel,  her  customs  variable-  the 
other  states  are  small  and  weak.  Thy  city  alone  would  be 
able  to  undertake  this  labour;  for  it  turns  an  eye  on  suffer- 
ing,  and  hath  in  thee  a  young  and  gallant  king,  for  want 
whereof  to  lead  their  hosts  states  ere  now  have  often 
perished. 

Cho.  I  too,  Theseus,  urge  the  same  plea  to  thee;  have 
pity  on  my  hard  fate. 

The.  Full  oft  have  I  argued  out  this  subject  with  others. 
For  there  are  who  say,  there  is  more  bad  than  good  in 
human  nature,  to  the  which  I  hold  a  contrary  view,  that ' 
good  o'er  bad  predominates  in  man,  for  if  it  were  not  so,  we 
should  not  exist.     He   hath   my   praise,   whoe'er  of  gods 
brought  us  to  live  by  rule  from  chaos  and  from  brutishness, 
first  by  implanting  reason,  and  next  by  giving  us  a  tongue 
to  declare  our  thoughts,  so  as  to '  know  the  meaning  of  what 
IS  said,  bestowing  fruitful  crops,  and   drops  of  rain  from 
heaven  to  make  them  grow,  wherewith  to  nourish  earth's 
fruits  and  to  water  her  lap  ;  and  more  than  this,  protection 
from  the  wintry  storm,  and  means  to  ward  from  us  the  sun- 
god's  scorching  heat ;  the  art  of  sailing  o'er  the  sea,  so  that 
we  might  exchange  with  one  another  whatso  our  countries 
lack.     And  where  sight  fails  us  and  our  knowledge  is  not 
sure,  the  seer  foretells   by  gazing  on  the  flame,  by  reading 
signs  in  folds  of  entrails,  or  by  divination  from  the  flight  of 
birds.     Are  we  not  then  too  proud,  when  heaven  hath  made 
such  preparation  for  our  life,  not  to  be  content  therewith  ? 
But  our  presumption  seeks  to  lord  it  over  heaven,  and  in 
the  pride  of  our  hearts  we  think  we  are  wiser  than  the  gods. 

^  The  following  two  lines  are  bracketed  as  spurious  by  Nauck. 
'  Reading  iiert  yiyi'i,<T Ktn'.  Jacobs,  followed  by  Nauck  and  Hartunc 
tniends  mto  wf  yiyunicmp, 

O 


^94 


euripidp:s. 


[l.   219—287 


Methinks  thou  art  even   of  this  number,   a  son   of  folly, 
seeing  that  thou,  though  obedient  to  Apollo's  oracle  in  giving 
thy  daughters  to  strangers,  as  if  gods  really  existed,  yet  hast 
hurt  thy  house  by  mingling  the  stream  of  its  pure  line  with 
muddy  waters  ;  no  !  never  should  the  wise  man  have  joined 
the  stock  of  just  and  unjust  in  one,  but  should  have  gotten 
prosperous  friends  for  his  family.     For  the  deity,  confusing 
their  destinies,  doth  oft  destroy  by  the  sinner's  fate  him  who 
never  sinned  nor  committed  injustice.      Thou  didst  lead  all 
Argos  forth  to  battle,  though  seers  proclaimed  the  will  of 
heaven,  and  then  in  scorn  of  them  and  in  violent  disregard 
of  the  gods  hast  ruined  thy  city,  led  away  by  younger  men, 
such  as  court  distinction,  and  add  war  to  war  unrighteously, 
destroying  their  fellow  citizens  ;  one  aspires  to  lead  an  army ; 
another  fain  would  seize  the  reins  of  power  and  work  his 
wanton  will;  a  third  is  bent  on  gain,  careless  of  any  mischief 
the  people   thereby  suffer.     For  there  are  three  ranks  of 
citizens ;  the  rich,  a  useless  set,  that  ever  crave  for  more ; 
the  poor  and  destitute,  fearful  folk,  that  cherish  envy  more 
than  is  right,  and  shoot  out  grievous  stings  against  the  men 
who  have  aught,  beguiled  as  they  are  by  the  eloquence  of 
vicious  leaders  ;  while  the  class  that  is  midmost  of  the  three 
preserveth  cities,  observing  such  order  as  the  state  ordains. 
Shall  I  then  become  thy  ally?     What  fair  pretext  should  I 
urge  before  my  countrymen  ?    Depart  in  peace  !    For  why  ' 
shouldst  thou,  having  been    ill-advised  thyself,  seek  to  drag 

our  fortune  down? 

Cho.  He  erred;  but  with  the  young  men  rests  this  error, 

while  he  may  well  be  pardoned. 

Adr.  I  did  not  choose  thee,  king,  to  judge  my  affliction, 
but '  came  to  thee  to  cure  it ;    no !   nor  if  in  aught  my 

»  Reading  with  Hermann  y)fi^v  n  dil ;  for  MS.  'rifioQ  X.av. 

^  Palcy's  text  here  follows  Matthix's  emendation  19'  «  yap  M  '^^ 

MS.  ifk  ^ri'  ^n  y^P'  .  .    , 

>  Dobree  rejects  this  line.   Nauck,  Matthiae,  and  Hartungorait  ital^- 
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?r"rZ'^T  ""'  ^''^"^'    '''''  ^  ^^  '^''  '^   punish  or 
correct  them,  but  to  seek  thy  help.     But  if  thou  wilt  not   I 

must  be  content  with  thy  decision  ;  for  how  can  I  help  it? 

Come,  aged  dames,  away  !  Yet  leave  behind  you  here  the 
woven  leaves  of  pale  green  foliage,  calhng  to  witness  heaven 
and  earth  Demeter,  that  fire-bearing  goddess,  and  the  sun- 
gods  light,  that  our  prayers  to  heaven  availed  us  naught 

CHO.  .  .         who  was  Pelops'  son,  and  we  are  of  the  land 
of  I  elops  and  share  with  thbe  the  blood  of  ancestors.   What 
ar   thou  doing?  wilt  thou  betray  these  suppliant  symbols, 
and  banish  from  thy  land  these  aged  women  without   the 
boon  they  should  obtain  ?     Do  not  so;  e'en  the  wild  beast 
fmds  a  refuge  in  the  rock,  the  slave  in  the  altars  of  the  gods 
and  a  state  when  tempest-tossed  cowers  to  its  neighbour's 
shelter ;  for  naught  in  this  life  of  man  is  blest  unto  its  end" 
Rise,  hapless  one,  from  the  sacred  floor  of  Persephone  • 
rise  clasp  him  by  the  knees  and  implore  him,  "O  recover 
the  bodies  of  our  dead  sons,  the  children  that  I  lost-ah 
woe  IS  me  .'-beneath  the  walls  of  Cadmus'  town.''     Ah  me ' 
ah  me !      Take  me  by  the  hand,  poor  aged  sufferer  that  I 
am   support  and  guide  and  raise  me  up.      By  thy  beard 
kind  friend,  glory  of  Hellas,  I  do  beseech  thee,  as  I  clasp 
thy  knees  and  hands  m  my  misery ;  O  pity  me  as  I  entreat 
or  my  sons  with    my  tale  of  wretched  woe,  like '  some 
beggar;  nor  let  my  sons  lie  there  unburied  in  the  land  of 
Cadmus,  glad  prey  for  beasts,  whilst  thou  art  in  thy  prime 

implore  thee.     See  the  teardrop  tremble  in  my  eye    as 
thus  I  throw  me  at  thy  knees  to  win  my  children  burial ' 

The.  Mother  mine,  why  weepest  thou,  drawing  o'er  thine 
eyes  thy  veil?     Is  it  because  thou  didst  hear  their  piteoul 

J  Something  is  lost  here,  referring  to  the  claims  of  relationship     The 
sense  perhaps  .s,  «'  thou  art  thyself  related  to  Pittheus.  who  .as/'  eTc 

n  Jn^  Sthrhr^"^ '''  ''-'^''^  ^"^-^^-^-  ^-^  -^ 

'  Read  ng  ^  nr'aXara*/  with  Musgravc 
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lamentations?  To  my  own  heart  it  goes.  Raise  thy 
silvered  head,  weep  not  where  thou  sittest  at  the  holy  altar 
of  Demeter. 

^TH.  Ah  woe  I 

The.  'Tis  not  for  thee  their  sorrows  to  lament. 

^TH.  Ye  hapless  dames  ! 

The.  Thou  art  not  of  their  company. 

yETH.  May  I  a  scheme  declare,  my  son,  that  shall  add  to 
thy  glory  and  the  state's  ? 

The.  Yea,  for   oft   even  from  women's  lips   issue  wise 

counsels. 

^th.  Yet  the  word,  that  lurks  within  my  heart,  makes  me 

hesitate. 

The.  Shame  !  to  hide  from  friends  good  counsel. 

^TH.  Nay  then,  I  will  not  hold  my  peace  to  blame  myself 
hereafter  for  having  now  kept  silence  to  my  shame,  nor  will 
I  forego  my  honourable  proposal,  from  the  common  fear 
that  it  is  useless  for  women  to  give  good  advice.     First,  my 
son,  I  exhort  thee  give  good  heed  to  heaven's  will,  lest  from 
slighting  it  thou  suffer  shipwreck;  [*for  in  this  one  smgle 
point  thou  failest,  though  well-advised  in  all  else.]    Further, 
I  would  have  patiently  endured,  had  it  not  been  my  duty  to 
venture  somewhat  for   injured  folk  ;  and  this,  my  son,  it  is 
that  brings  thee  now  thy  honour,  and  causes  me  no  fear  to 
urge  that  thou  shouldst  use^  thy  power  to  make  men  of 
violence,  who  prevent  the  dead  from  receiving  their  meed  of 
burial   and  funeral  rites,   perform  this  bounden  duty,  and 
check  those  who  would  confound  the  customs  of  all  Hellas; 
for  this  it  is  that  holds  men's  states  together,-strict  obser- 
vance of  the   laws.     And   some,  no  doubt,  will  say,  twas 
cowardice   made    thee   stand   aloof   in    terror,   when  thou 
mightest  have  won  for  thy  city  a  crown  of  glory,  and,  though 
thou  didst  encounter  a  savage  swine,'  labouring  for  a  sorr>' 

.  Probably  spurious.  ^  Line  310  if/^J^^^I^^^  i^"^""'^^^ 

'  The  monster  Phaea,  which  infested  the  neighbourhood  of  Connth. 
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task,  yet  when  the  time  came  for  thee  to  face  the  helmet 
and  pointed  spear,  and  do  thy  best,  thou  wert  found  to  be  a 
coward.  Nay  !  do  not  so  if  thou  be  son  of  mine.  Dost  see 
how  fiercely  thy  country  looks  on  its  revilers  when  they 
mock  her  for  want  of  counsel  ?  Yea,  for  in  her  toils  she 
groweth  greater.  But  states,  whose  policy  is  dark  and 
cautious,  have  their  sight  darkened  by  their  carefulness. 
My  son,  wilt  thou  not  go  succour  the  dead  and  these  poor 
women  in  their  need  ?  I  have  no  fears  for  thee,  starting  as 
thou  dost  with  right  upon  thy  side ;  and  although  I  see  the 
prosperity  of  Cadmus'  folk,  still  am  I  confident  they  will 
throw  a  different  die ;    for  the  deity  reverses   all    things 


again. 


Cho.  Ah!  best  of  friends,  right  well  hast  thou  pleaded  for 
me  and  for  Adrastus,  and  hence  my  joy  is  doubled. 

The.  Mother,  the  words  that  I  have  spoken  are  his  fair 
deserts,  and  I  have  declared  my  opinion  of  the  counsels 
that  ruined  him  ;  yet  do  I  perceive  the  truth  of  thy  warning 
to  me,  that  it  ill  suits  my  character  to  shun  dangers.  For 
by  a  long  and  glorious  career  have  I  displayed  this  my  habit 
among  Hellenes,  of  ever  punishing  the  wicked.  Wherefore 
I  cannot  refuse  toil.  For  what  will  spiteful  tongues  say  of 
me,  when  thou,  my  mother,  who  more  than  all  others  fearest 
for  my  safety,  bidst  me  undertake  this  enterprise  ?  Yea,  I 
will  go  about  this  business  and  rescue  the  dead  by  words 
persuasive ;  or,  failing  that,  the  spear  forthwith  shall  decide 
this  issue,  nor  will  heaven  grudge  me  this.  But  I  require 
the  whole  city's  sanction  also,  which  my  mere  wish  will 
ensure;  still  by  communicating  the  proposal  to  them  I  shall 
find  the  people  better  disposed.  For  them  I  made  supreme, 
when  I  set  this  city  free,  by  giving  all  an  equal  vote.  So  I 
Will  take  Adrastus  as  a  text  for  what  I  have  to  say  and  go  to 
their  assembly,  and  when  I  have  won  them  to  these  views,  I 
will  return  hither,  after  collecting  a  picked  band  of- young 
Athenians ;  and  then  remaining  under  arms  I  will  send  a 
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message  to  Creon,  begging  the  bodies  of  the  dead.  Elit 
do  ye,  aged  ladies,  remove  from  my  mother  your  holy 
wreaths,  that  I  may  take  her  by  the  hand  and  conduct  her 
to  the  house  of  ^'f:geus;  for  a  wretched  son  is  he  who 
rewards  not  his  parents  by  service  ;  for,  when  he  hath  con- 
ferred on  them  the  best  he  hath,  he  in  his  turn  from  his  own 
sons  receives  all  such  service  as  he  gave  to  them. 

Cho.  O  Argos,  home  of  steeds,  my  native  land !  ye  have 
heard  wiih  your  ears  these  words,  the  king's  pious  will 
toward  the  gods  in  the  sight  of  great  Pelasgia  and  through- 
out Argos.  May  he  reach  the  goal  !  yea,  and  triumph  o'er 
my  sorrows,  rescuing  the  gory  corpse,  the  mother's  idol,  and 
making  the  land  of  Inachus  his  friend  by  helping  her.  For 
pious  toil  is  a  fair  ornament  to  cities,  and  carries  with  it  a 
grace  that  never  wastes  away.  What  will  the  city  decide,  I 
wonder  ?  Will  it  conclude  a  friendly  truce  with  me,  and 
shall  we  obtain  burial  for  our  sons  ?  Help,  O  help,  city  of 
Pallas,  the  mother's  cause,  that  S3  they  may  not  pollute  the 
laws  of  all  mankind.  Thou,  I  know,  dost  reverence  right, 
and  to  injustice  dealest  out  defeat,  a  protection  at  all  times 
to  the  afflicted. 

The.  {to  a  herald.)  Forasmuch  as  with  this  thy  art  thou 
hast  ever  served  the  state  and  me  by  carr>'ing  my  proclama- 
tions far  and  wide,  so  now  cross  Asopus  and  the  waters  of 
Ismenus,  and  declare  this  message  to  the  haughty  king  of  the 
Cadmeans:  *' Theseus,  thy  neighbour,  one  who  well  may 
win  the  boon  he  craves,  begs  as  a  favour  thy  permission  to 
bury  the  dead,  winning  to  thyself  thereby  the  love  of  all  the 
Erechthidae."  And  if  they  will  acquiesce,  come  back  again, 
but  if  they  hearken  not,  thy  second  message  runneth  thus, 
they  may  expect  my  warrior  host ;  for  at  the  sacred  fount  ©f 
Callichorus  my  army  camps  in  readiness  and  is  being  re- 
viewed. Moreover,  the  city  gladly  of  its  own  accord  under- 
took this  enterprise,  when  it  perceived  my  wish.  Ha !  who 
comes  hither  to  interrupt  my  speech  ?     A  Theban  herald. 
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so  it  seems,  though  I  am  not  sure  thereof.  Stay ;  haply  he 
may  save  thee  thy  trouble.  For  by  his  coming  he  meets  my 
purpose  half-way. 

Her.  Who  is  the  despot  of  this  land  ?  To  whom  must  I 
announce  the  message  of  Creon,  who  rules  o'er  the  land  of 
Cadmus,  since  Eteocles  was  slain  by  the  hand  of  his  brother 
Polynices,  at  the  sevenfold  gates  of  Thebes  ? 

The.  Sir  stranger,  thou  hast  made  a  false  beginning  to  thy 
speech,  in  seeking  here  a  despot.  For  this  city  is  not  ruled 
by  one  man,  but  is  free.  The  people  rule  in  succession  year 
by  year,  allowing  no  preference  to  wealth,  but  the  poor  man 
shares  equally  with  the  rich. 

Her.  Thou  givest  me  here  an  advantage,  as  it  might  be 
in  a  game  of  draughts  ' ;  for  the  city,  whence  I  come,  is  ruled 
by  one  man  only,  not  by  the  mob;  none  there  puffs  up  the 
ntizens  with  specious  words,  and  for  his  own  advantage 
twists  them  this  way  or  that,— one  moment  dear  to  them  and 
lavish  of  his  favours,  the  next  a  bane  to  all ;  and  yet  by 
fresh  calumnies  of  others  he  hides  his  former  failures  and 
escapes  punishment.  Besides,  how  shall  the  people,  if  it 
cannot  form  true  judgments,  be  able  rightly  to  direct  the 
state  ?  Nay,  'tis  time,  not  haste,  that  affords  a  better  under- 
standing. A  poor  hind,  granted  he  be  not  all  unschooled, 
would  still  be  unable  from  his  toil  to  give  his  mind  to 
poUiics.  Verily  ^  the  better  sort  count  it  no  healthy  sign 
when  the  worthless  man  obtains  a  reputation  by  beguiling 
with  words  the  populace,  though  aforetime  he  was  naught. 

The.  This  herald  is  a  clever  fellow,  a  dabbler  in  the  art 
of  talk.  But  since  thou  hast  thus  entered  the  lists  with  me, 
listen  awhile,  for  'twas  thou  didst  challenge  a  discussion. 
Naught  is  more  hostile  to  a  city  than  a  despot ;  where  he 
IS,  there  are  in  the  first  place  no  laws  common  to  all,  but  one 

Possibly  referring  to  a  habit  of  allowing  the  weaker  plaver  so  many 
moves  or  points.  ^ 

Kirchhoff  considers  lines  423  to  425  spurious. 
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man  is  tyrant,  \n  whose  keeping  and  in  his  alone  the  law 
resides,  and  in  that  case  equality  is  at  an  end.     But  when 
the  laws  are  written  down,  rich  and  poor  alike  have  equal 
justice,  and  ^  it  is  open  to  the  weaker  to  use  the  same  language 
to  the  prosperous  when  he  is  reviled  by  him,  and  the  weaker 
prevails  over  the  stronger  if  he  have  justice  on  his  side. 
Freedom's  mark  is  also  seen  in  this:  "  Who' hath  whole- 
some counsel  to  declare  unto   the  state?"     And  he  who 
chooses  to  do  so  gains  renown,  while  he,  who  hath  no  wish, 
remains  silent.    What  greater  equality  can  there  be  in  a  city? 
Again,  where  the  people  are  absolute  rulers  of  the  land,  they 
rejoice  in  having  a  reserve  of  youthful  citizens,  while  a  king 
counts^  this  a  hostile  element,  and  strives  to  slay  the  leading 
men,  all  such  as  he  deems  discreet,  for  he  fearcth  for  his 
power.     How  then  can  a  city  remain  stable,  where  one  cuts 
short  all  *  enterprise  and  mows  down  the  young  like  meadow- 
flowers  in  spring-time?     What  boots  it  to  acquire  wealth 
and  livelihood  for  children,  merely  '  to  add  to  the  tyrant's 
substance  by  one's  toil  ?      Why  train  up  virgin  daughters 
virtuously  in  our  homes  to  gratify  a  tyrant's  whim,  whenso 
he  will,  and  cause  tears  to  those  who  rear  them  ?     May  my 
life  end  if  ever  my  children  are  to  be  wedded  by  violence  ! 
This  bolt  I  launch  in  answer  to  thy  words.     Now  say,  why 
art  thou  come  ?  what  needest  thou  of  this  land  ?     Had  not 
thy  city  sent  thee,  to  thy  cost  hadst  thou  come  with  thy 
outrageous  utterances  ;  for  it  is  the  herald's  duty  to  tell  the 
message  he  is  bidden  and  hie  him  back  in  haste.     Hence- 

'  Nauck  omits  lines  435,  436,  as  they  aie  not  given  by  Stobxus  in 

quoting  the  passage. 

«  A  reference  to  the  question  put  by  the  herald  in  the  Athenian 
tcjcXijma,  Ti'c  dyopivnv  ^oiXtToi ;  It  here  serves  as  a  marked  character- 
istic of  democracy. 

'  The  words  ix^pov  .  .  .  dfyitrrovi:  are  regarded  by  Nauck  as  spurious. 

*  i>.  roXfiOQ,  for  which  Prinz  suggests  K\<Lva^. 

»  Kirchhoff  rejects  this  line. 
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let  Creon  send  to  my  city  some  other  messenger  less 
live  than  thee. 

ro.  Look  you  !  how  insolent  the  villains  are,  when 
Fortune  is  kind  to  them,  just  as  if  it  would  be  well  with  them 
for  ever. 

Hkr.   Now  will  I  speak.     On  these  di.sputed  points  hold 
thou  this  view,  but  I  the  contrary.     So  I  and  all  the  people 
of  Cadmus  forbid  thee  to  admit  Adrastus  to  this  land,  but  if 
he  is  here,  drive  him  forth  in  disregard  of  the  holy  suppliant ' 
bough  he  bears,  ere  sinks  yon  blazing  sun,  and  attempt  not 
violently  to  take  up  the  dead,  seeing  thou  hast  naught  to  do 
with  the  city  of  Argos.     And  if  thou  wilt  hearken   to  me, 
thou  Shalt  bring  thy  barque  of  state  into  port  unharmed  by 
the  billows ;  but  if  not,  fierce  shall  the  surge  of  battle  be, 
that  we  and  our  allies  shall  raise.     Take  good  thought,  nor, 
angered  at  my  words,  because  forsooth  thou  rulest  thy  city 
with  freedom,  return  a  vaunting  answer  from^  thy  feebler 
means.     Hope  is  man's  curse ;  many  a  state  hath  it  involved 
m  strife,  by  leading  them  into  excessive  rage.     For  whenso 
the  city  has  to  vote  on  the  question  of  war,  no  man  ever 
takes  his  own  death  into  account,  but  shifts  this  misfortune 
on  to  his  neighbour  ;  but  if  death  had  been  before  their  eyes 
when  they  were  giving  their  votes,  Hellas  would  ne'er  have 
rushed  to   her  doom  in  mad  desire  for  battle.     And  yet 
each  man  amongst  us  knows  which  of  the  two  to  prefer,  the 
good  or  ill,  and  how  much  better  peace  is  for  mankind  than 
war.—peace,  the  Muses'  chiefest  friend,  the  foe  of  sorrow, 
^^  hose  joy  is  in  glad  throngs  of  children,  and  its  delight  in 
prosperity.      These  are  the  blessings    we    cast   away  and 
wickedly  embark  on  war,  man  enslaving  his  weaker  brother, 
and  cities  following  suit.     Now  thon  art  helping  our  foes 
even  after  death,  trying  to  rescue  and  bury  those  whom  their 

Reading  tgrifoia  with  Nauck. 
'  Hartung's  emendation  of  this  doubtful   expression  is  *€v  /3,iiavei 

Aoyw. 
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own  acts  of  insolence  haye  ruined.  Verily  then  it  would 
seem  Capaneus  was  unjustly  blasted  by  the  thunderbolt  and 
charred  upon  the  ladder  he  had  raised  against  our  gates, 
swearing  he  would  sack  our  town,  whether  the  god  would  or 
no ;  nor  should  the  yawning  earth  have  snatched  away  the 
seer/  opening  wide  her  mouth  to  take  his  chariot  and  its 
horses  in,  nor  should  the  other  chieftains  be  stretched  at  our 
gates,  their  skeletons  to  atoms  crushed  'neath  boulders. 
Either  boast  thy  wit  transcendeth  that  of  Zeus,  or  else  allow 
that  gods  are  right  to  slay  the  ungodly.  The  wise  should 
love  their  children  first,  next  their  parents  and  country, 
whose  fortunes  it  behoves  them  to  increase  rather  than 
break  down.  Rashness  in  a  leader,  as  in  a  pilot,  causeth 
shipwreck  ;  who  knoweth  when  to  be  quiet  is  a  wise  man. 
Yea  and  this  too  is  bravery,  even  forethought. 

Cho.  The  punishment   Zeus  hath    inflicted  was   surely 
enough  ;     there  was  no  need  to  heap  this  wanton   msult 

on  us. 

Adr.  Abandoned  wretch  ! 

The.  Peace,  Adrastus  :  say  no  m^re;  set  not  thy  words 
before  mine,  for  'tis  not  to  thee  this  fellow  is  come  with  his 
message,  but  to  me,  and   I  must  answer  him.     Thy  first 
assertion  will  I  answer  first :  I  am  not  aware  that  Creon  is 
my  lord  and  master,  or  that  his  power  outweigheth  mine, 
that  so  he  should  compel  Athens  to  act  on  this  wise  ;  nay ! 
for  then  would  the  tide  of  time  have  to  flow  backward,  if  we 
are  to  be  ordered  about,  as  he  thinks.      Tis  not  I   who 
choose  this  war,  seeing    that  I  did    not    even    join    these 
warriors  to  go  unto  the  land  of  Cadmus  ;  but  still  I  claim  to 
bury  the  fallen  dead,  not  injuring  any  state  nor  yet  intro- 
ducing murderous  strife,  but  preserving  the  law  of  all  Hellas. 
What  is  not  well  in  this?     If  ye  suffered   aught  from  the 
Argives— lo !  they  are  dead  ;  ye  took  a  splendid  vengeance 
on  your  foes  and  covered  them  with  shame,  and  now  your 
»  i.e.  Amphiaraus,  who  disappeared  in  a  chasm  of  the  earth. 
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right  is  at  an  end.     Let '  the  dead  now  be  buried  in  the 
earth,  and  each  element  return  ^  to  the  place  from  whence  it 
came  to  the  body,  the  breath  to  the  air,  the  body  to  the 
ground ;  for  in  no  wise  did  we  get  it  for  our  own,  but  to 
live  our  life  in,  and  after  that  its  mother  earth  must  take  it 
back  again.     Dost  think  'tis  Argos  thou    art    injuring    in 
refui^ng  burial  to  the  dead  ?   Nay  !  all  Hellas  shares  herein, 
if  a  man  rob  the  dead  of  their  due  and  keep  them  from  the 
tomb ;  for,  if  this  law  be  enacted,  it  will  strike  dismay  into 
the  stoutest  hearts.     And  art  thou  come  to  cast  dire  threats 
at  me,  while  thy  own  folk  are  afraid  of  giving  burial  to  the 
dead  ?    What  is  your  fear?    Think  you  they  will  undermine 
your  land  in  their  graves,  or  that  they  will  beget  children  in 
the  womb  of  earth,  from  whom  shall  rise  an  avenger  ?    A 
silly  waste  of  words,  in  truth  it  was,  to  show  your  fear  of 
paltry  groundless  terrors.     Go,  triflers,   learn  the  lesson  of 
human  misery  ;  our  life  is  made  up  of  struggles ;  some  men 
there  be  that  find  their  fortune  soon,  others  have  to  wait, 
while  some  at  once  are  blest.     Fortune  lives  a  dainty  life  • 
to  her  the  wretched  pays  his  court  and  homage  to  win  her 
smile ;  her  likewise  doth  the  prosperous  man  extol,  for  fear 
the  favouring  gale  may  leave  him.     These  lessons  should 
we  take  to  heart,  to  bear  with  moderation,  free  from  wrath, 
our  wrongs,   and  do   naught  to  hurt  a  whole  city.     What 
then?     Let  us,  who  will  the  pious  deed  perform,  bury  the 
corpses  of  the  slain.     Else  is  the  issue  clear  ;  I  will  go  and 
bury   them  by  force.     For  never  shall  it    be    proclaimed 
through  Hellas  that  heaven's  ancient  law  was  set  at  naught, 
when  it  devolved  on  me  and  the  city  of  Pandion. 

Cho.  Be  of  good  cheer ;  for  if  thou  preserve  the  light  of 
justice,  thou  shalt  escape  many  a  charge  that  men  might 
urge. 

Her.  Wilt  thou  that  I  sum  up  in  brief  all  thou  wouldst  say? 

*  Nauck  regards  these  lines  531  to  536  as  an  interpolation. 
Restoring  d-KiKOCiv  from  Stobaeus  (Hartung). 
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The.  Say  what  thou   wilt  ;    for  thou   art   not  silent  as 

it  is. 

Her.  Thou  shalt  never  take  the  sons  of  Argos  from  our 

land. 

The.  Hear,  then,  my  answer  too  to  that,  if  so  thou  wilt. 
Her.  I  will  hear  thee  ;  not  that  I  wish  it,  but  I  must  give 

thee  thy  turn. 

The.  I  will  bury  the  dead,  when  from  Asopus'  land  I 

have  removed  them. 

Her.  First  must  thou  adventure  somewhat  in  the  front  of 

war. 

The.  Many  an  enterprise  and  of  a  different  kind  have  I 

ere  this  endured. 

Her.  Wert  thou  then  begotten  of  thy  sire  to  cope  with 

every'  foe? 

The.  Ay,  with  all  wanton  villains  ;  virtue  I  punish  not. 
Her.  To  meddle  is  aye  thy  wont  and  thy  city's  too. 
The.   Hence  her  enterprise  on  many  a  field  hath  won  her 

frequent  success. 

Her.  Come  then,  that  the  warriors  of  the  dragon-crop 

may  catch  thee  in  our  city. 

The.  What  furious  warrior-host  could  spring  from  dragon's 

seed  ? 

HER.  Thou  shalt  learn  that  to  thy  cost.     As  yet  thou  art 

young  and  rash. 

The.  Thy  boastful  speech  stirs  not  my  heart  at  all  to 
rage.  Yet  get  thee  gone  from  my  land,  taking  with  thee  the 
idle  words  thou  broughtest ;  for  we  are  making  no  advance. 
[Exit  Herald.]  Tis  time  for  all  to  start,  each  stout  foot- 
man, and  whoso  mounts  the  car ;  'tis  time  the  bit,  drippmg 
with  foam,  should  urge  the  charger  on  toward  the  land  of 
Cadmus.  For  I  will  march  in  person  to  the  seven  gates 
thereof  with  the  sharp  sword  in  my  hand,  and  be  myself  my 
herald.  But  thee,  Adrastus,  I  bid  stay,  nor  blend  with 
mine  thy  fortunes,  for  I  will  take  my  ov^ii  good  star  to  lead 
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my  host,  a  chieftain  famed  in  famous  deeds  of  arms.  One 
thing  alone  I  need,  the  favour  of  all  gods  that  reverence 
right,  for  the  presence  of  these  things  insures  victory.  For 
their  valour  availeth  men  naught,  unless  they  have  the  god's 
goodwill.  [£xit  Theseus. 

1ST  Half-Cho.  Unhappy  mothers  of  those  hapless  chiefs! 
How  wildly  in  my  heart  pale  fear  stirs  up  alarm  ! 

2ND  Half-Cho.  What  is  this  new  cry  thou  uiterest? 

1ST  Half-Cho.  I  fear  the  issue  of  the  strife,  whereto  the 
hosts  of  Pallas  march. 

2ND  Half-Cho.  Dost  speak  of  issues  of  the  sword,  or 
interchange  of  words  ? 

1ST  Half-Cho.  That  last  were  gain  indeed;  but  if  the 
carnage  of  battle,  fighting,  and  the  noise  of  beaten  breasts 
again  be  heard  in  the  land,  what,  alas  !  will  be  said  of  me, 
who  am  the  cause  thereof? 

2ND  Half-Cho.  Yet  may  fate  again  bring  low  the  brilliant 
victor ;  'tis  this  brave  thought  that  twines  about  my  heart. 

1ST  Half-Cho.  Thou  speak'st  of  the  gods  as  if  they  were 
just. 

2ND  Half-Cho.  For  who  but  they  allot  whate'er  betides? 

1ST  Half-Cho.  I  see  many  a  contradiction  in  their  deal- 
ings with  men. 

2ND  Half-Cho.  The  former  fear  hath  warped  thy  judg- 
ment. Vengeance  calls  vengeance  forth ;  slaughter  calls 
for  slaughter,  but  the  gods  give  respite  from  affliction, 
holding  in  their  own  hands  each  thing's  allotted  end. 

1ST  Half-Cho.  Would  I  could  reach  yon  plains  with  tur- 
rets crowned,  leaving  Callichorus,  fountain  of  the  goddess  ! 

2ND  Half-Cho.  O  that  some  god  would  give  me  wings 
to  fly  to  the  city  of  rivers  twain  ! 

1ST  Half-Cho.  So  might'st  thou  see  and  know  the 
fo  tunes  of  thy  friends. 

2ND  Half-Cho.  What  fate,  what  issue  there  awaits  the 
valiant  monarch  of  this  land  ? 
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1ST  Half-Cho.  Once  more  do  we  invoke  the  gods  we 
called  upon  before;  yea,  in  our  fear  this  is  our  first  and 
chiefest  trust. 

2ND  Half-Cho.  O  Zeus,  father  to  the  child  the  heifer- 
molher  bore  in  days  long  past,  that  daughter  of  Inachus  ! 

1ST  Half-Cho.  O  be  gracious,  I  pray,  and  champion 
this  city ! 

2ND  Half-Cho.  'Tis  thy  own  darling,  thy  own  settler  in 
the  city  of  Argos  that  I '  am  striving  to  rescue  for  the  funeral 
pyre  from  outrageous  insult. 

Mes.  Ladies,  I  bring  you  tidings  of  great  joy,  myself 
escaped — for  I  was  taken  prisoner  in  the  battle  which  cost 
those  chieftains  seven  their  lives  near  Dirce's  fount — to  bear 
the  news  of  Theseus'  victor)-.  But  I  will  save  thee  tedious 
questioning;  I  was  the  servant  of  Capaneus,  whom  Zeus 
with  scorching  bolt  to  ashes  burnt. 

Cho.  Friend  of  friends,  fair  thy  news  of  thy  own  return, 
nor  less  the  news  about  Theseus  ;  and  if  the  host  of  Athens, 
too,  is  safe,  welcome  will  all  thy  message  be. 

Mes.  'Tis  safe,  and  all  hath  happened  as  I  would  it  had 
befallen  Adrastus  and  his  Argives,  whom  from  Inachus  he 
led,  to  march  against  the  city  of  the  Cadmeans. 

Cho.  How  did  the  son  of  .-Kgeus  and  his  fellow-warriors 
raise  their  trophy  to  Zeus?  Tell  us,  for  thou  wert  there 
and  canst  gladden  us  who  were  not. 

Mes.  Bright  shone  the  sun,  one  levelled  line  of  light, 
upon  the  world,  as  by  Electra's  gate  I  stood  to  watch,  from 
a  turret  with  a  far  outlook.  And  lo  !  I  saw  the  host  in  three 
divisions,  deploying  its  mail-clad  warriors  on  the  high  ground 
by  the  banks  of  Ismenus;  this  last  I  heard  ;^  and  with  them 
was  the  king  himself,  famous  son  of  .4^geus ;  his  own  men, 

•  Reading  JKco/ii^oftat,  MS.,  but  Musgrave's  emendation,  iKKOfu^i  not 
is  very  probably  right. 

*  The  words  wj;  fiiy  j]v  \6yog  have  been  suspected,  and  wc  'iStip, 
XuxovQ  suggested. 


natives  of  old  Cecropia,  were  ranged  upon  the  right ;  whih 
on  the  left,  hard  by  the  fountain  of  Ares,  were  the  dwellers 
by  the  sea,  harnessed  spearmen  they  ;  on  either  wing  were 
posted  cavalry,  m  equal  numbers,  and  chariots  were  stationed 
m  the  shelter  of  Amphion's  holy  tomb.     Meantime,  the  folk 
of  Cadmus  set  themselves  before  the  walls,  placing  in  the 
rear  the  bodies  for  which  they  fought.     Horse  to  horse,  and 
car  to  car  stood  ranged.    Then  did  the  herald  of  Theseus  cry 
aloud  to  all  :  -  Be  still,  ye  folk  !  hush,  ye  ranks  of  Cadmus, 
hearken  !  we  are  come  to  fetch  the  bodies  of  the  slain,  wish- 
mg  to  bury  them  in  observance  of  the  universal  law  of  Hellas  • 
no  wish  have  we  to  lengthen  out  the  slaughter."  Not  a  word 
would  Creon  let  his  herald  answer  back,  but  there  he  stood 
m  silence  under  arms.    Then  did  the  drivers  of  the  four-horse 
cars  begin  the  fray;  on,  past  each  other  they  drave  their 
chariots,  bringing  the  warriors  at  their  sides  up  into  line 
Some  fought  with  swords,  some  wheeled  the  horses  back 
to  the  fray  again  for  those  they  drove.  ^     Now  when  Phor- 
bas,  who  captained   the   cavalry   of  the   Erechthidae,  saw 
the  thronging  chariots,  he  and  they  who  had  the  charge  of 
the  Theban  horse  met  hand  to  hand,  and  by  turns  were 
v'lctors   and   vanquished.      The   many   horrors   happening 
there  I  saw,  not  merely  heard  about,  for  I  was  at  the  spot 
where  the  chariots  and  their  riders  met  and  fought,  but  which 
to  tell  of  first  I  know  not,— the  clouds  of  dust  that  mounted 
to  the  sky,  the  warriors  tangled  in  the  reins  and  dragged  2 
this  way  and  that,  the  streams  of  crimson  gore,  when  men 
fell  dead,  or  when,  from  shattered  chariot-seats,  they  tumbled 
headlong  to  the  ground,  and,  mid  the  splinters  of  their  cars 
gave  up  the  ghost.     But  Creon,  when  he  marked  our  cavalry's 
success^  on  one  wing,  caught  up  a  shield  and  rushed  into  the 

^  Reading  with  Hartung  av9iQ  av  wafMii^drmQ. 
Nauck  is  of  opinion  that  something  has  fallen  out  after  line  689. 
i  ne  Creek,  as  it  stands,  is  certainly  open  to  suspicion. 

'  Paley  retains  vtK^yra,  but  Valckenaer's  .iKovra  is  a  good  sugges- 
tion, ;.r  ''  their  army  yielding  to  our  cavalry." 


,-*i| 


2o8 


EURIPIDES. 


[L.   (ycfo—'j(}0 


I 


fray,  ere  that  despondency  should  seize  his  men  ;  but  not  for 
that  did  Theseus  recoil  in  fear;  no !  snatching  up  at  once  his 
glittering  harness  he  hied  him  on.     And  the  twain,  clashing 
their  shields  together  as  they  met  in  the  midst  of  the  assem- 
bled  host,  were  dealing  death  and  courting  it,  shouting  loudly 
each    to   his   fellow  the   battle-cry :    "  Slay,  and   with  thy 
spear  strike  home  against  the  sons  of  Erechtheus."     Fierce 
foes  to  cope  with  were  the  warriors  whom  the  dragon's  teeth 
to  manhood  reared  ;  so  fierce,  they  broke  our  left  wing, 
albeit  theirs  was  routed  by  our  right  and  put  to  flight,  so 
that  the  struggle   was  evenly  balanced.     Here  again  our 
chief  deserved  all  praise,  for  this  success  was  not  the  only 
advantage  he  gained ;  no !  next  he  sought  that  part  of  his  army 
which  was  wavering  ;  and  loud  he  called  to  them,  that  the 
earth  rang  again,  "  My  sons,  if  ye  cannot  restrain  the  earth- 
born  warriors'  stubborn  spear,  the  cause  of  Pallas  is  lost." 
His  word  inspired  new  courage   in  all  the  Danaid '  host. 
Therewith  himself  did  seize  a  fearsome  mace,  weapon  of 
Epidaurian  warfare,  and  swung  it  to  and  fro,  and  with  that 
club,  as  with  a  sickle,  he  shore  off  necks  and  heads  and 
helmets  thereupon.     Scarce  even  then  they  turned  them- 
selves to  fly.     For  joy  cried  I,  and  danced  and  clapped  my 
hands  ;  while  to  the  gates  they  ran.     Thioughout  the  town 
echoed  the  shrieks  of  young  and  old,  as  they  crowded  the 
temples   in   terror.      But   Theseus,   when   he   might   have 
come  inside  the  walls,  held  back  his  men,  for  he  had  not 
come,  said  he,  to  sack  the  town,  but  to  ask  for  the  bodies 
of    the    dead      Such    the    general   men    should    choose, 
one  who  shows  his  bravery  in  danger,  yet  hates  the  pride  of 
those  that  in  their  hour  of  fortune  lose  the  bliss  they  might 
have  enjoyed,  through  seeking  to  scale  the  ladder's  topmost 

step. 

Cho.  Now  do  I   believe   in   the  gods  after  seeing  this 

•   Paley,  Aavoi^wv.      Nauck,  KticpoTrt^Jir.     As  applied  to  Athenians, 
the  latter  title  is  preferable.     Musgrave,  Kpai^ai^wv. 
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unexpected  day,  and  I  feel  my  woes  are  lighter  now  that 
^liese  have  paid  their  penalty. 

Adr.  O  Zeus,   why  do  men   assert  the   wisdom   of   the 
wretched  human  race?     On  thee  we  all  depend,  and  all 
we  do  is  only  what  thou  listest      We  thought  our  Argos 
irresistible,  ourselves  a  young  and  lusty  host,  and  so  when 
Eteocles  was  for  making  terms,  in  spite  of  his  fair  offer  we 
would  not  accept  them,  and  so  we  perished.     Then  in  their 
turn  those  foolish  folk  of  Cadmus,  to  fortune  raised,  like 
some  beggar  with  his  newly-gotten  wealth,  waxed  wanton, 
and,  waxing  so,  were  ruined  in  their  turn.     Ye  foolish  sons 
of  men  !  who  strain  your  bow  like  men  who  shoot  beyond 
their  mark,  and  only  by  suffering  many  evils  as  ye  deserve, 
though  deaf  to  friends,  yet  yield  to  circumstances ;  ye  cities 
likewise,  though  ye  might  by  parley  end  your  mischief,  yet 
ye  choose  the  sword  instead  of  reason  to  settle  all  disputes. 
But  wherefore  these  reflections  ?    This  I  fain  would  learn,' 
the  way  thou  didst  escape  ;  and  after  that  I  will  ask  thee  of 
the  rest. 

Mes.  During  the  uproar  which  prevailed  in  the  city  owing 
to  the  battle,  I  passed  the  gates,  just  as  the  host  had  entered 
them. 

Adr.  Are  ye  bringing  the  bodies,  for  the  which  the  strife 
arose  ? 

Mes.  Ay,  each  of  the  seven  chiefs  who  led  their  famous 
hosts. 

Adr.  What  sayest  thou  ?  the  rest  who  fell—say,  where  are 
they? 

Mes.  They  have  found  burial  in  the  dells  of  Cithaeron. 
Adr.  On  this  or  that  side  of  the  mount?    And  who  did 
bury  them  ? 

Mes.  Theseus  buried  them  *neath  the  shadow  of  Eleu- 
therae's  cliff". 

Adr.  Where  didst  thou  leave  the  dead  he  hath  not 
buried  ? 
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Mes.  Not  far  away  ;  earnest  haste  makes  every  goal  look 
close. 

Adr.  No  doubt  in  sorrow  slaves  would  gather  them  from 
the  carna;;e. 

Mes.  Slaves  :  not  one  of  them  was  set  to  do  this  toil. 
Adr • 

Mes.  Thou  wouldst  say  so,  hadst  thou  been  there  to  see 
his  loving  tendance  of  the  dead. 

Adr.  Did  he  himself  wash  the  bloody  wounds  of  the 
hapless  youths? 

Mes.  Ay,  and  strewed  their  biers  and  wrapped  them  in 
their  shrouds. 

Adr.  An  awful  burden-  this,  involving  some  disgrace. 
Mes.     Why,    what    disgrace    to    men   are   their    fellows* 
sorrows  ? 

Adr.  Ah  me  !  how  much  rather  had  I  died  with  them  ! 

Mes.  'Tis  vain  to  weep  and  move  to  tears  these  women. 

Adr.  Methinks  'tis  they  who  give  the  lesson.  Enough  '  of 
that  !  My  hands  I  lift  at  meeting  of  the  dead,  and  pour 
forth  a  tearful  dirge  to  Hades,  calling  on  my  friends,  whose 
loss  I  mourn  in  wretched  solitude ;  for  this  one  thing,  when 
once  'tis  spent,  man  cannot  recover,  the  breath  of  life,  though 
he  knowcth  ways  to  get  his  wealth  again. 

Cho.  Joy  is  here  and  sorrow  too,— for  the  state  fair  fame, 
and  for  our  captains  double  meed  of  honour.  Bitter  for  me 
it  is  to  see  the  limbs  of  my  dead  sons,  and  yet  a  welcome 
sight  withal,  because  I  shall  behold  the  unexpected  day 
after  sorrow's  cup  was  full.  Would  that  Father  Time  had 
kept  me  unwed  from  my  youth  up  e'en  till  now  when  I 

>  Hermann  detected  the  loss  of  a  line  here.  Subsequent  editors  have 
followed  his  hint. 

*  Reading  ovy  for  nv  (Elmsley). 

'  Elmsley  reads  d\y  ,,>',  ^'^6pu,  for  MS.  dW  f'.r.  a,>u>.  Some 
correction  of  the  kind  does  sfeem  necessary,  for  the  dead  bodies  are  not 
noticed  as  arriving  till  later. 


/ 


THE   SUPrLI.\\T.S.  211 

am  old  !  What  need  had  I  of  children  ?  Methinks  I 
should  not  have  suffered  excessively,  had  I  never  borne  the 
marriage-yoke ;  but  now  I  have  my  sorrow  full  in  view  the 
loss  of  children  dear.  ' 

Lo  !  I  see  the  bodies  of  the  fallen  youths.  Woe  is  me  » 
would  r  could  join  these  children  in  their  death  and  descend 
to  Hades  with  them  ! 

Adr.  Mothers,  raise  the  wail  for  the  dead  departed  ;  cry 
in  answer  when  ye  hear  my  note  of  woe. 

Cho.    My   sons,  my  sons  !    O   bitter  words  for  loving 
mothers  to  address  to  you  !    To  thee,  my  lifeless  child,  I  call 
Adr.  Woe  !  woe ! 
Cho.  Ah  me,  my  sufferings  ! 
Adr.  Alas  ! 

Cho ' 

Adr.   We  have  endured,  alas  ! — 
Cho.  Sorrows  most  grievous. 

Adr.  O  citizens  of  Argos !  do  ye  not  behold  my  fate? 
Cho.  They  see  thee,  and  me  the  hapless  mother,  reft  of 
ner  children. 

Adr.  Bring  near  the  blood-boltered  corpses  of  those 
hapless  chiefs,  foully  slain  by  foes  unworthy,  with  whom  lay 
the  decision  of  the  contest. 

Cho.  Let  me  embrace  and  hold  my  children  to  my  bosom 
in  my  enfolding  arms. 

Adr.  Inhere,  there  !  thou  hast — 

y"^-  Sorrows  Tieavy  enough  to  bear. 

Adr.  Ah  me  ! 

Cho.  Thy  groans  mingle  with  those  of  their  parents  ' 
Adr.   Hear  me. 

Cho.  O'er  both  of  us  thou  dost  lament 

Adr.  Would  God  the  Theban  ranks  had  laid  me  dead  in 
the  dust : 

*  A  lacuna  in  the  MS. 

'  Reading  with  Hartung  roif  rtKova^  dfiov  X^yit^, 
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Cho.  Oh  that  I  had  ne'er  been  wedded  to  a  husband  ! 

Adr.  Ah  !  hapless  mothers,  behold  this  sea  of  troubles  ! 

Cho.  Our  nails  have  ploughed  our  cheeks  in  furrows, 
and  o'er  our  heads  have  we  strewn  ashes. 

Adr.  Ah  me  !  ah  me  !  Oh  that  earth's  floor  would  swallow 
me,  or  the  whirlwind  snatch  me  away,  or  Zeus's  flaming  bolt 
descend  upon  my  head  ! 

Cho.  Bitter  the  marriages  thou  didst  witness,  bitter  the 
oracle  of  Phcebus  !  The  curse  of  (Kdipus,  fraught  with 
sorrow,  after  desolating  '  his  house,  is  come  on  thee. 

The.''  I  meant  to  question  thee  when  thou  wert  venting 
thy  lamentations  to  the  host,  but  I  will  let  it  pass ;  yet, 
though  I  dropped  the  matter  then  and  left  it  alone,  I  now 
do  ask  Adrastus,  *'  Of  what  lineage  sprang  those  youths,  to 
shine  so  bright  in  chivalry  ?  Tell  it  to  our  younger  citizens 
of  thy  fuller  wisdom,  for  thou  art  skilled  to  know.  Myself 
beheld  their  daring  deeds,  too  high  for  words  to  tell,  where- 
by they  thought  to  capture  Thebes.  One  (juestion  will  I 
spare  thee,  lest  I  provoke  thy  laughter ;  the  foe  that  each 
of  them  encountered  in  the  fray,  the  spear  from  which  each 
received  his  death-wound.  These  be  idle  tales  alike  for 
those  who  hear  or  him  who  speaks,  that  any  man  amid  the 
fray,  when  clouds  of  darts  are  hurtling  before  his  eyes, 
should  declare  for  certain  who  each  champion  is.  I  could 
not  ask  such  (juestions,  nor  yet  believe  those  who  dare 
assert  the  like  ;  for  when  a  man  is  face  to  face  with  the  foe, 
he  scarce  can  see  even  that  which  'tis  his  bounden  duty  to 
observe. 

Adr.  Hearken  then.     For  in  giving  this  task  to  me  thou 

'  For  the  unintelligible  tyrifiaf^  of  the  MS.  Hermann  conjectured 
iptffia  (T*  which  is  here  followed. 

^  There  is  some  corruption  in  the  three  following  lines.  Nauck's 
tiaaa  for  the  words  ig  ra  <rd  ye  makes  it  possible  to  extract  a  meaning, 
but  further  emendation  is  needed.  Nauck  would  omit  the  word  ffrpart^ 
in  1.  838  and  the  whole  of  1.  839,  except  the  word  yoovg. 
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findest  a  wilhng  eulogist  of  friends,  whose  praise  I  would 
declare  m  all  truth  and  sincerity.     Dost  see  yon  corpse  by 
/euss  bolt  transfixed  ?    That  is  Capaneus;  though  he  had 
ample  wealth,  yet  was  he  the  last  to  boast  of  his  prosperity  • 
nor  would  he  ever  vaunt  himself  above  a  poorer  neighbour,' 
but  shunned  the  man  whose  sumptuous  board  had  puff-cd  him 
up  too  high  and  made  him  scorn  mere  competence,  for  he 
held  that  virtue  lies  not  in  greedy  gluttony,  but  that  moderate 
means  suffice.     True  friend  was  he,  alike  to  present  or  to 
absent  friends  the  same;  of  such  the  number  is  not  great 
His  was  a  guileless  character,  a  courteous  address,  that  left 
no  promise  unperformed  either  towards  his  own  household 
or  his   fellow-citizens.     The  next  I   name  is  Eteocles  :  a 
master  he  of  other  kinds  of  excellence;  young,  nor  richly 
dowered  with  store,  yet  high  in  honour  in  the  Argive  land 
And  though  his  friends  oft  off^ered  gifts  of  gold,  he  would 
not  have  it  in  his  house,  to  make  his  character  its  slave  by 
taking  wealth's  yoke  upon  him.     Not  his  city,  but  those 
that  sinned  against  her  did  he  hate,  for  a  city  is  no  wise  to 
be   blamed   if  it   get  an  evil  name  by  reason  of  an  evil 
governor.     Such  another  was  Hippomedon,  third  of  all  this 
band;   from  his  ver>'  boyhood  he  refrained  from   turning 
towards  the  allurements  of  the  Muses,  to  lead  a  life  of  ease 
his  home  was  in  the  fields,  and  gladly  would  he  school  his 
nature  to  hardships  with  a  view  to  manliness,  aye  hasting  to 
the  chase,  rejoicing  in  his  steeds  or  straining  of  his  bow 
because  he  would  make  himself  of  use  unto  his  state.     Next 
behold  the  huntress  Atalania's  son,  Parthenop^us,  a  youth 
of  peerless   beauty;    from    Arcady  he   came  even  to  the 
streams  of  Inachus,  and  in  Argos  spent  his  boyhood.    There 
when  he  grew  to  man's  estate,  first,  as  is  the  duty  of  strangers 
settled  m  another  land,  he  showed  no  pique  or  jealous>r 
agamst  the  state,  became  no  quibbler,  chiefest  source  of 
annoyance  citizen  or  stranger  can  give,  but  took  his  stand 
amid  the  host,  and  fought  for  Argos  as  he  were  her  own  son 
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glad  at  heart  whenso  the  city  prospered,  deeply  grieved 
if  e'er  reverses  came ;  many  ^  a  lover  though  he  had  midst 
men  and  maids,  yet  was  he  careful  to  avoid  offence.  Of 
Tydeus  next  the  lofty  praise  I  will  express  in  brief;  no 
brilliant  spokesman  he,  but  a  clever  craftsman  in  the  art  cf 
war,  with  many  a  shrewd ^  device;  inferior  in  judgment  to 
his  brother  Meleager,  yet  through  his  warrior  skill  lending 
his  name  to  equal  p/aise,  for  he  had  found  in  arms  a  perfect 
science  ;  his  was  an  ambitious  nature,  a  spirit  rich  in  store 
of  deeds,  with  words  less  fully  dowered.  From  this  account 
then  wonder  not,  Theseus,  that  they  dared  to  die  before  the 
towers ;  for  noble  nurture  carries  honour  with  it,  and  every 
man,  when  once  he  hath  practised  virtue,  scorns  the  name  of 
villain.  Courage  may  be  learnt,  for  even  a  babe  doth 
learn  to  speak  and  hear  things  it  cannot  comprehend ;  and 
whatso'er  a  child '  hath  learnt,  this  it  is  his  wont  to  treasure 
up  till  he  is  old.  So  train  up  your  children  in  a  virtuous 
way. 

Cho.  Alas  !  my  son,  to  sorrow  I  bare  thee  and  carried 
thee  within  my  womb,  enduring  the  pangs  of  travail ;  but 
now  Hades  takes  the  fruit  of  all  my  hapless  toil,  and  I  that 
had  a  son  am  left,  ah  me  !  with  none  to  nurse  my  age. 

The.  As  for  the  noble  son  of  CEcleus,  him,  while  yet  he 
lived,  the  gods  snatched  hence  to  the  bowels  of  the  earth, 
and  his  chariot  too,  manifestly  blessing  him  ;  while  I  myself 
may  truthfully  tell  the  praises  of  the  son  of  CEdipus,  that  is, 
Polynices,  for  he  was  my  guest-friend  ere  he  left  the  town 
of  Cadmus  and  crossed  to  Argos  in  voluntary  exile.  But 
dost  thou  know  what  I  would  have  thee  do  in  this  matter? 

Adr.  I  know  naught  save  this,— to  yield  obedience  to 
thy  hests. 

The.  As  for  yon  Capaneus,  stricken  by  the  bolt  of  Zeus — 

*  Dindorf  regards  this  line  as  an  interpolation. 

*  Valckenaer  vo<f>6<:  for  MS.  co^a.     Porson  condemns  the  line. 
'  Reading  iraic  with  Valckenaer. 
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Adr.  Wilt  bury  him  apart  as  a  consecrated  corpse  } 
The.  Even  so ;  but  all  the  rest  on  one  funeral  pyre. 
Adr.  Where  wilt  thou  set  the  tomb  apart  for  him  ? 
The.  Here   near  this  temple   have    I    builded    him  a 
sepulchre. 

Adr.  Thy  thralls  forthwith  must  undertake  this  toil. 
The.  Myself  will   look   to   those   others;  let  the  biers 
advance. 

Adr.  Approach  your  sons,  unhappy  mothers. 
The.  This  thy  proposal,  Adrastus,  is  anything  but  good 
Adr.  Must  not  the  mothers  touch  their  sons? 
The.  It  would  kill  them  to  see  how  they  are  altered. 
Adr.  Tis   bitter,  truly,  to  see  the  dead  even  >  at  the 
moment  of  death. 

The.  Why  then  wilt  thou  add  fresh  grief  to  them? 

Adr.  Thou  art  right.  Ye  ^  needs  must  patiently  abide, 
for  the  words  of  Theseus  are  good.  But  when  we  have 
committed  them  unto  the  flames,  ye  shall  collect  their 
bones.  O  wretched  sons  of  men  !  Why  do  ye  get  you 
weapons  and  bring  slaughter  on  one  another  ?  Cease  there- 
from, give  o'er  your  toiling,  and  in  mutual  peace  keep  safe 
your  cities.  Short  is  the  span  of  life,  so  'twere  best  to  run 
Its  course  as  lightly  as  we  may,  from  trouble  free. 

Cho.  No  more  a  happy  mother  I,  with  children  blest ;  no 
more  I  share,  among  Argive  women,  who  have  sons,  their 
happy  lot ;  nor  any  more  will  Artemis  in  the  hour  of  travail 
kindly  greet  these  childless  mothers.  Most  dreary  is  my 
life,  and  like  some  wandering  cloud  I  drift  before  the 
howling  blast.  The  seven  noblest  sons  in  Argos  once  we 
had,  we  seven  hapless  mothers ;  but  now  my  sons  are  dead, 
I  have  no  child,  and  on  me  steals  old  age  in  piteous  wise. 

The  MS.   reading,  xa>a  r(^  TiXti  tiKpCJv  has   been  conjecturally 
altered  by  Toup  into  al^a  Ku,ru\ai  vicp<iv  which  bold  emendation  has 
been  followed  by  several  editors.     Hartung  has  xpiLfux  KitruXa,. 
^  Nauck  brackets  from  fiii'ur—en<Tn''g  as  suspicious. 
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nor  *raongst  the  dead  nor  'mongst  the  living  do  I  count ' 
myself,  having  as  it  were  a  lot  apart  from  these.  Tears 
alone  are  left  me ;  in  my  house  sad  memories  of  my  son  are 
stored  ;  mournful  tresses  shorn  from  his  head,  chaplets  that 
he  wore,  libations  for  the  dead  departed,  and  songs,  but  not 
such  as  golden-haired  Apollo  welcomeih  ;  and  when  I  wako 
to  weep,  my  tears  will  ever  drench  the  folds  of  my  robe 
upon  my  bosom.  Ah  !  there  I  see  the  sepulchre  ready 
e'en  now  for  Capaneus,  his  consecrated  tomb,  and  the 
votive  offerings  Theseus  gives  unto  the  dead  outside  the 
shrine,  and  nigh  yon  lightning-smitten  chief  I  see  his  noble 
bride,  Evadne,  daughter  of  King  I  phis.  Wherefore  stands 
she  on  the  towering  rock,  which  o'ertops  this  temple, 
advancing  along  yon  path  ? 

Eva.  What  light,  what  radiancy  did  the  sun-god's  car 
dart  forth,  and  the  moon  athwart  the  firmament,  while 
round  her  in  the  gloom  swift  stars  *  careered,  in  the  day  that 
the  city  of  Argos  raised  the  stately  chant  of  joy  at  my 
wedding,  in  honour  of  my  marriage  with  mail-clad  Capaneus? 
Now  from  my  home  in  frantic  haste  with  frenzied  mind 
I  rush  to  join  thee,  seeking  to  share  with  thee  the  fire's 
bright  flame  and  the  self-same  tomb,  to  rid  me  of  my 
weary  life  in  Hades'  halls,  and  of  the  pains  of  existence ; 
yea,  for  'tis  the  sweetest  end  to  share  the  death  of  those 
we  love,  if  only  fate  will  sanction  it. 

Cho.  Behold  yon  pyre,  which  thou  art  overlooking,  nigh 
thereto,  set  apart  for  Zeus  !  There  is  thy  husband's  body, 
vanquished  by  the  blazing  bolt. 

Eva.  Life's  goal  I  now  behold  from  my  station  here  ; 
may  fortune  aid  me  in  my  headlong  leap  from  this  rock 
in  honour's  cause,  down  into  the  fire  below,  to  mix  my  ashes 

'  Dmdorf,  followed  by  Nauck,  reads  cptvo/icia. 

*  None  of  ihe  proposed  emendations  oJ  this  corrupt  passage  are  con- 
vincing. Hermann's  \dfiirai  f  Mrv9ooi  rip  ofnpiwmvov<ri  is  here  followed. 
Nauck  has  Kaftirai'  tp'  t»ncv96ai  ri>fi^i  Jirrrti'Oi'iTi. 
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in  the  ruddy  blaze  with  my  husband's,  to  lay  me  side  by 
side  with  him,  there  in  the  couch  of  Persephone ;  for  ne'er 
will  I,  to  save  my  life,  prove  untrue  to  thee  where  thou  liest 
in  thy  grave.  Away  with  life  and  marriage  too  !  Oh  ! '  may 
my  children  live  to  see  the  dawn  of  a  fairer,  happier 
wedding-day  in  Argos  !  May  loyalty  inspire  the  husband's 
heart,  his  nature  fusing  with  his  wife's  ! 

Cho.  Lo  !  the  aged  Iphis,  thy  father,  draweth  nigh  to 
hear  thy  startling  scheme,  which  yet  he  knows  not  and  will 
grieve  to  learn. 

Iph.  Unhappy  child!  lo!  I  am  come,  a  poor  old  man, 
with  twofold  sorrow  in  my  house  to  mourn,  that  I  may 
carry  to  his  native  land  the  corpse  of  my  son  Eteocles,  slain 
by  the  Theban  spear,  and  further  in  quest  of  my  daughter 
who  rushed  headlong  from  the  house,  for  she  was  the  wife 
of  Capaneus  and  longed  with  him  to  die.  Ere  this  she  was 
well  guarded  in  my  house,  but,  when  I  took  the  watch  away 
in  the  present  troubles,  she  escaped.  But  I  feel  sure  that 
she  is  here  ;  tell  me  if  ye  have  seen  her. 

Eva.  Why  question  them?  Lo,  here  upon  the  rock, 
father,  o'er  the  pyre  of  Capaneus,  like  some  bird  I  hover 
lightly,  in  my  wretchedness. 

Iph.  What  wind  hath  blown  thee  hither,  child  ?  Whither 
away  ?  Why  didst  thou  pass  the  threshold  of  my  house  and 
seek  this  land  ? 

Eva.  It  would  but  anger  thee  to  hear  what  I  intend,  and 
so  I  fain  would  keep  thee  ignorant,  my  father. 

Iph.  What  I  hath  not  thy  own  father  a  right  to  know  ? 

Eva.  Thou  wouldst  not  wisely  judge  my  intention. 

The  following  verses  are  corrupt  almost  beyond  hope  of  emendation, 
nor  is  it  quite  clear  v^hat  the  poet  intended.  By  reading  <^peUp,  as 
Paley  suggests,  with  TiKvoimv  t^otf  and  supplying  the  hiatus  by  e'lri  d\  it 
is  possible  to  extract  an  intelligible  sense,  somewhat  different,  however, 
from  that  proposed  by  Hermann  or  Hartung,  and  only  offered  here  for 
want  of  a  better. 
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Iph.  Why  dost  thou  deck  thyself  in  that  apparel  ? 
Eva.  a  purport  strange  this  robe  conveys,  father. 
Iph.  Thou  hast  no  look  of  mourning  for  thy  lord. 
Eva.  No,  the  reason  why  I  thus  am  decked  is  strange, 
maybe. 

Iph.  Dost  thou  in  such  garb  api)ear  before  a  funeral- 
pyre  ? 

Eva.  Yea,  for  hither  it  is  1  come  to  take  the  meed  of 
victory. 

Iph.  "Victory!"  what  victory?  This  would  I  learn  of 
thee. 

Eva.  a  victory  o'er  all  women  on  whom  the  sun  looks 
down. 

Iph.  In  Athena's  handiwork  or  in  prudent  counsel? 
Eva.  In  bravery;  for  I  will  lay  me  down  and  die  with 
my  lord. 

Iph.  What  dost  thou  say?  What  is  this  silly  riddle  thou 
propoundest  ? 

Eva.  To  yonder  pyre  where  lies  dead  Capaneus,  I  will 
leap  down. 

Iph.  My  daughter,  speak  not  thus  before  the  multi- 
tude! 

Eva.  The  very  thing  I  wish,  that  every  Argive  should 
learn  it. 

Iph.  Nay,  I  will  ne'er  consent  to  let  thee  do  this  deed. 

Eva.  (as  she  is  throwing  herself).  Tis  all  one  ;  thou  shalt 
never  catch  me  in  thy  grasp.  Lo !  I  cast  me  down,  no  joy 
to  thee,  but  to  myself  and  to  my  husband  blazing  on  the 
pyre  with  me. 

Cho.  O  lady,  what  a  fearful  deed  ! 

Iph.  Ah  me  !     I  am  undone,  ye  dames  of  Argos  ! 

Cho.  Alack,  alack!  a  cruel  blow  is  this  to  thee,  but 
thou  must  yet  witness,  poor  wretch,  the  full  horror  of  this 
deed. 

Iph.  a  more  unhappy  wretch  than  me  ye  could  not  find. 


THE   SUrrLIANTS. 


'\ 


I 


219 


Cho.  Woe  for  thee,  unhappy  man  !  Thou,  old  sir,  hast 
been  made  partaker  in  the  fortune  of  fEdipus,  thou  and  my 
poor  city  too. 

Iph.  Ah,  why  are  mortal  men  denied  this  boon,  to  live 
their  youth  twice  o'er,  and  twice  in  turn  to  reach  old  age? 
If  aught  goes  wrong  within  our  homes,  we  set  it  right  by 
judgment  more  maturely  formed,  but  our  life  we  may  not 
so  correct.     Now  if  we  had  a  second  spell  of  youth  and 
age,  this  double  term  of  life  would  let  us  then  correct  each 
previous   slip.      I,    for    instance,  seeing   others   blest  with 
children,  longed  to  have  them  too,  and  found  my  ruin  in 
that  wish.     Whereas  if  I  had  had  my  present  experience, 
and  by  a  father's  light '  had  learnt  how  cruel  a  thing  it  is  to 
be  bereft  of  children,  never  should  I  have  fallen  on  such 
evil  days  as  these,— I  who  did  beget  a  brave  young  son,  proud 
parent   that    I   was,  and    after  all   am  now  bereft  of  him. 
Enough  of  this.     What  remains  for  such  a  hapless  wretch 
as  me  ?     Shall  I  to  my  home,  there  to  see  its  utter  desola- 
tion and  the  blank  within  my  life?  or  shall  I  to  the  halls  of 
that  dead  Capaneus  ?— halls  I  smiled  to  see  in  days  gone  by, 
when  yet  my  daughter  was  alive.     But  she  is  lost  and  gone, 
she  that  would  ever  draw  down  my  cheek  to  her  lips,  and 
take  my  head  between  her  hands  ;  for  naught  is  there  more 
sweet    unto    an    aged    sire    than  a  daughter's   love;    our 
sons  are  made  of  sterner  stuff,  but  less  winning  are  their 
caresses.   Oh !  take  me  to  my  house  at  once,  in  darkness  hide 
me  there,  to  waste  and  fret  this  aged  frame  with  fasting  ! 
What  shall  it  avail  me  to  touch  my  daughter's  bones  ?     Old 
age,  resistless  foe,  how  do  I  loathe  thy  presence !     Them 
too  I  hate,  whoso  desire  to  lengthen  out  the  span  of  life, 
seeking  to  turn  the  tide  of  death  aside  by  philtres,'  drug.s, 
and  magic  spells,— folk  that  death  should  take  away  to  leave 

'   Following  Paley's  t^kmv  for  the  MSS.  rUiuv. 
Reading  fiptttroioi  Kot  lioroiai  rat  fiayn'fiaoif  as  restored ^om  Plu- 
tarch's quotation  of  the  passage 
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the  young  their  place,  when  they  no  more  can  benefit  the 
world. 

Cho.  Woe,  woe  !  Behold  your  dead  sons*  bones  are 
brought  hither ;  take  them,  servants  of  your  weak  old 
mistress,  for  in  me  is  no  strength  left  by  reason  of  my 
mourning  for  my  sons ;  time's  comrade  long  have  I  been, 
and  many  a  tear  for  many  a  sorrow  have  I  shed.  For  what 
sharper  pang  wilt  thou  ever  find  for  mortals  than  the  sight 
of  children  dead  ? 

Chil.  Poor  mother  mine,  behold  I  bring  my  father's  bones 
gathered  from  the  fire,  a  burden  grief  has  rendered  heavy, 
though  this  tiny  urn  contains  my  all. 

Cho.  Ah  me  I  ah  me!  Why  bear  thy  tearful  load  to 
the  fond  mother  of  the  dead,  a  handful  of  ashes  in  the 
stead  of  those  who  erst  were  men  of  mark  in  Mycenx  ? 

Chil.  Woe  worth  the  hour !  woe  worth  the  day  !  Reft  of 
my  hapless  sire,  a  wretched  orphan  shall  I  inherit  a  desolate 
house,  torn  from  my  father's  arms. 

Cna  Woe  is  thee  !  Where  is  now  the  toil  I  spent  upon 
my  sons  ?  what  thank  have  I  for  nightly  watch  ?  Where 
the  mother's  nursing  care?  the  sleepless  vigils  mine  eyes 
have  kept  ?  the  loving  kiss  upon  my  children's  brow  ? 

Chil.  Thy  sons  are  dead  and  gone.  Poor  mother!  dead 
and  gone ;  the  boundless  air  now  wraps  them  round. 

Cho.  Turned  to  ashes  by  the  flame,  they  have  winged 
their  flight  to  Hades. 

Chil.  Father,  thou  hearest  thy  children's  lamentation  ; 
say,  shall  I  e'er,  as  warrior  dight,  avenge  thy  slaughter  ? 

Cho.  God  grant  it,  O  my  child  ! 

Chil.  Some  day,  if  god  so  will,  shall  the  avenging  of  my 
father  be  my  task ;  not  yet  this  sorrow  sleeps. 

Cho.  Alas  I  Fortune's  sorrows  are  enough  for  me,  I  have 
troubles  and  to  spare  already. 

Chil.  Shall  Asopus'  laughing  tide  ever  reflect  my  brazen 
arms  as  I  lead  on  my  Argive  troops  ? 
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Cho.  To  avenge  thy  fallen  sire. 

Chil.  Methinks  I  see  thee  still  before  my  eyes,  my 
father — 

Cho.  Printing  a  loving  kiss  upon  thy  cheek. 

Chil.  But  thy  words  of  exhortation  are  borne  on  the 
winds  away. 

Cho.  Two  mourners  hath  he  left  behind,  thy  mother  and 
thee,  bequeathing  to  thee  an  endless  legacy  of  grief  for  thy 
father. 

Chil.  The  weight  of  grief  I  have  to  bear  hath  crushed  me 
utterly. 

Cho.  Come,  let  me  clasp  the  ashes  of  my  son  to  my  bosom. 

Chil.  I  weep  to  hear  that  piteous  word;  it  stabs  me  to 
the  heart. 

Cho.  My  child,  thou  art  undone  ;  no  more  shall  I  behold 
thee,  thy  own  fond  mother's  treasure. 

The.  Adrastus,  and  ye  dames  from  Argos  sprung,  ye  see 
these  children  bearing  in  their  hands  the  bodies  of  their 
valiant  sires  whom  I  redeemed  ;  to  thee  I  give  these  gifiSy  I 
and  Athens.  And  ye  must  bear  in  mind  the  memory  of 
this  favour,  marking  well  the  treatment  ye  have  had  of  me. 
And  to  these  children  I  repeat  the  self-same  words,  that 
they  may  honour  this  city,  to  children's  children  ever  hand- 
ing on  the  kindness  ye  received  from  us.  Be  Zeus  the 
witness,  with  the  gods  in  heaven,  of  the  treatment  we 
vouchsafed  you  ere  you  left  us. 

Adr.  Theseus,  well  we  know  all  the  kindness  thou  hast 
conferred  upon  the  land  of  Argos  in  her  need,  and  ours 
shall  be  a  gratitude  that  never  waxeth  old,  for  your  generous 
treatment  makes  us  debtors  for  a  like  return. 

The.  What  yet  remains,  wherein  I  can  serve  you  ? 

Adr.  Fare  thee  well,  for  such  is  thy  desert  and  such  thy 
city's  too. 

The.  Even  so.  Mayst  thou  too  have  the  self-same 
fortune  I 
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Ath.  Hearken,    Theseus,   to  the    words   that   I  Athena 
utter,  telling  thee  thy  duty,  which,  if  thou  perform  it,  will 
serve  thy  city.     Give  not   these  bones  to   the  children  to 
carry  to  the  land  of  Argos,  letting  them  go  so  lightly ;  nay, 
take  first  an  oath  of  them  that  they  will  requite  thee  and 
thy  city  for  your  efforts.     This  oath   must  Adrastus  swear, 
for  as  their  king  it  is  his  right  to  take  the  oath  for  the  whole 
realm  of  Argos.     And  this  shall  be  the  form  thereof :  **  We 
Argives  swear  we  never  will  against  this   land  lead  on  our 
mail-clad  troops  to  war,  and,  if  others  come,  we  will  repel 
them."     But  if  they  violate  their  oath  and  come  against  the 
city,  pray  that  the  land  of  Argos  may  be  miserably  destroyed. 
Now  hearken  while  I  tell  thee  where  thou  must  slay  tlie 
victims.     Thou  hast  within  thy  halls  a  tripod  with  brazen 
feet,  which  Heracles,  in  days  gone  by,  after  he   had  o'er- 
thrown  the  foundations  of  Ilium  and  was  starting  on  another 
enterprise,  enjoined  thee  to  set  up  at  the  Pythian  shrine. 
O'er  it  cut  the  throats  of  three  sheep  ;  then  grave  within  the 
tripod's  hollow  belly  the  oath  ;  this  done,  deliver  it  to  the 
god   who  watches   over    Delphi    to    keep,   a  witness  and 
memorial  unto  Hellas  of  the  oath.     And   bury  the  sharp- 
edged  knife,  wherewith  thou  shalt    have  laid  the  victims 
open  and  shed  their  blood,  deep  in  the  bowels  of  the  earth, 
hard  by  the  pyres  where  the  seven  chieftains  burn ;  for  its 
appearance  shall  strike  them  with  dismay,  if  e'er  against 
thy  town  they  come,  and  shall  cause   them  to  return  with 
sorrow.     When  thou  hast  done  all  this,  dismiss  the  dead 
from  thy  land.     And  to  the  god  resign  as  sacred  land  the 
spot  where  their  bodies  were  purified  by  fire,  there  by  the 
meeting  of  the  triple  roads    that    lead  unto  the  Isthmus. 
Thus  much  to  thee,  Theseus,  I  address ;  next  to  the  sons  of 
Argos  I  speak ;  when  ye  are  grown  to  men's  estate,  the  town 
beside  Ismenus  shall  ye   sack,  avenging  the  slaughter   of 
your  dead  sires ;  thou  too,  /Egialeus,  shalt  take  thy  father's 
place  and  in  thy  youth  command  the  host,  and  with  thee 
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Tydeus- son  marching  from  -€toIia,-him  whom  his  father 
named  Diomedes.  Soon  as  the  beards  your  cheeks  o'er 
shadow  must  ye  lead  an  armed  Danaid  host  against  the  battle- 
ments  of  I  hebes  w.th  sevenfold  gates.  For  to  their  sorrow 
shall  ye  come  hke  lion's  whelps  in  full-grown  might  to  sack 
the>r  c.ty.  No  otherwise  is  it  to  be ;  and  ye  shall  be  a 
theme  for  m.nstre  s'  songs  in  days  to  come,  known  through 
Hellas  as  "  the  After-born  ";  so  famous  shall  your  expedi- 
tion  be,  thanks  to  Heaven.  ^ 

The.  Queen  Athena,  I  will  hearken  to  thy  bidding  •  for 
thou  >t  .s  dost  set  me  up,  so  that  I  go  not  astray.  Ikd  I 
will  bmd  this  monarch  by  an  oath;  do  thou  but  guide  mv 
steps  aright  For  if  thou  art  friendly  to  our  state?  we  shall 
henceforth  live  secure. 

Cho.  Let  us  go,  Adrastus,  and  take  the  oath  to  this 
monarch  and  h.s  state ;  for  the  service  they  have  already 
done  us  claims  our  warm  regard. 
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DRAMATIC    i'LK.-^ON/t:. 

Poseidon^ 
Athena. 

H  EC  IB  A. 

.    Chorus  of  Captive  Trojan  Women. 

Tai.thybus. 

Cassandra. 

Andromache. 

Menelais. 
A  Helen. 


Scene.— Before  Agamemnon's  Tent  in  the  Camp  near  Troy. 
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THE    TROJAN   WOMEN. 

Pos.  Lo !  from  the  depths  of  salt  ^gean  floods  I,  Posei- 
don,  come,  where  choirs  of  Nereids  trip  in  the  mazes  of  the 
graceful  dance ;  for  since  the  day  that  Phoebus  and  myself 
with  measurement  exact  set  towers  of  stone  about  this  land 
of  Troy  and  ringed  it  round,  never  from  my  heart  hath 
passed  away  a  kindly  feeling  for  my  Phrygian  town,  which 
now  is   smouldering    and    oerthrown,   a    prey    to   Argive 
prowess.     For,  from  his  home  beneath  Parnassus,  Phocian 
Epeus,  aided  by  the  craft  of  Pallas,  framed  a  horse  to  bear 
within  its  womb  an  armed  host,  and  sent  it  within  the  battle- 
ments,  fraught   with  death ;    whence  in  days  to  come  men 
shall  tell  of  -  The  wooden  horse,"  with  its  hidden  load  of 
warriors.      Groves    forsaken    stand    and    temples   of    the 
gods  run  down  with  blood,  and  at   the  altar's  very  base, 
before  the  god  who  watched  his  home,  lies  Priam  dead! 
While  to  Achaean  ships  great   store  of  gold  and  Phrygian 
spoils  are  being  conveyed,  and  they  who  came  against  this 
town,  those  sons  of  Hellas,  only  wait  a  favouring  breeze  to 
follow  in  their  wake,  that  after  ten  long  years  they  may  with 
joy  behold  their  wives  and  children.     Vanquished  by  Hera, 
Argive  goddess,  and  by  Athena,  who  helped  to  ruin  Phrygia,' 
I  am  leaving  Ilium,  that  famous  town,  and  the  altars  that  I 
love ;   for  when   drear    desolation    seizes    on  a  town,   the 
worship  of  the  gods  decays   and   tends   to  lose  respect. 
Scamander's  banks  re-echo  long  and  loud  the  screams  of 
captive  maids,  as  they  by  lot  receive  their  masters.     Arcadia 
taketh  some,  and  some  the   folk  of  Thessaly ;   others  are 
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assigned  to  Theseus'  sons,  the  Athenian  chiefs.  And  such 
of  the  Trojan  dames  as  are  not  portioned  out,  are  in  these 
tents,  set  apart  for  the  leaders  of  the  host ;  and  with  them 
Spartan  Helen,  daughter  of  Tyndarus,  justly  counted  among 
the  captives.  And  wouldst  thou  see  that  queen  of  misery, 
Hecuba,  thou  canst ;  for  there  she  lies  before  the  gates, 
weeping  many  a  bitter  tear  for  many  a  tribulation ;  for  at 
Achilles'  tomb, — though  she  knows  not  this, — her  daughter 
Tolyxena  has  died  most  piteously  ;  likewise  is  Priam  dead, 
and  her  children  too  ;  Cassandra,  whom  the  king  Apollo 
left  to  be  a  virgin,  frenzied  maid,  hath  Agamemnon,  in 
contempt  of  the  god's  ordinance  and  of  piety,  forced  to  a  dis- 
honoured wedlock.  Farewell,  O  city  prosperous  once  !  fare- 
well, ye  ramparts  of  hewn  stone  !  had  not  Pallas,  daughter 
of  Zeus,  decreed  thy  ruin,  thou  wert  standing  firmly  still. 

Ath.  May  I  address  the  mighty  god  whom  Heaven 
reveres  and  who  to  my  own  sire  is  very  nigh  in  blood,  laying 
aside  our  former  enmity  ? 

Pes.  Thou  mayst ;  for  o'er  the  soul  the  ties  of  kin  exert 
no  feeble  spell,  great  queen  Athena. 

Ath.  For  thy  forgiving  mood  my  thanks  !  Somewhat 
have  I  to  impart  affecting  both  thyself  and  me,  O  king. 

Pes.  Bringst  thou  fresh  tidings  from  some  god,  from  Zeus, 
or  from  some  lesser  power  ? 

Ath.  From  none  of  these  ;  but  on  behalf  of  Troy,  whose 
soil  we  tread,  am  I  come  to  seek  thy  mighty  aid,  to  make  it 
one  with  mine. 

Pos.  What !  hast  thou  laid  thy  former  hate  aside  to  take 
compassion  on  the  town  now  that  it  is  burnt  to  ashes  ? 

Ath.  First  go  back  to  the  former  point ;  wilt  thou  make 
common  cause  with  me  in  the  scheme  I  purpose  ? 

Pos.  Ay  surely ;  but  I  would  fain  learn  thy  wishes, 
whether  thou  art  come  to  help  Achaeans  or  Phrygians. 

Ath.  I  wish  to  give  my  former  foes,  the  Trojans,  joy,  and 
on  the  Achaean  host  impose  a  return  that  they  will  rue. 


Pes.  Why  leap'st  thou  thus  from  mood  to  mood  ?  Thy 
love  and  hate  both  go  too  far,  on  whomsoever  centred. 

Ath.  Dost  not  know  the  insult  done  to  me  and  to  the 
shrine  I  love  ? 

Pos.  Surely,  in  the  hour  that  Aias  tore  Cassandra 
thence. 

Ath.  Yea,  and  the  Achaeans  did  naught,  said  naught  to 
Him. 

Pos.  And  yet  'twas  by  thy  mighty  aid  they  sacked  Ilium. 
Ath.  For  which  cause  I  would  join  with  thee  to  work 
their  bane. 

Pos.  My  powers  are  ready  at  thy  will.  W^hat  is  thy 
intent?  ' 

Ath.  a  returning  fraught  with  woe  will  I  impose  on  them. 
Pos.  While  yet  they  stay  on  shore,  or  as  they  cross  the 
briny  deep  ? 

Ath.  When  they  have  set  sail  from  Ilium  for  their  homes. 
On  them  will  Zeus  also  send  his  rain  and  fearful  hail,  and 
inky  tempebts  from  the  sky ;  yea,  and  he  promises  to  grant 
me  his  levin-bolts  to  hurl  on  the  Achaeans  and  fire  their  ships. 
And  do  thou,  for  thy  part,  make  the  ^gean  strait  to  roar 
with  mighty  billows  and  whirlpools,  and  fill  Eubcea's  hollow 
bay  with  corpses,  that  Achaeans  may  learn  henceforth  to 
reverence  my  temples  and  regard  all  other  deities. 

Pos.  So  shall  it  be,  for  the  boon  thou  cravest  needs 
but  few  words.  I  will  vex  the  broad  ^gean  sea;  and 
the  beach  of  Myconus  and  the  reefs  round  Delos,  Scyros 
and  Lemnos  too,  and  the  cliffs  of  Caphareus  shall  be  strown 
with  many  a  corpse.  Mount  thou  to  Olympus,  and  taking 
from  thy  father's  hand  his  lightnmg  bolts,  keep  careful 
watch  against  the  hour  when  Argos!  host  lets  slip  its  cables. 
A  fool  is  he  who  sacks  the  towns  of  men,  with  shrines 
and  tombs,  the  dead  man's  hallowed  honie,  for  at  the  last  he 
makes  a  desert  round  himself,  and  dies. 

Hec.  Lift  thy  head,  unnappy  lady,  from  the  ground;  thy 
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neck  upraise ;  this  is  Troy  no  more,  no  longer  am  I  queen 
in  Ilium.  Though  fortune  change,  endure  thy  lot;  sail 
with  the  stream,  and  follow  fortune's  tack,  steer  not  thy 
barque  of  life  against  the  tide,  since  chance  must  guide 
thy  course.  Ah  me  1  ah  me  I  What  else  but  tears  is  now 
my  hapless  lot,  whose  country,  children,  husband,  all  are 
lost  ?  Ah  !  the  high-blown  pride  of  ancestors  !  how  cabined 
now  !  how  brought  to  nothing  after  all !  What  woe  must  I 
suppress,  or  what  declare?  What  plaintive  dirge  shall  I 
awake  ?  Ah,  woe  is  me  !  the  anguish  I  suffer  lying  here 
stretched  upon  this  pallet  hard  !  O  my  head,  my  temples, 
my  side  !  Ah  !  could  I  but  turn  over,  and  lie  now  on 
this,  now  on  that,  to  rest  my  back  and  spine,  while  cease- 
lessly my  tearful  wail  ascends.  For  e'en  this  is  music  to 
the  wretched,  to  chant  their  cheerless  dirge  of  sorrow. 

Ye  swift-prowed  ships,  rowed  to  sacred  Ilium  o'er  the 
deep  dark  sea,  past  the  fair  havens  of  Hellas,  to  the  flute's 
ill-omened  music  and  the  dulcet  voice  of  pipes,  even  to 
the  bays  of  Troyland  (alack  the  day  1),  wherein  ye  tied  your 
hawsers,  twisted  handiwork  from  Egypt,  in  quest  of  that 
hateful  wife  of  Menelaus,  who  brought  disgrace  on  Castor, 
and  on  Eurotas  foul  reproach  ;  murderess  she  of  Priam,  sire 
of  fifty  children,  the  cause  why  I,  the  hapless  Hecuba, 
have  wrecked  my  life  upon  this  troublous  strand.  Oh  that  I 
should  sit  here  o'er  against  the  tent  of  Agamemnon  !  Fortli 
from  my  home  to  slavery  they  hale  my  aged  frame,  while 
from  my  head  in  piteous  wise  the  hair  is  shorn  for  grief. 
Ah !  hapless  wives  of  those  mail-clad  sons  of  Troy  !  Ah  ! 
poor  maidens,  luckless  brides,  come  weep,  for  Ilium  is  now 
but  a  smouldering  ruin ;  and  I,  like  some  mother-bird 
that  o'er  her  fledgelings  screams,  will  begin  the  strain  ; 
how  different  from  that  song  I  sang  to  the  gods  in  days  long 
past,  as  I  leaned  on  Priam's  staff,  and  beat  with  my  foot 
in  Phrygian  time  to  lead  the  dance  ! 

1ST  Half-Cho.  O  Hecuba !  why  these  cries,  these  piercing 
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shrieks  ?  What  mean  thy  words  ?  For  I  heard  thy  piteous 
wail  echo  through  the  building,  and  a  pang  of  terror  shoots 
through  each  captive  Trojan's  breast,  as  pent  within  these 
walls  they  mourn  their  slavish  lot. 

Hec.  My  child,  e'en  now  the  hands  of  Argive  rowers 
are  busy  at  their  ships. 

1ST  Half-Cho.  Ah,   woe  is  me!  what  is  their  intent?  i 
Will  they  really  bear  me  hence  in  sorrow  from  my  country 
in  their  fleet? 

Hec.  I  know  not,  though  I  guess  our  doom. 

1ST  Half-Cho.  O  misery  !  woe  to  us  Trojan  dames,  soon 
to  hear  the  order  given,  **  Come  forth  from  the  house ; 
the  Argives  are  preparing  to  return." 

Hec.  Oh  !  do  not  bid  the  wild  Cassandra  leave  her  cham- 
ber, the  frantic  prophetess,  for  Argives  to  insult,  nor  to  my 
griefs  add  yet  another.  Woe  to  thee,  ill-fated  Troy,  thy  sun 
is  set;  and  woe  to  thy  unhnpj^y  children,  quick  and  dead 
alike,  who  are  leaving  thee  behind ! 

2ND  Half-Cho.  With  trembling  step,  alas  !  I  leave  this 
tent  of  Agamemnon  to  learn  of  thee,  my  royal  mistress, 
whether  the  Argives  have  resolved  to  take  my  wretched  life, 
whether  the  sailors  at  the  prow  are  making  ready  to  ply 
their  oars. 

Hec.  My  child,  a  fearful  dread*  seized  on  my  wakeful 
heart  and  sent  me  hither. 

2ND  Half-Cho.  Hath  a  herald  from  the  Danai  already 
come  ?     To  whom  am  I,  poor  captive,  given  as  a  slave  ? 

Hec.  Thou  art  not  far  from  being  allotted  now. 

2ND  Half-Cho.  Woe  worth  the  day  !  What  Argive  or 
Phthiotian  chief  will  bear  me  far  from  Troy,  alas  !  unto  his 
home,  or  haply  to  some  island  fastness  ? 

Hec.  Ah  me !  ah  me  !     Whose  slave  shall  I  become  in 

my  old  age?   in  what   far  clime?   a    poor   old  drone,   the 

Hartung  after  the  Schol.  reads  as  follows,   dpeptvov  aav  x^vxaV 
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wretched  copy  of  a  corpse,  set  to  keep  the  gale  or  tend 
their  children,  I  who  once  held  royal  rank  in  Troy. 

Cho.  Woe,  woe  is  thee  I  What  jMtcous  dirge  wilt  thou 
devise  to  mourn  the  outrage  done  thee?  No  more  through 
Ida's  looms  shall  I  ply  the  shuttle  to  and  fro.  I  look  my 
last  and  latest  on  my  children's  bodies ;  henceforth  shall  I 
endure  surpassing  misery  ;  it  may  he  as  the  unwilling  bridi- 
of  some  Hellene  ([>erish  the  night  and  fortune  that  brings 
me  to  this!);  it  may  be  as  a  wretched  slave  I  from 
Peirene's  sacred  fount  shall  draw  their  store  of  water. 

Oh  !  be  it  ours  to  come  to  Theseus'  famous  realm,  a  lan<l  of 
joy  !  Never,  never  let  mc  see  F.urotas'  swirling  tide,  hateful 
home  of  Helen,  there  to  meet  and  be  the  slave  of  Menelaus 
whose  hand  laid  Troyland  wastd>  Von  holy  land  by  Peneus 
fed,  nestling  in  all  its  beauty  at  Olympus'  foot,  is  said,  so 
have  I  heard,  to  be  a  very  granary  of  wealth  and  teem'ing 
fruitage  ;  next  to  the  sacred  soil  of  Theseus,  I  could  wish  to 
reach  that  land.  They  tell  me  too  Hephaestus'  home, 
beneath  the  shadow  of  /Etna,  fronting  Phoenicia,  the  mother 
pf  Sicilian  hills,  IS  famous  for  the  crowns  it  gives  to  worth. 
/Or  may  I  f^nd  a  home  on  that  shore  which  lielh  ver>'  nigh 
Ionia's  sea,  a  land  by  Crathis  watered,  lovely  stream,  that 
dyes  the  hair  an  auburn  tint,  feeding  with  its  holy  waves 
and  making  glad  therewith  the  home  of  heroes  good  and 
\  true. 

But  mark  !  a  herald  from  the  host  of  Danai,  with  store  of 
fresh  proclamations,  comes  hasting  hither.  What  is  his 
errand?  what  saith  he?  hist,  for  we  are  slaves  to  Dorian 
lords  henceforth. 

Tal  Hecuba,  thou  knowest  me  from  my  many  journeys 
to  and  fro  as  herald  'twixt  the  Aclu^an  host  and  Troy  •  no 
stranger  I  to  thee,  lady,  even  aforetime,  I  Talthybius,  now 
sent  with  a  fresh  message. 

Hec.  Ah,  kind  friends,  'tis  come  !  what  I  so  long  have 
dreaded.  ° 
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'1  Ai,.  Each  warrior  took  his  prize  in  turn  :  ye  were  not  all 
at  once  assigned.  '  '  "'  *" 

t1?    ,  T     'T  ''"'"''  '^"'^  ^  ^^W'y  fortune  await  ? 
once  "'         '      "^^  ''"""""^  ''^P^^'^'y-  "^' «"  -t 

Ca"";,ra^'"  '^"  ""'  ""''''  '''''  ''  ->■  ''-8^"--  hap.ess 

h)';  Ti"f  '^f":"""""  ^''^  chosen  her  out  for  him.self. 
Hkc.   I  o  bt-  the  slave-g.rl  of  his  Spartan  wife  ?    Ah  me  ! 
I  A...  Nay,  to  share  with  him  his  stealthy  love. 

wirh^'uf .  '''"*^'"''  ^•'^g-'-F'^ie^'"*.  to  whom  the  god 
«uh  golden  locks  granted  the  boon  of  maidenhood  ?      ^ 

frel,"d  n,aL        "''""'  '"'  ^"'^''''''  '''^  '^^^  '--  for  the 

Hec.  Haughter,  cast   from   thee  the   sacred   keys    and 

f^^Jhy  body  tear  the  holy  wreaths  that  drape  thee  m'  their 

oui'lnSi  I'^ve  r'  "  '^"^"^  ''''  ''''  '"^  ^"-^  -" 
r.e"-my"hiW?"'  '"  '°"  '°  '"  ''''""  '^'^  >"^  '-"  ^-- 

Hec.  To  whom  hath  the  lot  assigned  her? 
^  JAL.  To  minister  at  Achilles'  tomb  hath  been  appointed 

wH^'  T"^  ''  r  •     ^  "'^  ""'"'^^  °''^  '^"d  '"»"-s  slave ! 
Tal.  Count  thy  daughter  happy:  'tis  weU  with  her. 
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Hec.  What  wild  words  are  these?  say,  is  she  still  alive? 

Tal.  Her  fate  is  one  that  sets  her  free  from  trouble. 

Hec.  And  what  of  mail-clad  Hector's  wife,  sad  Andro- 
mache ?  declare  her  fate. 

Tal.  She  too  was  a  chosen  prize ;  Achilles'  son  did  take 
her. 

Hec.  As  for  me  whose  hair  is  white  with  age,  who  need 
to  hold  a  staff  to  be  to  me  a  third  foot,  whose  servant  am  ! 
to  be? 

Tal.  Odysseus,  king  of  Ithaca,  hath  taken  thee  to  be  his 
slave. 

Hec.  O  God  !  Now  smite  the  close-shorn  head  !  tear 
your  cheeks  with  your  nails.  God  help  me  !  I  have  fallen 
as  a  slave  to  a  treacherous  foe  I  hate,  a  monster  of  lawlesi*/ 
ness,  one  that  by  his  double  tongue  hath  turned  against  us 
all  that  once  was  friendly  in  his  camp,  changing  this  for 
that  and  that  for  this  again.  Oh  weep  for  me,  ye  Trojan 
dames  !  Undone  !  undone  and  lost !  ah  woe  !  a  victim  to  a 
most  unhappy  lot  ! 

Cho.  Thy  fate,  royal  mistress,  now  thou  knowest ;  but 
for  me,  what  Hellene  or  Achxan  is  master  of  my  destiny? 

Tal.  Ho,  servants  !  haste  and  bring  Cassandra  forth  to 
me  here,  that  I  may  place  her  in  our  captain's  hands,  and 
then  conduct  to  the  rest  of  the  chiefs  the  captives  each  hath 
had  assigned.  Ha  !  what  is  the  blaze  of  torches  there  within  ? 
What  do  these  Trojan  dames  ?  Are  they  firing  the  chambers, 
because  they  must  leave  this  land  and  be  carried  away  to 
Argos?  Are  they  setting  themselves  aflame  in  their  longing 
for  death  ?  Of  a  truth  the  free  bear  their  troubles  in  cases 
like  this  with  a  stift'neck.  Ho,  there  !  open  !  lest  their  deed, 
which  suits  them  well  but  finds  small  favour  with  the  Achaeans, 
bring  blame  on  me. 

Hec.  'Tis  not  that  they  are  setting  aught  ablaze,  but  my 
child  Cassandra,  frenzied  maid,  comes  rushing  wildly  hither. 

Cas.  Bring  the  light,  upUft  and  show  its  flame  !     I  ana 
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doing  the  god's  service,  see  !  see  !  making  his  shrine  to  glow 
with  tapers  bright.     O  Hymen,  king  of  marriage !  blest  is  the 
bridegroom  ;  blest  am    I  also,  the  maiden  soon  to  wed  a 
princely  lord  in  Argos.     Hail   Hymen,  king  of  marriage  » 
Since  thou,  my  mother,  art  ever  busied  with  tears  and  lamen- 
tations in  thy  mourning  for  my  father's  death  and  for  our 
country  dear,  I  at  my  own  nuptials  am  making  this  torch  to 
blaze  and  show  its  light,  in  thy  honour,  O  Hymen,  king  of 
marriage  !     Grant  thy  light  too,   Hecate,  at  the  maiden's 
wedding,  as  the  custom  is.     Nimbly  lift  the  foot  aloft,  lead 
on  the  dance,  with  cries  of  joy,  as  if  to  greet  my  father's 
happy  fate.    To  dance  I  hold  a  sacred  duty  ;  come,  Phoebus, 
lead    the   way,    for   'tis  in   thy   temple   mid    thy  bay-trees 
that  I  minister.     Hail  Hymen,  god  of  marriage  !  Hymen, 
hail !    Come,  mother  mine,   and  join   the  dance,  link  thy 
steps  with  me,  and  circle  in  the  gladsome  measure,   now 
here,   now  there.     Salute  the   bride   on   her   wedding-day 
with  hymns  and  cries  of  joy.    Come,  ye  maids  of  Phrygia  in 
raiment   fair,    sing    my   marriage    with    the    husband    fate 
ordains  that  I  should  wed. 

Cho.  Hold  the  frantic  maiden,  royal  mistress  mine,  lest 
with  nimble  foot  she  rush  to  the  Argive  army. 

Hec.  Thou  god  of  fire,  'tis  thine  to  light  the  bridal  torch 
for  men,  but  piteous  is  the  flame  thou  kindlest  here,  beyond 
my  blackest  bodings.  Ah,  my  child !  how  little  did  I  ever 
dream  that  such  would  be  thy  marriage,  a  captive,  and  of 
Argos  too  !  Give  up  the  torch  to  me  ;  thou  dost  not  bear 
Its  blaze  aright  in  thy  wild  frantic  course,  nor  have  thy  afflic- 
tions left  thee  in  thy  sober  senses,'  but  still  art  thou  as  frantic 
as  before.  Take  in  those  torches,  Trojan  friends,  and 
for  her  wedding  madrigals  weep  your  tears  instead. 

Cas.   O  mother,  crown  my  head  with  victor's  wreaths; 

'  Hartung  alters  the  MS.  into  9'  a,  .  .  .  roipnv  »Ti,cai/,  which  m  the 
absence  of  any  other  instance  of  au,((poith'  in  a  transitive  sense  seems 
preferable  to  Nnuck's  <r'  irruappoviiKaoi  or  P.ley's  an.  rrxai  (reffuKppovrfKam. 
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rejoice  in  my  royal  match ;  lead  me  to  my  lord  ;  nay,  if 
thou  find  me  loth  at  all,  thrust  me  there  by  force ;  for  if 
Loxias  be  indeed  a  prophet,  Agamemnon,  that  famous  king 
of  the  Achaeans,  will  find  in  me  a  bride  more  fraught  with 
woe  to  him  than  Helen.     For  I  will  slay  him  and  lay  waste 
his  home  to  avenge  my  father's  and  my  brethren's  death. 
But  of  the  deed  itself  I  will  not  speak ;  nor  will  I  tell  of 
that  axe  which  shall  sever  my  neck  and  the  necks  of  others, 
or  of  the  conflict  ending  in  a  mother's  death,   which   my 
marriage  shall  cause,  nor  of  the  overthrow  of  Atreus' house; 
but  I,  for  all  my  frenzy,  will  so  far  rise  aboye  my  frantic  fit, 
that  I  will  prove  this  city  happier  far  than  those  Achseans, 
who  for  the  sake  of  one  woman  and  one  man's  love  of  her 
have  lost  a  countless  host  in  seeking  Helen.    Their  captain 
too,  whom  men  call  wise,  hath  lost  for  what  he  hated  most 
what  most  he  prized,  yielding  to  his  brother  for  a  woman's 
sake,— and  she  a  willing  prize  whom  no  man  forced,— the  joy 
he  had  of  his  own  children  in  his  home.     For  from  the  day 
that  they  did   land   upon  Scamander's  strand,  their  doom 
began,  not  for  loss  of  stolen  frontier  nor  yet  for  fatherland 
with  frowning  towers ;  whomso  Ares  slew,  those  never  saw 
their  babes  again,  nor  were  they  shrouded  for  the  tomb  by 
hand  of  wife,  but  in  a  foreign  land  they  lie.     At  home  the 
case  was  still   the  same ;  wives  were  dying  widows,  parents 
were  left  childless  in  their  homes,  having  reared  their  sons 
for  others,  and  none  is  left  to  make  libations  of  blood  upon 
the  ground  before  their  tombs.      Truly  to  such  praise  as 
this  their  host  can  make  an  ample  claim.    Tis  better  to  pass 
their  shame  in  silence  by,  nor  be  mine  the  Muse  to  tell  that 
evil  tale.     But  the  Trojans  were  dying,  first  for  their  father- 
land, fairest  fame  to  win  ;  whomso  the  sv  ord  laid   low,  all 
these  found  friends  to  bear  their  bodies  home  and  were  laid 
to  rest  in  the  bosom  of  their  native  land,  their  funeral  rites 
all  duly  paid  by  duteous  hands.     And  all  such  Phrygians  as 
escaped  the  warrior's  death  lived  ever  day  by  day  with  wife 
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and  children  by  them,-joys  the  Ach^ans  had  left  behind 
As  for  Hector  and  his  griefs,  prithee  hear  how  stands  the 
case  ;  he  is  dead  and  gone,  but   still  his   fame  remains  as 
bravest  of  the  brave,  and  this  was  a  result  of  the  Achseans' 
commg ;  for  had  they  remained  at  home,  his  worth  would 
have  gone  unnoticed.     So  too  with  Paris,  he  married  the 
daughter  of  Zeus,  whereas,    had    he    never   done    so    the 
alliance  he  made  in  his  family  would  have  been  forgotten 
Whoso  is  wise  should  fly  from  making  war;  but  if  he  be 
brought  to  this  pass,  a  noble  death  will  crown  his  city  with 
glory,  a  coward's    end  with    shame.      Wherefore,    mother 
mme,  thou  shouldst  not  pity  thy  country  or  my  spousal,  for 
this  my  marriage  will  destroy  those  whom  thou  and  I  most 
hate. 

Cho.  How   sweetly  at   thy  own  sad    lot   thou    smilest 
chanting  a    strain,  which,  spite    of  thee,  may  prove   thee 
wrong ! 

Tal.  Had  not  Apollo  turned  thy  wits  astray,  thou  shouldst 
not  for  nothing  have  sent  my  chiefs  with  such  ominous  pre- 
dictions forth  on  their  way.    But,  after  all,  these  lofty  minds, 
reputed  wise,  are  nothing  better  than  those  that  are  held  as 
naught.     For  that  mighty  king  of  all  Hellas,   own  son  of 
Atreus,  has  yielded  to  a  passion  for  this  mad  maiden  of  all 
others ;  though  I  am  poor  enough,  yet  would  I  ne'er  have 
chosen  such  a  wife  as  this.     As  for  thee,  since  thy  senses 
are  not  whole,  I  give  thy  taunts  'gainst  Argos  and  thy  praise 
of  Troy  to  the  winds  to  carry  away.     Follow  me  now  to  the 
ships  to  grace  the  wedding  of  our  chief.     And  thou  too 
follow,  whensoe'er  the  son  of  Laertes  demands  thy  presence 
for  thou  wilt  serve  a  mistress  most  discreet,  as  all  declarJ 
who  came  to  Ilium. 

Cas  a  clever  fellow  this  menial !  Why  is  it  heralds 
hold  the  name  they  do  ?  All  men  unite  in  hating  with  one 
common  hate  the  servants  who  attend  on  kings  or  govern- 
ments.    Thou  sayest  my  mother  shall  come  to  the  halls  of 
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Odysseus ;  where  then  be  Apollo's  words,  so  clear  to  me  in 
their  interpretation,  which  declare  that  here  she  shall  die  ? 
What  else  remains,  I  will  not  taunt  her  with.     Little  knows 
he,  the  luckless  wight,  the   sufferings  that  await  him ;   or 
how  these  ills  I  and  my  Phrygians  endure  shall  one  day  seem 
to  him  precious  as  gold.     For  beyond  the  ten   long  years 
spent  at  Troy  he  shall  drag  out  other  ten  and  then  come  to 
his  country  all  alone,   by  the   route  where  fell   Char>bdis 
lurks  in  a  narrow  channel  'twixt  the  rocks  ;  past  Cyclops  the 
savage  shepherd,'  and  Ligurian  Circe  that  turneth  men  to 
swine  ;  shipwrecked  oft  upon  the  salt  sea-wave  ;  fain  to  eat 
the  lotus,  and  the  sacred  cattle  of  the  sun,  whose  flesh  shall 
utter   in  the  days  to  come  a  human   voice,  fraught  with 
misery  to  Odysseus.      But  to  briefly  end    this  history,  he 
shall  descend  alive  to  Hades,  and,  though   he  'scape  the 
waters'  flood,  yet  shall  he  find  a  thousand  troubles  in  his 
home  when  he  arrives.      Enough!  why  do  I  recount  the 
troubles  of  Odysseus?     Lead  on,  that  I  forthwith  may  wed 
my  husband  for  his  home  in  Hades' halls.     Base  thou  art, 
and  basely  shalt  thou  be  buried,  in  the  dead  of  night  when 
day  is  done,  thou  captain  of  that  host  of  Danai,  who  thinkest 
so  proudly  of  thy  fortune  !     Yea,  and  my  corpse  cast  forth 
in  nakedness  shall  the  rocky  chasm  with  its  flood  of  wintry 
waters  give  to  wild  beasts  to  make  their  meal  upon,  hard  by 
my  husband's  tomb,  me  the  handmaid  of  Apollo.    Farewell, 
ye  garlands  of  that  god  most  dear  to  me  !  farewell,  ye  mystic 
symbols !     I  here  resign  your  feasts,  my  joy  in   days  gone 
by.    Go,  I  tear  ye  from  my  body,  that,  while  yet  mine  honour 
is  intact,  I  may  give  them  to  the  rushing  winds  to  waft  to 
thee,  my  prince  of  prophecy  !     Where  is  yon  general's  ship  ? 
W^hither  must  I  go  to  take  my  place  thereon  ?     Lose  no 
further  time  in  watching  for  a  favouring  breeze  to  fill  thy 
sails,  doomed  as  thou  art  to  carry  from  this  land  one  of  the 
three  avenging  spirits.     Fare  thee  well,  mother  mine  I  dry 
*  Scaliger  proposed  opijSdriiQ,  which  Nauck  adopts. 


THE   TROJAN    WOMEN. 


239 


thy  tears,  O  country  dear  !  yet  a  little  while,  my  brothers 
sleeping  in  the  tomb  and  my  own  father  true,  and  ye  shall 
welcome  me ;  yet  shall  victory  crown  my  advent  'mongst 
the  dead,  when  I  have  overthrown  the  home  of  our 
destroyers,  the  house  of  the  sons  of  Atreus. 

Cho.  Ye  guardians  of  the  grey-haired  Hecuba,  see  how 
your  mistress  is  sinking  speechless  to  the  ground !  Take 
hold  of  her !  will  ye  let  her  fall,  ye  worthless  slaves  ?  lift  up 
again,  from  where  it  lies,  her  silvered  head. 

Hec.  Leave  me   lying  where  I  fell,   my   maidens— un- 
welcome  service   grows    not  welcome  ever— my  sufi^erings 
now,  my  troubles  past,  afflictions  yet  to  come,  all  claim  this 
lowly  posture.     Gods  of  heaven  !  small  help  I  find  in  calling 
such  allies,  yet  is  there  something  in  the  form  of  inygkin^^- 
heaven,  whenso  we  fall  on  evil  days.     First  will  l/descll^ 
upon  my  former  blessings ;   so  shall  I  inspire  the^-gF^r 
pity  for  my  present  woes.     Born  to  royal  estate  and  wedded 
to  a  royal  lord,  I  was  the  mother  of  a  race  of  gallant  sons ; 
no  mere  ciphers  they,  but  Phrygia's  chiefest  pride,  children 
such  as  no  Trojan  or  Hellenic  or  barbarian  mother  ever  had 
to  boast.      All   these  have    I  seen  slain  by  the   spear  of 
Hellas,  and  at  their  tombs  have  I  shorn  off"  my  hair ;  with 
these  my  eyes  I  saw  their  sire,  my  Priam,  butchered  on  his 
own  hearth,  and  my  city  captured,  nor  did  others  bring  this 
bitter  news  to   me.     The   maidens   I   brought  up  to  see 
chosen   for    some    marriage    high,    for    strangers    have    I 
reared  them,  and  seen  them  snatched  away.     Nevermore 
can  I  hope  to  be  seen  by  them,  nor  shall  my  eyes  behold 
them  ever  in  the  days  to  come.     And  last,  to  crown  my 
misery,  shall  I  be  brought  to    Hellas,  a  slave  in  my  old 
age.     And  there  the  tasks  that  least  befit  the  evening  of  my 
lie  will  they  impose  on  me,  to  watch  their  gates  and  keep 
he  keys,  me  Hector's  mother,  or  bake  their  bread,  and  on 
he  ground  instead  of  my  royal  bed  lay  down  my  shrunken 
limbs,  with  tattered  rags  about  my  wasted  frame,  a  shameful 


f' 


I. 


m    r 


1^  ^1 


h 


240 


EURIPIDES. 


[L.  498—581 


garb  for  those  who  once  were  prosperous.  Ah,  woe  is  me  ! 
and  this  is  what  I  bear  and  am  to  bear  for  one  weak  woman's 
wooing  !  O  my  daughter,  O  Cassandra !  whom  gods  have 
summoned  to  their  frenzied  train,  how  cruel  the  lot  that 
ends  thy  virgin  days  !  And  thou,  Polyxena !  my  child  of 
sorrow,  where,  oh  !  where  art  thou  ?  None  of  all  the  many 
sons  and  daughters  I  have  born  comes  to  aid  a  wretched 
mother.  Why  then  raise  me  up  ?  What  hope  is  left  us  ? 
Guide  me,  who  erst  trod  so  daintily  the  streets  of  Troy,  but 
now  am  but  a  slave,  to  a  bed  upon  the  ground,  nigh  some 
rocky  ridge,  that  thence  I  may  cast  me  down  and  perish, 
after  I  have  wasted  my  body  with  weeping.'  Of  all  the 
prosperous  crowd,  count  none  a  happy  man  before  he  die. 

Cho.  Sing  me,  Muse,  a  tale  of  Troy,  a  funeral  dirge  in 
strains  unheard  as  yet,  with  tears  the  while  ;  for  now  will  I 
uplift  for  Troy  a  piteous  chant,  telling  how  I  met  my  doom 
and  fell  a  wretched  captive  to  the  Argives  by  reason  of  a 
four-footed  beast  that  moved  on  wheels,  in  the  hour  that 
Achsea's  sons  left  at  our  gates  that  horse,  loud  rumbling '  on 
its  way,  with  its  trappings  of  gold  and  its  freight  of  warriors ; 
and  our  folk  cried  out  as  they  stood  upon  the  rocky  citadel, 
'*  Up  now  ye  whose  toil  is  o'er,  and  drag  this  sacred  image 
to  the  shrine  of  the  Zeus-born  maiden,  goddess  of  our 
Ilium !  "  Forth  from  his  house  came  every  youth  and  every 
grey-head  too ;  and  with  songs  of  joy  they  took  the  fatal 
snare  within.  Then  hastened  all  the  race  of  Phrygia  to  the 
gates,  to  make  the  goddess '  a  present  of  an  Argive  band 
ambushed  in  the  polished  mountain-pine,  Dardania's  ruin,  a 
welcome  gift  to  be  to  her,  the  virgin  queen  of  deathless 
steeds ;  and  with  nooses  of  cord  they  dragged  it,  as  it  had 
been   a  ship's   dark    hull,  to   the    stone-built  fane  of    the 

'   Hartung's  emendation  d<paii^  greatly  improves  the  sense. 
"  Hartung  reads  TrpiirovTa. 

'  Reading  ^«^.     The  Schol.  clearly  read  Oig,  interpreting  Ciq  Kaut^ 
by  £taavfiti>o(;. 
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goddess  Pallas,  and  set  it  on  that  floor  so  soon  to  drink  our 
country's  blood.     But,  as  they  laboured  and  made  merry, 
came  on  the  pitchy  night;  loud  the  Libyan  flute  was  sound- 
ing, and   Phrygian  songs   awoke,  while  maidens  beat  the 
ground  with  airy  foot,  uplifting  their  gladsome  song ;  and 
in  the  halls  a  blaze  of  torchlight  shed  '  its  flickering  shadows 
on  sleeping  eyes.     In  that  hour  around  the  house  was   I 
singing  as  I  danced  to  that  maiden  of  the  hills,  the  child  of 
Zeus ;  when  lo  !  there  rang  along  the  town  a  cry  of  death 
which  filled  the  homes  of  Troy,  and  little  babes  in  terror 
clung  about  their  mothers'  skirts,  as  forth  from  their  ambush 
came  the  warrior-band,  the  handiwork  of  maiden    Pallas. 
Anon  the  altars  ran  with  Phrygian  blood,  and  desolation 
reigned  o'er  every  bed  where  young  men  lay  beheaded,  a 
glorious   crown  for  Hellas  won,  ay,  for  her,  the  nurse  of 
youth,  but  for  our  Phrygian  fatherland  a  bitter  grief.    Look, 
Hecuba!    dost    see   Andromache    advancing    hither  on  a 
foreign  car?  and  with  her,  clasped  to  her  throbbing  breast, 
is  her  dear  Astyanax,  Hector's  child. 

Hec.  Whither  art  thou  borne,  unhappy  wife,  mounted  on 
that  car,  side  by  side  with  Hector's  brazen  arms  and 
Phrygian  spoils  of  war,  with  which  Achilles'  son  will  deck  the 
shrines  of  Phthia  on  his  return  from  Troy  ? 

And.  My  Achaean  masters  drag  me  hence. 

Hec.  Woe  is  thee  ! 

And.  Why  dost  thou  in  note  of  woe  utter  the  dirge  that 
is  mine  ? 

Hec.  Ah  me! 

And.  For  these  sorrows. 

Hec.  O  Zeus ! 

And.  And  for  this  calamity. 

Hec.  O  my  children  ! 

And.  Our  day  is  past. 

^  There  is  some  corruption  here,  but  no  satisfactory  emendation  has 
been  yet  offered.     One  editor  proposes  ayrtSiu^Ki  i^rrrof. 
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Hec.  Joy  is  fled,  and  Troy  overthrown. 

And.  Woe  is  me  ! 

Hec.  Dead  too  all  my  gallant  sons  ! 

And.  Alack  and  well-a-day  ! 

Hec.  Ah  me  for  my — 

And.  Misery ! 

Hec.   Piteous  the  fate 

And.  Of  our  city, 

Hec.   Smouldering  in  the  smoke. 

And.   Come,  my  husband,  come  to  me  ! 

Hec.  Ah  hapless  wife  !  thou  callest  on  my  son  who  lieth 
in  the  tomb. 

And.  Thy  wife's  defender,  come ! 

Hec.  Do  thou,  who  erst  didst  make  the  Achneans 
grieve,  eldest  of  the  sons  I  bare  to  Priam  in  the  days  gone 
by,  take  me  to  thy  rest  in  Hades'  halls  I 

And.  Bitter  are  these  regrets,  unhappy  mother,  bitter 
these  woes  to  bear  ;  our  city  ruined,  and  sorrow  evermore  to 
sorrow  added,  through  the  will  of  angry  heaven,  since  the 
day  that  son  *  of  thine  escaped  his  doom,  he  that  for  a  bride 
accursed  brought  destruction  on  the  Trojan  citadel. 
There  lie  the  gory  corpses  of  the  slain  by  the  shrine  of 
Pallas  for  vultures  to  carry  off;  and  Troy  is  come  to 
slavery's  yoke. 

Hec.  O  my  country,  O  unhappy  land,  I  weep  for  thee 
now  left  behind  ;  now  dost  thou  behold  thy  piteous  end ; 
and  thee,  my  house,  I  weep,  wherein  I  suffered  travail.  O 
my  children !  reft  of  her  city  as  your  mother  is,  she  now  is 
losing  you.  Oh,  what  mourning  and  what  sorrow  !  oh,  what 
endless  streams  of  tears  in  our  houses  I  The  dead  alone 
forget  their  griefs  and  never  shed  a  tear. 


^  !>.,  Paris,  who  had  been  exposed  to  die  on  account  of  an  oracle 
foretellini;  the  misery  he  would  cause  if  he  grew  to  man's  estate  ;  but 
sliepherds  had  found  him  on  the  hills  and  reared  him. 
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Cho.   What    sweet   relief   to    sufferers  'tis  to  weep,   to 
mourn,  lament,  and  chant  the  dirge  that  tells  of  grief  • 

nni^T-H?''  '^u"  '''  '^''^  '"^^^^^  ^f  ^hat  Hector,  who 
once  laid  low  in  battle  many  a  son  of  Argos  ? 

Hec    I  see  that  it  is  heaven's  way  to  exalt  what   men 
accounted  naught,  and  ruin  what  they  most  esteemed. 

And.  Hence  w.th  my  child  as  booty  am  I  borne-  the 
nob^e  are  to  slavery  brought-a  bitter,  bitter  change.     ' 

Hec.    I  his  IS  necessity's  grim  law;  it  was  but  now  Cas- 
Sandra  was  torn  with  brutal  violence  from  my  arms 

And.  Alas  alas  !  it  seems  a  second  Aias  hath  appeared 
to  wrong  thy  daughter;  but  there  be  other  ills  for  thee 

Hec.  Ay,  beyond  all  count  or  measure  are  my  sorrows- 
evil  vies  with  evil  in  the  struggle  to  be  first. 

And.  Thy  daughter  Polyxena  is  dead,  slain  at  Achilles' 
tomb,  an  offering  to  his  lifeless  corpse. 

Hec.  O  woe  is  me !  This  is  that  riddle  Talthybius  long 
since  told  me,  a  truth  obscurely  uttered. 

And.  I  saw  her  with  mine  eyes:  so  I  alighted  from 
the  chariot,  and  covered  her  corpse  with  a  mantle,  and 
smote  upon  my  breast. 

Hec.  Alas !  my  child,  for  thy  unhallowed  sacrifice '  and 
yet  again,  ah  me  !  for  this  thy  shameful  death  ! 

And.  Her  death  was  even  as  it  was,  and  yet  that  death  of 
hers  was  after  all  a  happier  fate  than  this  my  life. 

Hec.  Death  and  life  are  not  the  same,  my  child ;  the 
one  IS  annihilation,  the  other  keeps  a  place  for  hope. 

And.  Hear,  O  mother^  of  children!  give  ear  to  what  I 
urge  SO  well,  that  I  may  cheer  my  drooping  spirit.  Tis 
iill  one,  I  say,  ne'er  to  have  been  born  and  to  be  dead 
and  better  far  is  death  than  life  with  misery.  For  the  dead 
feel  no  sorrow  any  more  and  know  no  grief;  but  he  who  has 
knosvn  prosperity  and  has  fallen  on  evil  days  feels  his  spirit 

•  Musgrave  reads  oi,  for  the  second  J,.     Dindorf  rejects  the  first  line 
of  this  speech. 
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Straying  from  the  scene  of  former  joys.     Now  that  child 
of  thine  is  dead  as  though  she  ne'er  had  seen   the   light, 
and  little  she  recks  of  her  calamity  ;  whereas  I,  who  aimed  at 
a  fair  repute,   though  I  won  a  higher  lot   than  most,   yet 
missed   my  luck  in   life.     For  all   that   stamps  the  wife  a 
woman  chaste,  I  strove  to  do  in  Hector's  home.     In  the 
first  place,  whether  there  is  a  slur  upon  a  woman,  or  whether 
there  is  not,  the  very  fact  of  her  not  staying  at  home  brings 
in  its  train  an  evil  name  ;  therefore  I  gave  up  any  wish  to  do 
so,  and  abode  ever  within  my  house,  nor  would  I  admit  the 
clever  gossip  women  love,  but  conscious  of  a  heart  that  toM 
an  honest  tale  I  was  content  therewith.     And  ever  would  I 
keep  a   silent   tongue  and   modest  eye    before   my  lord ; 
and  well  I  knew  where  I  might  rule  my  lord,  and  where 
'twas  best  to  yield  to  him  ;  the  fame  whereof  hath  reached 
the  Achx^an  host,  and  proved  my  ruin;  for  when  I  was  taken 
captive,  Achilles'  son  would  have  me  as  his  wife,  and   I 
must  serve  in  the  house  of  murderers.    And  ^  if  I  set  aside 
my  love  for  Hector,  and  cpe  my  heart  to  this  new  lord, 
I  shall  appear  a  traitress  to  the  dead,  while,  if  I  hate  him, 
I  shall  incur  my  master's  displeasure.     And  yet  they  say 
a  single  night  removes  a  woman's  dislike  for  her  husband ; 
nay,  I  do  hate  the  woman  who,  when  she   hath  lost    her 
former  lord,  transfers  her  love  by  marrying  another.     Not 
e'en  the  horse,  if  from  his  fellow  torn,  will  cheerfully  draw  the 
yoke ;  and  yet  the  brutes  have  neither  speech  nor  sense 
to  help  them,  and  are  by  nature  man'sinferiors.     O  Hector 
mine !   in  thee  I  found  a  husband  amply  dowered  with 
wisdom,  noble  birth  and  fortune,  a  brave  man  and  a  mighty ; 
whilst  thou  didst  take  me  from  my  father's  house  a  spotless 
bride,  thyself  the  first  to  make  this  maiden  wife.     But  now 
death  hath  claimed  thee,  and  I  to  Hellas  am  soon  to  sail,  a 
captive  doomed  to  wear  the  yoke  of  slavery.     HatJi  not  then 

*  Dindorf  condemns  linfs  656—667.     Nauck  brackets  662  and  66^ 
as  spurious. 
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I  the   dead   Polyxena,  for  whom   thou  wailest,  less  evil  to 

bear  than  I?  I  have  not  so  much  as  hope,  the  last 
resource  of  every  human  heart,  nor  do  I  beguile  myself 
vith  dreams  of  future  bliss,  the  very  thought  whereof  is 
sweet. 

Cho.  Thou  art  in  the  self-same  plight  as  I;  thy  lamen- 
tations for  thyself  remind  me  of  my  own  sad  case. 

Hfx.  I  never  yet  have  set  foot  on  a  ship's  deck,  though  I 
have  seen  such  things  in  pictures  and  know  of  them  from 
hearsay.     Now  sailors,  if  there  come  a  storm  of  moderate 
force,  are  all  eagerness  to  save  themselves  by  toil;  one  at  the 
tiller  stands,  another  sets  himself  to  work  the  sheets,  a  third 
meantime  is  baling  out  the  ship ;  but  if  tempestuous  waves 
arise  to  overwhelm  them,  they  yield  to  fortune  and  commit 
themselves  to  the  driving  billows.     Even  so  I,  by  reason  of 
my  countless  troubles,  am  dumb  and  forbear  to  say  a  word ; 
for  Heaven  with  its  surge  of  misery  is  too  strong  for  me! 
^tlease.  Oh  cease,  my  darling  child,  to  speak  of  Hector's  fate ; 
no  tears  of  thine  can  save  him  ;  honour  thy  present  lord,' 
offering  thy  sweet  nature  as  the  bait  to  win  him.    If  thou  do 
this,  thou  wilt  cheer  thy  friends  as   well  as   thyself,   and 
thou  Shalt  rear  my  Hector's  child  to  lend  stout  aid  to  Ilium, 
that  so  thy  children  in  the  after-time  may  build  her  up  again, 
and  our  city  yet  be  stablished.     But  lo  !  our  talk  must  take 
a  different  turn;  who  is  this  Achaean  menial  I  see  coming 
hither,  sent  to  tell  us  of  some  new  design? 

Tal.  Oh  hate  me  not,  thou  that  erst  wert  Hector's  wife,  the 
bravest  of  the  Phrygians  I  for  my  tongue  would  fain  not  tell 
that  which  the  Danai  and  sons  of  Pelops  both  command. 

And.  What  is  it?    Thy  prelude  bodeth  evil  news. 

Tal.  'Tis  decreed  thy  son  is— how  can  I  tell  my  news? 

And.  Surely  not  to  have  a  different  master  from  me? 

Tal.  None  of  all  Achaea's  chiefs  shall  ever  lord  it  over  him. 

And.  Is  it  their  will  to  leave  him  here,  a  remnant  yet  of 
Phrygia's  race  ? 
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Tal.  I  know  no  words  to  break  the  sorrow  lightly  to  thee. 

And.  I  thank  thee  for  thy  consideration,  unless  indeed 
thou  hast  good  news  to  tell. 

Tal.  They  mean  to  slay  thy  son ;  there  is  my  hateful 
message  to  thee. 

And.  O  God !  this  is  worse  tidings  than  my  forced 
marriage. 

Tal.  So  spake  Odysseus  to  the  assembled  Hellenes,  and 
his  word  prevails. 

And.  Oh  once  again  ah  mc  !  there  is  no  measure  in  the 
woes  I  bear. 

Tal.  He  said  they  should  not  rear  so  brave  a  father's  son. 

And.  May   such   counsels  yet   prevail  about  children  of 

his! 

Tal.  From  Troy's  battlements  he  must  be  thrown.  Let 
it  be  even  so,  and  thou  wilt  show  more  wisdom  ;  cling  not 
to  him,  but  bear  thy  sorrows  with  heroic  heart,  nor  in  thy 
weakness  deem  that  thou  art  strong.  For  nowhere  hast 
thou  any  help;  consider  this  thou  must ;  thy  husband  and 
thy  city  are  no  more,  so  thou  art  in  our  [)ower,  and  I  alone 
am  match  enough  for  one  weak  woman ;  wherefore  I  would 
not  see  thee  bent  on  strife,  or  any  course  to  bring  thee  shame 
or  hate,  nor  would  I  hear  thee  rashly  curse  the  Achaians. 
For  if  thou  say  aught  whereat  the  host  grow  wroth,  this 
child  will  find  no  burial  nor  pity  either.  Hut  if  thou  hold  thy 
peace  and  with  composure  take  thy  fate,  thou  wilt  not 
leave  his  corpse  unburied,  and  thyself  wilt  find  more  favour 
with  the  Achjeans. 

And.  My  child !  my  own  sweet  babe  and  priceless  treasure  * 
thy  death  the  foe  demands,  and  thou  must  leave  thy  wretched 
mother.  That  ^  which  saves  the  lives  of  others,  proves  thy 
destruction,  even  thy  sire's  nobility ;  to  thee  thy  father's 
valiancy  has  proved  no  boon.  O  the  woful  wedding  rites, 
that  brought  me  erst  to  Hector's  home,  hoping  to  be  the 
^  Nauck  considers  737  and  738  spurious. 
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mother  of  a  son  that  should  rule  o'er  Asia's  fruitful  fields 
instead  of  serving  as  a  victim  to  the  sons  of  Danaus  !    Dost 
weep,  my  babe  ?  dost  know  thy  hapless  fate  ?  Why  clutch  me 
with  thy  hands  and  to  my  garment  cling,  nestling  like  a 
tender  chick  beneath  my  wing  ?     Hector  will  not  rise  again 
and  come  gripping  his  famous  spear  to  bring  thee  salvation  ; 
no  kinsman  of  thy  sire  appears,  nor  might  of  Phrygian  hosts; 
one  awful  headlong  leap  from  the  dizzy  height  and  thou  wilt 
dash  out  thy  life  with  none  to  pity  thee !   Oh  to  clasp  thy 
tender  limbs,  a  mother's  fondest  joy !    Oh  to  breathe  thy 
fragrant  breath  :    h\  vain  it  seems  these  breasts  did  suckle 
thee,  wrapped  in  thy  swaddling-clothes ;  all  for  naught  I 
used  to  toil  and  wore  myself  away !     Kiss  thy  mother  now 
for  the  last  time,  nestle  to  her  that  bare  thee,  twine  thy  arms 
about  my  neck  and  join  thy  lips  to  mine  !    O  ye  Hellenes 
cunning  to  devise  new  forms  of  cruelty,  why  slay  this  child 
who  never  wronged  any  ?   Thou  daughter  of  Tyndarus,  thou 
art  no  child  of  Zeus,  but  sprung,  I  trow,  of  many  a  sire,  first 
of  some  evil  demon,  next  of  Envy,  then  of  Murder  and  of 
Death,  and  every  horror  that  the  earth  begets.     That  Zeus 
was  never  sire  of  thine  I  boldly  do  assert,  bane  as  thou  hast 
been  to  many  a  Hellene  and  barbarian   too.     Destruction 
catch  thee  !  Those  fair  eyes  of  thine  have  brought  a  shame- 
ful ruin  on  the  fields  of  glorious  Troy.     Take  the  babe  and 
bear  him  hence,  hurl  him  down  if  so  ye  list,  then  feast  upon 
his  flesh  !     'Tis  heaven's  high  will  we  perish,  and  I  cannot 
ward  the  deadly  stroke  from  my  child.     Hide  me  and  my 
misery ;  cast  me  into  the  ship's  hold ;  for  'tis  to  a  fair  wed- 
ding I  am  going,  now  that  I  have  lost  my  child ! 

Cho.  Unhappy  Troy !  thy  thousands  thou  hast  lost  for 
one  woman's  sake  and  her  accursed  wooing. 

Tal.  Come,  child,  leave  fond  embracing  of  thy  woful 
mother,  and  mount  the  high  coronal  of  thy  ancestral  towers, 
there  to  draw  thy  parting  breath,  as  is  ordained.  Take  him 
hence.     His  should  the  duty  be  to  do  such  herald's  work 
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whose  heart  knows  no  pity  and  who  loveth  ruthlessness  more 
than  my  soul  doth. 

{^Exeunt  Andromache  ^//// Talthvdius  ivith  Asty- 

ANAX. 

Hec.  O  child,  son  of  my  hapless  boy,  an  unjust  fate  robs 
me  and  thy  mother  of  thy  life.  How  is  it  with  me?  What 
can  I  do  for  thee,  my  luckless  babe  ?  for  thee  I  smite  upon 
my  head  and  beat  my  breast,  my  only  gift ;  for  that  alone  is 
in  my  power.  Woe  for  my  city  !  woe  for  thee  !  Is  not  our 
cup  full  ?  What  is  wanting  now  to  our  utter  and  immediate 
ruin? 

Cho.  O  Telamon,  King  of  Salamis,  the  feeding-ground  of 
bees,  who  hast  thy  home  in  a  sea-girt  isle  that  lieth  nigh  the 
holy  hills  where  first  Athena  made  the  grey  olive-branch  to 
appear,  a  crown  for  heavenly  heads  and  a  glory  unto  happy 
Athens,  thou  didst  come  in  knightly  brotherhood  with  that 
great  archer,  Alcmena's  son,  to  sack  our  city  Ilium,  in  days 
gone  by,  [on  thy  advent  from  Hellas,]  what  time  he  led 
the  chosen  flower  of  Hellas,  vexed  for  the  steeds  '  denied 
him,  and  at  the  fair  stream  of  Simois  he  stayed  his  sea-borne 
ship  and  fastened  cables  to  the  stern,  and  forth  therefrom 
he  took  the  bow  his  hand  could  deftly  shoot,  to  be  the  doom 
of  Laomedon ;  and  with  the  ruddy  breath  of  fire  he  wasted 
the  masonry  squared  by  Phoebus'  line  and  chisel,  and  sicked 
the  land  of  Troy  ;  so  twice  in  two  attacks  hath  the  blood- 
stained spear  destroyed  Dardania's  walls. 

In  vain,  it  seems,  thou  Phrygian  boy,*  pacing  with  dainty 
step  amid  thy  golden  chalices,  dost  thou  fill  high  the  cup  of 
Zeus,  a  service  passing  fair  ;  seeing  that  the  land  of  thy  birth 
is  being  consumed  by  fire.  The  shore  re-echoes  to  our  cries ; 
and,  as  a  bird  bewails  its  young,  so  we  bewail  our  hus- 

'  Heracles  had  destroyed  a  sea-monster  for  Laomedon  on  condition 
of  receiving  a  gift  of  horses  for  his  trouble,  and,  on  Laomedon  re- 
pudiating the  promise,  sacked  Troy 

*  Ganymede,  a  son  of  Tros. 
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bands  or  our  children,  or  our  grey-haired  mothers.  The 
dew-fed  springs  where  thou  didst  bathe,  the  course  where 
thou  didst  train,  are  now  no  more;  but  thou  beside  the 
throne  of  Zeus  art  sitting  with  a  calm,  sweet  smile  upon  thy 
fair  young  face,  while  the  spear  of  Hellas  lays  the  land  of 
Priam  waste.  Ah  !  Love,  Love,  who  once  didst  seek  these 
Dardan  halls,  deep-seated  in  the  hearts  of  heavenly  gods, 
how  high  didst  thou  make  Troy  to  tower  in  those  days, 
allying  her  with  deities  !  But  I  will  cease  to  urge  reproaches 
against  Zeus ;  for  white-winged  dawn,  whose  light  to  man  is 
dear,  turned  a  baleful  eye  upon  our  land  and  watched  the 
ruin  of  our  citadel,  though  she  had  within  her  bridal  bower 
a  husband  '  from  this  land,  whom  on  a  day  a  car  of  gold  and 
spangled  stars  caught  up  and  carried  thither,  great  source  of 
hope  to  his  native  country ;  but  all  the  love  the  gods  once 
had  for  Troy  is  passed  away. 

Men.  Hail  !  thou  radiant  orb  by  whose  fair  light  I 
now  shall  capture  her  that  was  my  wife,  e'en '  Helen  ;  for  I 
am  that  Menelaus,  who  hath  toiled  so  hard,  I  and  Achgea's 
host.  To  Troy  I  came,  not  so  much  as  men  suppose  to  take 
this  woman,  but  to  punish  him  who  from  my  house  stole  my 
wife,  traitor  to  my  hospitality.  But  he,  by  heaven's  will,  hath 
paid  the  penalty,  ruined,  and  his  country  too,  by  the  spear  of 
Hellas.  And  I  am  come  to  bear  that  Spartan  woman  hence 
— wife  I  have  no  mind  to  call  her,  though  she  once  was 
mine ;  for  now  she  is  but  one  among  the  other  Trojan 
dames  who  share  these  tents  as  captives.  For  they, — the  very 
men  who  toiled  to  take  her  with  the  spear,— have  granted 
her  to  me  to  slay,  or,  if  I  will,  to  spare  and  carry  back  with 
me  to  Argos.  Now  my  purpose  is  not  to  put  her  to  death 
in  Troy,  but  to  carry  her  to  Hellas  in  my  sea-borne  ship, 
and  then  surrender  her  to  death,  a  recompense  to  all  whose 
friends  were  slain  in  Ilium.     Ho  !  my  trusty  men,  enter  the 

'   Referring  to  the  union  of  Aurora  and  Tithonus. 
*  Herwerden  rejects  lines  862— 863,  as  spurious. 
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tent,  and  drag  her  out  to  me  by  her  hair  with  many  a  murder 
foul ;  and  when  a  favouring  breeze  shall  blow,  to  Hellas  will 
we  convey  her. 

Hec/O  thou  that  dost  support  the  earth  and  restest 
thereupon,  whosoe'er  thou  art,  a  riddle  past  our  ken  !  be 
thou  Zeus,  or  natural  necessity,  or  man's  intellect,  to  thee  I 
pray ;,  for,  though  thou  treadest  o'er  a  noiseless  path,  all  thy 
dealings  with  mankind  are  by  justice  guided. 

Men.   How  now?    Strange  the  prayer  thou  offerest  unto 

heaven  ! 

Hec.  I  thank  thee,  Menelaus,  if  thou  wilt  slay  that  wife 
of  thine.  Yet  shun  the  sight  of  her,  lest  she  smite  thee  with 
regret.  For  she  ensnares  the  eyes  of  men,  o'erthrows  their 
towns,  and  burns  their  houses,  so  potent  are  her  witcheries  ! 
Well  I  know  her  ;  so  dost  thou  and  those  her  victims  too. 

Hel.  Menelaus!  this  prelude  well  may  fill  me  with 
alarm  ;  for  I  am  haled  with  violence  by  thy  servants'  hands 
and  brought  before  these  tents.  Still,  though  I  am  well- 
nigh  sure  thouhatest  me,  yet  would  I  fain  inquire  what  thou 
and  Hellas  have  decided  about  my  life. 

Men.  To  judge  thy  case  required  no  great  exactness;* 
the  host  with  one  consent,— that  host  whom  thou  didst 
wrong,— handed  thee  over  to  me  to  die. 

Hel.  May  I  answer  this  decision,  proving  that  my  death, 
if  to  die  I  am,  will  be  unjust  ? 

Men.  I  came  not  to  argue,  but  to  slay  thee. 

Hec.  Hear  her,  Menelaus ;  let  her  not  die  for  want  of  that, 
and  let  me  answer  her  again,  for  thou  knowest  naught  of 
her  villainies  in  Troy;  and  the  whole  case,  if  thus  summed 
up,  will  insure  her  death  against  all  chance  of  an  escape. 

Men.  This  boon  needs  leisure;  still,  if  she  wishes  to 
speak,  the  leave  is  given.  Yet  will  I  grant  her  this  because 
of  thy  words,  that  she  may  hear  them,  and  not  for  her  own 
sake. 

^  Reatling  ovk  n'l:  aKpijiii:  7;XPic.     The  Schol.  read  ^X6^iv. 
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Hel.  Perhaps  thou  wilt  not  answer  me,  from  counting 
me  a  foe,  whether  my  words  seem  good  or  ill.     Yet  will  I 
put  my  charges  and  thine  over  against  each  other,  and  then 
reply  to  the  accusations  I  suppose  thou  wilt  advance  against 
me.     First,  then,  she  was  the  author  of  these  troubles  by 
giving  birth  to  Paris ;  next,  old  Priam  ruined  Troy  and  me, 
because  he  did  not  slay  his  babe  Alexander,  baleful  sem- 
blance of  a  fire-brand,'   long   ago.     Hear  what   followed. 
This  Paris  was  to  judge  the  claims  of  three  rival  goddesses  ; 
so  Pallas  offered  him  command  of  all  the  Phrygians,  and 
the  destruction  of  Hellas;  Hera  promised  he  should  spread 
his  dominion  over  Asia,  and  the  utmost  bounds  of  Europe, 
if'-^  he  would  decide  for  her;  but  Cypris  spoke  in  rapture 
of  my  loveliness,  and  promised  him  this  boon,  if  she  should 
have  the  preference  o'er  those  twain  for  beauty  ;  now  mark 
the  inference  I  deduce  from  this  ;  Cypris  won  the  day  o'er 
them,  and  thus  far  hath  my  marriage  proved  of  benefit  to 
Hellas,  that  ye  are  not  subject  to  barbarian  rule,  neither 
vanquished  in  the  strife,  nor  yet  by  tyrants  crushed.     What 
Hellas  gained,  was  ruin  to  me,  a  victim  for  my  beauty  sold, 
and  now  am  I  reproached  for  that  which  should  have  set 
a  crown  upon  my  head.     But  thou  wilt  say  I  am  silent  on 
the  real  matter  at  issue,  how  it  was  I  started  forth  and  left 
thy  house  by  stealth.     With  no  mean  goddess  at  his  side 
he   came,  my  evil   genius,  call   him   Alexander  or  Paris, 
as  thou  wilt;  and    him  didst   thou,   thrice   guilty  wretch, 
leave  behind  thee  in  thy  house,  and  sail  away  from  Sparta 
to  the  land  of  Crete.    Enough  of  this  !    For  all  that  followed 
I  must   question  my  own  heart,    not  thee;    what  frantic 
thought  led   me   to  follow  the   stranger  from  thy  house, 
traitress  to  my  country  and  my  home  ?    Punish  the  goddess, 
show  thyself  more  mighty  e'en  than  Zeus,  who,  though  he 

Hecuba  had  dreamt  she  would  bear  a  son  who  would  cause  the 
ruin  of  Troy  ;  on  the  birth  of  Paris  an  oracle  confirmed  her  fears. 
'  Line  928  is  regarded  by  Nauck  as  spurious. 
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lords  it  o*er  the  other  gods,  is  yet  her  slave ;  wherefore  I 
may  well  be  pardoned.  Still,  from  hence  thou  mightest 
draw  a  specious  argument  against  me  ;  when  Paris  died, 
and  Earth  concealed  his  corpse,  I  should  have  left  his 
house  and  sought  the  Argive  fleet,  since  my  marriage  was 
no  longer  in  the  hands  of  gods.  That  was  what  I  fain  had 
done ;  yea,  and  the  warders  on  the  towers  and  watch- 
men on  the  walls  can  bear  me  witness,  for  oft  they  found 
me  seeking  to  let  myself  down  stealthily  by  cords  from  the 
battlements  ;  but  there  was  that  new  husband,  Deiphobus, 
that  carried  me  off  by  force  to  be  his  wife  against  the  will 
of  Troy.  How  then,  my  lord,  could  I  be  justly  '  put  to 
death  by  thee,  with  any  show  of  right,  seeing  that  he  wedded 
me  against  my  will,  and  those  my  other  natural  gifts  have 
served  a  bitter  slavery,  instead  of  leading  on  to  triumph? 
If 'tis  thy  will  indeed  to  master  gods,  that  very  wish  displays 

thy  folly. 

Cho.  O  my  royal    mistress,   defend  thy   children's  and 

thy  country's  cause,  bringing  to  naught  her  persuasive  argu- 
ments, for  she  pleads  well  in  spite  of  all  her  villainy ;  'tis 

monstrous  this  1 

HEc/First  will  I  take  up  the  cause  of  those  goddesses, 
and  prove  how  she  perverts  the  truth.  For  I  can  ne'er 
believe  that  Hera  or  the  maiden  Pallas  would  have  been 
guilty  of  such  folly,  as  to  sell,  the  one,  her  Argos  to  bar- 
barians, or  that  Pallas  e'er  would  make  her  Athens  subject 
to  the  Phrygians,  coming  as  they  did  in  mere  wanton  sport  to 
Ida  to  contest  the  palm  of  beauty.  For  why  should  goddess 
Hera  set  her  heart  so  much  on  such  a  prize?  Was  it  to 
win  a  nobler  lord  than  Zeus?  or  was  Athena  bent  on  finding 
•mongst  the  gods  a  husband,  she  who  in  her  dislike  of 
marriage  won  from  her  sire  the  boon  of  remaining  unwed  ? 

»  Hartung,  to  avoid  the  tautology,  reads  aV€V  <5irnc  for  av  M^.d^c- 
Herwerden,  keeping  this,  conjectures  diKatrdtlff  for  incaiotQ  m  the  next 

line. 
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j  Seek  not  to  impute  folly  to  the  goddesses,  in  the  attempt 
to  gloze  o'er  thy  own  sin  ;  never  wilt  thou  persuade  the 
wise.  Next  thou  hast  said, — what  well  may  make  men 
jeer, — that  Cypris  came  with  my  son  to  the  house  of 
Menelaus.  Could  she  not  have  stayed  quietly  in  heaven 
and  brought  thee  and  Amycla  to  boot  to  Ilium?  Nay! 
my  son  was  passing  fair,  and  when  thou  sawest  him  thy 
fancy  straight  became  thy  Cypris  ;  for  every  sensual  act  that 
men  commit,  they  lay  upon  this  goddess,  and  rightly  does 
her  name  of  Aphrodite  '  begin  the  word  for  "senselessness"; 
so  when  thou  didst  catch  sight  of  him  in  gorgeous  foreign 
garb,  ablaze  with  gold,  thy  senses  utterly  forsook  thee.  Yea, 
for  in  Argos  thou  hadst  moved  in  simple  state,  but,  once 
free  of  Sparta,  'twas  thy  fond  hope  to  deluge  by  thy  lavish 
outlay  Phrygia's  town,  that  flowed  with  gold  ;  nor  was  the 
palace  of  Menelaus  rich  enough  for  thy  luxury  to  riot  in. 
Ha  !  my  son  carried  thee  off  by  force,  so  thou  sayest ;  what 
Spartan  saw  this?  what  cry  for  help  didst  thou  ever  raise, 
though  Castor  was  still  alive,  a  vigorous  youth,  and  his 
brother  also,  not  yet  amid  the  stars?  Then  when  thou 
wert  come  to  Troy,  and  the  Argives  were  on  thy  track,  and 
the  mortal  combat  was  begun,  whenever  tidings  came  to 
thee  of  Menelaus'  prowess,  him  wouldst  thou  praise,  to  grieve 
my  son,  because  he  had  so  powerful  a  rival  in  his  love ;  but 
if  so  the  Trojans  prospered,  Menelaus  was  nothing  to  thee. 
Thy  eye  was  fixed  on  Fortune,  and  by  such  practice  wert 
thou  careful  to  follow  in  her  steps,  careless  of  virtue's  cause. 
And  then,  in  spite  of  all,  thou  dost  assert  that  thou  didst 
try  to  let  thyself  down  from  the  towers  by  stealth  with 
twisted  cords,  as  if  loth  to  stay?  Pray  then,  wert  thou  ever 
found  fastening  the  noose  about  thy  neck,  or  whetting  the 
knife,  as  a  noble  wife  would  have  done  in  regret  for  her 

'  It  is  almost  impossible  to  reproduce  the  play  on  words  in  ^Afpoi^rtf 
and  appofnnmi',  perhaps  the  nearest  approach  would  be  "sensuality  * 
and  "  senseless.  ' 
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former  husband?  And  yet  full  oft  I  advised  thee  saying, 
**  Get  thee  gone,  daughter,  and  let  my  sons  take  other 
brides  ;  I  will  help  thee  to  steal  away,  and  convey  thee  to 
the  Achaean  fleet;  oh  end  the  strife  'twixt  us  and  Hellas  !" 
But  this  was  bitter  in  thy  ears.  For  thou  wert  wantoning 
in  Alexander's  house,  fain  to  have  obeisance  done  thee  by 
barbarians.  Yes,  'twas  a  proud  time  for  thee ;  and  now 
after  all  this  thou  hast  bedizened  thyself,  and  come  forth 
and  hast  dared  to  appear  under  the  same  sky  as  thy  husband, 
revolting  wretch  I  Better  hadst  thou  come  in  tattered 
raiment,  cowering  humbly  in  terror,  with  hair  shorn  short, 
if  for  thy  past  sins  thy  feeling  were  one  of  shame  rather 
than  effrontery.  O  Menelaus,  hear  the  conclusion  of  my 
argument ;  crown  Hellas  by  slaying  her  as  she  deserves,  and 
establish  this  law  for  all  others  of  her  sex,  e'en  death  to 
every  traitress  to  her  husband. 

Cho.  Avenge  thee,  Menelaus,  on  thy  wife,  as  is  worthy  of 
thy  home  and  ancestors,  clear  thyself  from  the  reproach 
of  effeminacy  at  the  lips  of  Hellas,  and  let  thy  foes  see 
thy  spirit. 

Men.  Thy  thoughts  with  mine  do  coincide,  that  she, 
without  constraint,  left  my  palace,  and  sought  a  stranger's 
love,  and  now  Cypris  is  introduced  for  mere  bluster.  Away 
to  those  who  shall  stone  thee,  and  by  thy  speedy  death 
requite  the  weary  toils  of  the  Achaeans,  that  thou  mayst 
learn  not  to  bring  shame  on  me  ! 

Hel.  Oh,  by  thy  knees,  I  implore  thee,  impute  not  that 
heaven-sent  affliction  to  me,  nor  slay  me  ;  pardon,  I 
entreat ! 

Hec.  Be  not  false  to  thy  allies,  whose  death  this  woman 
caused ;  on  their  behalf,  and  for  my  children's  sake,  I  sue 
to  thee. 

Men.  Peace,  reverend  dame;  to  her  I  pay  no  heed.  Lol 
I  bid  my  servants  take  her  hence,  aboard  the  ship,  wherein 
she  is  to  sail. 
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Hec.  Oh  never  let  her  set  foot  within  the  same  ship  as 
thee. 

Men.  How  now?  is  she  heavier  than  of  yore? 

Hec.  Who  loveth  once,  must  love  alwav. 

Mln.  Why,  that  depends  how  those  we  love  are  minded. 
But  thy  wish  shall  be  granted ;  she  shall  not  set  foot  upon 
the  same  ship  with  me ;  for  thy  advice  is  surely  sound  ; 
and  when  she  comes  to  Argos  she  shall  die  a  shameful 
death  as  is  her  due,  and  impress  the  need  of  chastity  on  all 
her  sex  ;  no  easy  task  ;  yet  shall  her  fate  strike  their  foolish 
hearts  with  terror,  e'en  though  they  be  more  lost  to  shame  ^ 
than  she. 

[£xU  Menelaus,  dragging  Helen  ivith  him. 

Cho.  So  then  thou  hast  delivered  into  Achaea's  hand,  O 
Zeus,  thy  shrine  in  Ilium  and  thy  fragrant  altar,  the 
offerings  of  burnt  sacrifice  with  smoke  of  myrrh  to  heaven 
uprising,  and  holy  Pergamos,  and  glens  of  Ida  tangled  with 
the  ivy's  growth,  where  rills  of  melting  snow  pour  down 
their  flood,  a  holy  sun-lit  land  that  bounds  the  world  and 
takes  the  god's  first  rays  !  Gone  are  thy  sacrifices  !  gone 
the  dancer's  cheerful  shout !  gone  the  vigils  of  the  gods  as 
night  closed  in  !  Thy  images  of  carven  gold  are  now  no 
more  ;  and  Phrygia's  holy  festivals,  twelve  times  a  year,  at 
each  full  moon,  are  ended  now.  'Tis  this  that  filleth  me 
with  anxious  thought  whether  thou,  O  king,  seated  on  the 
sky,  thy  heavenly  throne,  carest  at  all  that  my  city  is  de- 
stroyed, a  prey  to  the  furious  fier\'  blast.  Ah  !  my  husband, 
fondly  loved,  thou  art  a  wandering  spectre ;  unwashed,  un- 
buried  lies  thy  corpse,  while  o'er  the  sea  the  ship  sped  by 
wings  will  carry  me  to  Argos,  land  of  steeds,  where  stand 
Cyclopian  walls  of  stone  upreared  to  heaven.  There  in  the 
gate  the  children  gather,  hanging  round  their  mothers' 
necks,  and  weep  their  piteous  lamentation,  *'  O  mother,  woe 
is  me  !  torn  from  thy  sight  Achaeans  bear  me  away  from  thee 

'  Reading  with  Nauck  axrryiovi^Z' 
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to  their  dark  ship  to  row  me  o'er  the  deep  to  sacred 
Salamis  or  to  the  hill '  on  the  Isthmus,  that  o'erlooks  two 
seas,  the  key  to  the  gates  of  Pelops.  Oh  may  the  blazing 
thunderbolt,  hurled  in  might  from  its  holy  home,  smite  the 
barque  of  Menelaus  full  amidships  as  it  is  crossing  the  .-Egean ' 
main,  since  he  is  carrying  me  away  in  bitter  sorrow  from  the 
shores  of  Ilium  to  be  a  slave  in  Hellas,  while  the  daughter 
of  Zeus  still  keeps  her  golden  mirrors,  delight  of  maidens' 
hearts.  Never  may  he  reach  his  home  in  Laconia  or  his 
father's  hearth  and  home,  nor  come  to  the  town  of  Pitane ' 
or  the  temple  of  the  goddess '  with  the  gates  of  bronze, 
having  taken  as  his  captive  her  whose  marriage  brought 
disgrace  on  Hellas  through  its  length  and  breadth  and 
woful  anguish  on  the  streams  of  Simois  !  Ah  me  !  ah  me  ! 
new  troubles  on  my  country  fall,  to  take  the  place  of  those 
that  still  are  fresh  !  Behold,  ye  hapless  wives  of  Troy,  the 
corpse  of  Astyanax  !  whom  the  Danai  have  cruelly  slain  by 
hurling  him  from  the  battlements. 

[£/iUr  Talthybius  and  attendants,  hearing  the  corpse 
^Astyanax  on  Hector's  shield. 
Tal.  Hecuba,  one  ship  alone  delays  its  plashing  oars,  and 
it  is  soon  to  sail  to  the  shores  of  Phthia  freighted  with  the 
remnant  of  the  spoils  of  Achilles'  son  ;  for  Neoptolemus  is 
already  out  at  sea,  having  heard  that  new  calamities  have 
befallen  Peleus,  for  Acastus,  son  of  Pelias,  hath  banished 
him  the  realm.  Wherefore  he  is  gone,  too  ciuick  to  indulge 
in  any  delay,  and  with  him  goes  Andromache,  who  drew 
many  a  tear  from  me  what  time  she  started  hence,  wailing  her 
country  and  crying  her  farewell  to  Hector's  tomb.    And  she 

'  i.e.  Acrocorinthus,  which  would  overlook  the  Corinthian  and 
Saronic  gulfs ;  the  Isthmus  may  fairly  be  called  the  key  to  the  Pelo- 
ponnesus. 

»  Hartung,  whose  reading  is  here  followed,  has  Alyaiov  lutaXrov 

t«po-,  r.r.X. 
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^  Athena  of  *•  the  Brazen  House,"  a  temple  on  the  acropolis. 


craved  her  master  leave  to  bury  this  poor  dead  child  of  Hec- 
tor who  breathed  his  last  when  from   the  turrets  hurled, 
entreating  too  that  he  would  not  carry  this  shield,  the  terror 
of  the  Achneans— this  shield  with  plates  of  brass  wherewith 
his  father  would  gird  himself— to  the  home  of  Peleus  or  to 
the  same  bridal  bower  whither  she,  herself  the  mother  of 
this  corpse,  would  be  led,  a  bitter  sight  to  her,  but  let  her  bury 
the  child  therein  instead  of  in  a  coffin  of  cedar  or  a  tomb  of 
stone,    and    to    thy  hands  commit    the  corpse    that   thou 
mayst  deck  it  with  robes  and  garlands  as  best  thou  canst 
with  thy  present  means  ;  for  she  is  far  away  and  her  master's 
haste  prevented  her  from  burying  the  child  herself.^So  we, 
when  thou  the  corpse  hast  decked,  will  heap  the  earth  above 
and  set '  thereon  a  spear ;  but  do  thou  with  thy  best  speed 
perform  thy  allotted  task ;  one  toil  however  have  I  already 
spared  thee,  for  I  crossed  Scamander's  stream  and  bathed 
the  corpse  and  cleansed  its  wounds.     But  now  will  I  go  to 
dig  a  grave  for  him,  that  our  united  efforts  shortening  our 
task  may  speed  our  ship  towards  home.  \_Exit  Talthybius. 
Hec.  Place  the  shield  upon  the  ground.  Hector's  shield 
so  deftly  rounded,  a  piteous  sight,  a  bitter  grief  for  me  to 
see.     O  ye  Achaeans,  more  reason  have  ye  to  boast  of  your 
prowess  than  your  wisdom  !     W'hy  have  ye  in  terror  of  this 
child  been  guilty  of  a  murder  never  matched  before  ?     Did 
ye  fear  that  some  day  he  would  rear  again  the  fallen  walls  of 
Troy?      It  seems  then  ye  were  nothing  after  all,  when, 
though  Hector's  fortunes  in  the  war  were  prosperous  and  he 
had  ten  thousand  other  arms  to  back  him,  we  still  were 
daily  overmatched ;  and  yet,  now  that  our  city  is  taken  and 
every  Phrygian  slain,  ye  fear  a  tender  babe  like  this  !     Out 
upon  his  fear !  say  I,  who  fears,  but  never  yet  hath  reasoned 
out  the  cause.     Ah  !  my  beloved,  thine  is  a  piteous  death 
indeed  !     Hadst  thou  died  for  thy  city,   when  thou  hadst 
tasted  of  the  sweets  of  manhood,  of  marriage,  and  of  god- 
Reading  apovfitr,  the  correction  of  Elmsley  and  Matthiae, 
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like   power   o'er   others,    then   wert    thou    blest,    if   aught 
herein  is  blest.      But  now  after  one  glimpse,  one  dream 
thereof  thou  knowest  them  no  more,^  my  child,  and  hast 
no  joy  of  them,  though  heir  to  all.     Ah,  poor  babe  !  how 
sadly  have  thy  own  father's  walls,  those  towers  that  Loxias 
reared,  shorn  from  thy  head  the  locks  thy  mother  fondled, 
and  so  oft  caressed,  from  which  through  fractured  bones 
the  face  of  murder  grins,— briefly  to  dismiss  my  shocking 
theme.     O  hands,  how  sweet  the  likeness  ye  retam  of  his 
father,  and  yet  ye  lie  limp  in  your  sockets  before  me  !    Dear 
mouth,  so  often  full  of  words  of  pride,  death  hath  closed 
thee,    and   thou   hast   not    kept    the    promise    thou   didst 
make,    when    nestling   in    my   robe,    "Ah,    mother    mme, 
many  a  lock  of  my  hair  will  I  cut  ofT  for  thee,  and  to  thy 
tomb  will  lead  my  troops  of  friends,  taking  a  fond  farewell 
of  thee."     liut  now  'tis  not  thy  hand  that  buries  me,  but  I, 
on  whom  is  come  old  age  with  loss  of  home  and  children, 
am  burying  thee,  a  tender  child  untimely  slain.     Ah  me! 
those  kisses  numberless,   the    nurture  that  I  gave  to  thee, 
those  sleepless^  nights- they  all  are  lost!     What  shall  the 
bard  inscribe  upon  thy  tomb  about  thee?     *'  Argives  once 
for  fear  of  him  slew  this  child  1  "     Foul  shame  should  that 
inscription  be  to  Hellas.     O  child,  though  thou  hast  no  part 
in  all  thy  father's  wealth,  yet  shalt  thou  have  his  brazen 
shield  wherein  to  find  a  tomb.     Ah  !  shield  that  didst  keep 
safe  the   comely  arm  of  Hector,  now  hast  thou  lost  thy 
valiant  keeper !     How  fair  upon  thy  handle  lies  his  imprint, 
and  on  the  rim,  that  circles  round  the  targe,  are  marks  of 
sweat,  that  trickled  oft  from  Hector's  brow  as  he  pressed  it 
'gainst  his  beard  in  battle's  stress.     Come,  bring  forth,  from 
such  store  as  we  have,  adornment  for  the  hapless  dead,  for 
fortune  gives  no  chance  now  for  offerings  fair ;  yet  of  such 
as  I  possess,  shalt  thou  receive  these  gifts.     Foolish  mortal  ] 
'  For  oi'K  olffO'  Hartung  emends  (Tvvo'nr9\ 
»  MSS.  iTvoi,  Dobree  ttcJiui,  Hartung  c.»/i7ro«. 
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he  !  who  thinks  his  luck  secure  and  so  rejoices  ;  for  fortune, 
like  a  madman  in  her  moods,  springs  towards  this  man, 
then  towards  that ;  and  none  ever  experiences  the  same 
unchanging  luck. 

Cho.  Lo  !  all  is  ready  and  they  are  bringing  at  thy 
bidding  from  the  spoils  of  Troy  garniture  to  put  upon  the 
dead. 

Hkc.  Ah  !  my  child,  'lis  not  as  victor  o'er  thy  comrades 
with  horse  or  bow, — customs  Troy  esteems,  without  pursuing 
them  to  excess, — that  Hector's  mother  decks  thee  now  with 
ornaments  from  the  store  that  once  was  thine,  though  now 
hath  Helen,  whom  the  gods  abhor,  reft  thee  of  thine  own, 
yea,  and  robbed  thee  of  thy  life  and  caused  thy  house  to 
perish  root  and  branch. 

Cho.  \\'oe  !  thrice  woe  !  my  heart  is  touched,  and  thou 
the  cause,  my  mighty  prince  in  days  now  passed  ! 

Hec.  About  thy  body  now  I  swathe  this  Phrygian  robe 
of  honour,  which  should  have  clad  thee  on  thy  marriage- 
day,  wedded  to  the  noblest  of  Asia's  daughters.  Thou  too, 
dear  shield  of  Hector,  victorious  parent  of  countless 
triumphs  past,  accept  thy  crown,  for  though  thou  share  the 
dead  child's  tomb,  death  cannot  touch  thee ;  for  thou  dost 
merit  honours  far  beyond  those  arms  '  that  the  crafty  knave 
Odysseus  won. 

Cho.  Alas!  ah  me  !  thee,  O  child,  shall  earth  take  to  her 
breast,  a  cause  for  bitter  weeping.     Mourn,  thou  mother  ! 

Hec.  Ah  me  ! 

Cho.  Wail  for  the  dead. 

Hec.  Woe  is  me  ! 

Cho.  Alas  !  for  thy  unending  sorrow  ! 

Hkc.  Thy  wounds  in  part  will  I  bind  up  with  bandages, 
a  wretched  leech  in  name  alone,  without  reality;  but  for 
the  rest,  thy  sire  must  look  to  that  amongst  the  dead. 

t.f.  the  arms  of  Achilles,  which  were  set  up  as  a  prize,  and  won  by 
Oilysseus  from  Aias. 
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Cho.  Miiite,  oh  smite  upon  thy  head  with  frequent  blow  of 
hand.     Woe  is  mc  ! 

Hec.  My  kind,  good  friends! 

Cue.  Si)eak    out,'    Hecuba,  the  word    that  was  on   thy 

lips.  - 

Hec.  It  seems  the  only  things  that  heaven  concerns  itsclt 
about  are  my  troubles  and  Troy  hateful  in  their  eyes  above  all 
other  cities.  In  vain  did  we  sacrifice  to  them.  Had  not^ 
the  god  caught  us  in  his  grip  and  plunged  us  headlong 
'neath  the  earth,  we  should  have  been  unheard  of,  nor  ever 
sung  in  Muses'  songs,  furnishing  to  bartls  of  after-days  a 
subject  for  their  minstrelsy,  (k),  bury  now  in  his  yoor  tomb 
the  dead,  wreathed  all  duly  as  befits  a  rorpse.  J  And  yet 
I  deem  it  makes  but  little  difference  to  the  deacf,  although  / 
they  get  a  gorgeous  funeral ;  for  this  is  but  a  cause  oi  idle 
pride\o  the  living.  [T/ie  corpse  is  carried  off  to  burial. 

Cho.  Alas!  for  thy  unhappy  mother,  who  o'er  '  thy  corpse 
hath  closed  the  high  hopes  of  her  life  !  Horn  of  a  noble 
stock,  counted  most  happy  in  thy  lot,  ah !  what  a  tragic  death 
is  thine  !  Ha  !  who  are  those  I  see  on  yonder  pinnacles 
darting  to  and  fro  with  flaming  torches  in  their  hands? 
Some  new  calamity  will  soon  on  Troy  alight. 

{Soldiers  are  seen  on  the  battlements  of  Troy,  torch  in 

hand. 
Tal.  Ye  captains,  whose  allotted  task  it  is  to  fire  this 
town  of  Priam,  to  you  I  speak.  No  longer  keep  the  fire- 
brand idle  in  your  hands,  but  launch  the  flame,  that  when 
we  have  destroyed  the  city  of  Ilium  we  may  set  forth  in 
gladness  on  our  homeward  voyage  from  Troy.  And  you,  ye 
sons  of  Troy,— to  let  my  orders  take  at  once  a  double  form 
—start  for  the  Achxan  ships  for  your  departure  hence,  soon 
as  ever  the  leaders  of  the  host^low  loud  and  clear  upon  the 

»  Reading  with  Musgrave  (t«^'  nfTr*,  Hermann  eapcuffaa'  hiin, 
»  Reading  «i  ^f  nn  for  the  old  €«  c  ///lov'. 
>  MSS.  tiri,  Person  iv. 


trumpet.  And  thou,  unhappy  grey-haired  dame,  follow  ;  for 
yonder  come  servants  from  Odysseus  to  fetch  thee,  for  to 
him  thou  art  assigned  by  lot  to  be  a  slave  far  from  thy 
country. 

Hec.  Ah,  woe  is  me  !  This  surely  is  the  last,  the  utmost 
iimit  this,  of  all  my  sorrows ;  forth  from  my  land  I  go ;  my 
city  is  ablaze  with  flame.  Vet,  thou  aged  foot,  make  one 
painful  struggle  to  hasten,  that  I  may  say  a  farewell  to  this 
wretched  town.  O  Troy,  that  erst  hadst  such  a  grand 
career  amongst  barbarian  towns,  soon  wilt  thou  be  reft  of 
that  splendid  name.  Lo !  they  are  burning  thee,  and 
leading  us  e'en  now  from  our  land  to  slavery.  Great  gods  ! 
Yet  why  call  on  the  gods  ?  They  did  not  hearken  e'en  afore- 
time to  our  call.  Come,  let  us  rush  into  the  flames,  for  to 
die  with  my  country  in  its  blazing  ruin  were  a  noble  death 
for  me. 

Tal.  Thy  sorrows  drive  thee  frantic,  poor  lady.  Go,  lead 
her  hence,  make  no  delay,  for  ye  must  deliver  her  into  the 
hand  of  C)dysseus,  conveying  to  hi  n  his  prize. 

Hec.  O  son  of  Cronos,  prince  of  Phrygia,  father  of  our 
race,  dost  thou  behold  our  sufferings  now,  unworthy  of  the 
stock  of  Dardanus? 

Cho.  He  sees  them,  but  our  mighty  city  is  a  city  no  more, 
and  Troy's  day  is  done. 

Hec.  Woe!  thrice  woe  upon  me  I  Ilium  is  ablaze;  the 
homes  of  Pergamos  and  its  towering  walls '  are  now  one  sheet 
of  flame. 

Cho.  As  the  smoke  soars  on  wings  to  heaven,'  so  sinks  our 
city  to  the  ground  before  the  spear.(^'ith  furious  haste  both 
fire  and  foeman's  spear  devour  each  nous^         ^ 

Hec.   Hearken,  my  children,  hear  your 'mother's  voice. 

Cho.  Thou  art  calling  on  the  dead  with  voice  of  lanKn- 
tation. 

Reading  KaraiOirai  Tt^tfiva  r  ukm  n  Tii\\m%K 
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Hec.  Yea,  as  I  stretch  my  aged  limbs  upon  the  ground, 
and  beat  ui)on  the  earth  with  both  my  hands. 

Cho.  I  follow  thee  and  kneel,  invoking  from  the  nether 
world  my  hapless  husband. 

Hec.  I  am  being  dragged  and  hurried  away  — 

Cho.  O  the  sorrow  of  that  cry  ! 

Hec.  From  my  own  dear  country,  to  dwell  beneath  a 
master's  roof.  Woe  is  me !  O  Priam,  Triam,  slain,  unburied, 
left  without  a  friend,  naught  dost  thou  know  of  my  cruel 

fate. 

Cho.  No,  for  o'er  his  eyes  black  death  hath    drawn  his 

pai],_-a  holy  man  by  sinners  slain  ! 

Hec  Woe  for  the  temples  of  the  gods  !  Woe  for  our  dear 

city ! 

Cho.  W^oe  ! 

Hec.  Murderous  flame  and  foeman's  spear  are  now  your 

lot. 

Cho.  Soon  will  ye  tumble  to  your  own  loved  soil,  and  be 

forgotten. 

Hec.  And  the  dust,  mounting  to  heaven  on  wings  like 

smoke,  will  rob  me  of  the  sight  of  my  home. 

Cho.  The  name  of  my  country  will  pass  into  obscurity ; 
all  is  scattered  far  and  wide,  and  hapless  Troy  has  ceased 

to  be. 

Hec.  Did  ye  hear  that  and  know  its  purport  ? 

Cho.  Aye,  'twas  the  crash  of  the  citadel. 

Hec.  The  shock  will  whelm  our  city  utterly.  O  woe  is 
me  !  trembling,  quaking  limbs,  support  my  footsteps  !  away ! 
to  face  the  day  that  begins  thy  slavery. 

Cho.  Woe  for  our  unhappy  town!  And  yet  to  the 
Achaean  fleet  advance. 

Hec.  Woe  for  thee,  0  land  that  nursed  my  little  babes! 

Cho,  Ah  !  woe  ! 
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XUTHUS. 

Old  Man  Servant. 
Servant  of  Crkusa. 

rVTHIAN    rRIESTESS, 

Athena. 


Scene.— Before  Apollo's  temple  at  Delphi. 
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Her.  Atlas,  who  hears  upon  his  brazen  back  '  the  pressure 
of  the  sky,  ancient  dwelling  of  the  gods,  begat  Maia  from  a 
daughter  of  one  of  those  gods,  and  she  bare  me  Hermes  to 
mighty  Zeus,  to  be  the  servant  of  the  powers  divine.  I^  ? 
I  am  come  to  this  land  of  F^elphi  where  sits  Phrjebus  on  the 
centre  of  the  world  and  giveth  oracles  to  men,  ever  chanting 
lays  prophetic  of  things  that  are  to  t>e.  Now  there  is  a  city 
in  Hellas  of  no  small  note,  called  after  Pallas,  goddess  of 
the  golden  lance  ;  there  did  Pha-bus  force  his  love  on 
Creusa,  daughter  of  Rrechtheus,  beneath  the  rock  of  Pallas, 
northward  of  Athens'  steep  realm,  called  Macrae  by  the  kings 
of  Attica.  And  she  without  her  father's  knowledge — for 
such  was  the  god's  good  pleasure,— bore  the  burden  in  her 
womb  unto  the  end,  and  when  her  time  came,  she  brought 
forth  a  child  in  the  house  and  carried  him  away  to  the  self- 
same cave  wherein  the  god  declared  his  love  to  her,  and 
she  cradled  him  in  the  hollow  of  a  rounded  ark  and  cast 
him  forth  to  die,  observant  of  the  custom  of  her  ancestors 
and  of  earth-born  Erichthonius,  whom  the  daughter  of  Zeus 
gave  into  the  charge  of  the  daughters'  of  Agraulus,  after 
setting  on  either  side,  to  keep  him  safe,  a  guard  of  serpents 
twain.     Hence  in  that  land  '  among  the  Erechthidae  'tis  a 

To  avoid  the  cretic  foot  in  vwrcM<:  ovpavw^  Nauclc  proposes  v^trmti^ 
f'p^tv  regarding  tKTfH,iotv  as  spurious  though  not  yet  emended.     In  the 
text  here  an  endeavour  has  been  made  to  translate  irrqi^y. 
'  i.e.  the  daughters  of  Cecrops,  a  mythical  king  of  Attica. 
For  Uil  Barnes  readi  Irt, 
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custom  to  protect  their  babes  with  charms  of  golden  snakes. 
But  ere  she  left  the  babe  to  die,  the  young  mother  tied 
about  him  her  own  broidered  robe.     And  this  is  the  request 
that  Phoebus  craves  of  me,  for  he  is  my  brother,  **Go,  brother, 
to  those  children  of  the  soil  that  dwell  in  glorious  Athens, 
for  well  thou  knowest  Athena's  city,  and  take  a  new-born 
babe  from  out  the  hollow  rock,  his  cradle  and  his  swaddling- 
clothes  as  well,  and  bear  him  to  my  prophetic  shrine  at 
Delphi,  and  set  him  at  the  entering-in  of  my  temple.    What 
else  remains  shall  be  my  care,  for  that  child  is  mine,  that 
thou  mayst  know  it."     So  I,  to  do  my  brother  Loxias  a  ser- 
vice, took  up  the  woven  ark  and  bore  it  off,  and  at  the 
threshold  of  the  shrine  I   have  laid  the  babe,  after  opening 
the  lid  of  the  wicker  cradle  that  the  child  might  be  seen. 
But  just  as  the  sun-god  was  starting  forth  to  run  his  course,  a 
priestess  chanced  to  enter  the  god's  shrine  ;  and  when  her 
eyes  lit  upon  the  tender  babe  she  thought  it  strange  that 
any  Delphian  maid  should  dare  to  cast  her  child  of  shame 
down  at  the  temple  of  the  god  ;  wherefore  her  purpose  was 
to  remove  him  beyond  the  altar,  but  from  pity  she  renounce^ 
her  cruel  thought,  and  the  god  to  help  his  child  did  second 
her  pity  to  save  the  babe  from  being  cast  out.     So  she  took 
and  brought  him  up,  but  she  knew  not  that  Phcebus  was  his 
sire  nor  of  the  mother  that  bare  him,  nor  yet  did  the  child 
know  his  parents.     While  yet  he  was  a  child,  around  the  altar 
that  fed  him  he  would  ramble  at  his  play,  but  when  he  came 
to  man's  esUte,  the  Delphians  made  him  treasurer  of  tht 
god  and  steward  of  all  his  store,  and  found  him  true,  and  so 
until  the  present  day  he  leads  a  holy  life  in  the  god's  temple. 
Meantime   Creusa,    mother   of  this   youth,    is   wedded   to 
Xuthus  ;  and  thus  it  came  to  pass  :  a  war  broke  out  'twixt 
Athens  and  the  folk  of  Chalcodon  '  who  dwell  in  the  land  of 
Euboea  ;  and  Xuthus  took  part  therein  and  helped  to  end  it, 
for  which  he  received  the  hand  of  Creusa  as  his  guerdon, 
^  The  Euboeans  are  so  calleil  from  Chalcodon,  a  king  of  Eubaa. 
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albeit  he  was  no  native,  but  an  Achaean,  sprung  from  ^olus, 
the  son  of  Zeus ;  and  after  many  years  of  wedded  life  he  and 
Creusa  still  are  childless ;  wherefore  they  are  come  to  this 
oracle  of  Apollo  in  their  desire  for  offspring.  To  this  end 
is  Loxias  guiding  their  destiny  nor  hath  it  escaped  his  ken, 
as  some  suppose.  For  when  Xuthus  enters  this  shrine,  the 
god  will  give  him  his  own  son  and  declare  that  Xuthus  is 
the  sire,  that  so  the  boy  may  come  to  his  mother's  home 
and  be  acknowledged  by  Creusa,  while  the  marriage  of 
Loxias  remains  a  secret  and  the  child  obtains  his  rights; 
and  he  shall  cause  him  to  be  called  Ion,  founder  of  a  realm 
in  Asia,  through  all  the  breadth  of  Hellas.  But  now  will  I  get 
me  to  yon  grotto  'neath  the  laurel's  shade  that  I  may  learn 
what  is  decreed  about  the  child.  For  I  see  the  son  of 
Loxias  now  coming  forth  to  cleanse  the  gateway  in  front  of 
the  temple  with  boughs  of  laurel.  I  greet  him  first  of  all 
the  gods  by  his  name  Ion  which  he  soon  shall  bear. 

Ion.  Lo  !  the  sun-god  is  e'en  now  turning  towards  the 
earth  his  chariot<ar  resplendent ;  before '  yon  fire  the  stars 
retire  to  night's  mysterious  gloom  from  forth  the  firma- 
ment ;  the  peaks  of  Parnassus,  where  no  man  may  set  foot, 
are  all  ablaze  and  hail  the  car  of  day  for  mortal's  service. 
To  Phoebus'  roof  mounts  up  the  smoke  of  myrrh,  offering  of 
the  desert ;  there  on  the  holy  tripod  sits  the  Delphian 
l>riestess,  chanting  to  the  ears  of  Hellas  in  numbers  loud, 
whatever  Apollo  doth  proclaim.  Ye  Delphians,  votaries  of 
Phoebus,  away  !  to  Castalia's  gushing  fount  as  silver  clear,  and, 
when  ye  have  bathed  you  in  its  waters  pure,  enter  the  shrine ; 
and  keep  your  lips  in  holy  silence  that  it  may  be  well, 
careful  to  utter  words  of  good  omen  amongst  yourselves 
to  those  who  wish  to  consult  the  oracle;  while  I  with 
laurel-sprays  and  sacred  wreaths  and  drops  of  water  sprinkled 
o'er  the  floor  will  purify  the  entrance  to  the  shrine  of 
Phcebus,  my  task  each  day  from  childhood's  hour;  and 
'  Reading  with  Badham  qqt^m  vi  ^tv-^ti  nvp  roi'  d^'  aiQkpoq, 
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with  my  bow  will  I  put  to  flight  the  flocks  of  feathered  fowls 
that  harm  his  sacred  ofi-erings  ;  for  here  in  Phcebus'  shnne, 
which  nurtured  me,  I  minister,  an  orphan,   fatherless  and 

motherless. 

Come,  thou  tender  laurel-shoot,  gathered  from  gardens 
divine  to  wait  upon  the  glorious  god,  thou  that  sweepest 
clean    the   altar  of   Phuebus    hard    by    his    shrine,    where 
holy  founts,  that  ever  gush  with  ceaseless  '  flow,  bedew  the 
myrtle's  hallowed  spray  wherewith  I  cleanse  the  temi)le- 
floor  the  livelong  day,  so  soon  as  the  swift  sun-god  wmgs  his 
flight  on  high,  in  my  daily  ministration.     Hail  Prean,  prmce 
of  healing  !  blest,  ah  !  doubly  blest  be  thou,  child  of  Latona  ! 
lair  the  service  that  I  render  to  thee,  Phcjebus,  before  thy 
house,  honouring  thy  seat  of  prophecy ,  a  glorious  task  I 
count  it,  to  serve  not  mortal  man    but   deathless   gods; 
wherefore    I   never   weary    of    performing    holy    services. 
Phcebus  is  to  me  as  the  father  that  begot  me,  for  as  such  I 
praise   the   god   that  gives  me  food.     Tis  Phcebus,  who 
dwelleth  in  the  temple,  whom  I  call  by  that  helpful  name  of 
father.     Hail  Pcean,  healing  god,  good  luck  to  thee  and 
blessing,   child   of   Latona!     My   task   is  nearly   done   of 
sweeping  with  the  laurel  broom,  so  now  from  a  golden  ewer 
will  I  sprinkle  o'er  the  ground  water  from  Castalia's  gushing 
spring,  scattering  the  liquid  dew  with  hands  from  all  defile- 
ment  free.    Oh  may  I  never  cease  thus  to  serve  Phoibus,  or, 
if  I  do,  may  fortune  smile  upon  me  ! 

Ha!  they  come,  the  feathered  tribes,  leaving  their  nests  on 
Parnassus.  I  forbid  ye  to  settle  on  the  coping  or  enter  the 
gilded  dome.  Thou  herald  of  Zeus,  that  maslerest  the  might 
of  other  birds  with  those  talons  of  thine,  once  more  shall  my 

arrow  o'ertake  thee. 

Lo !  another  comes  sailing  towards  the  altar,  a  swan  this 

'  rdv  mvaov-ihere  is  something  wanting  to  the  metre,  and  the  text  is 
probably  corrupt.  Various  suggestions  for  an  emendation  have  been 
offered,  e.^.y  y«c  riiv  by  Hermann,  'pvTuv  by  FnUsch,  etc. 
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time ;  take  thy  bright  plumes  elsewhere ;  the  lyre  that  Phoebus 
tuneth  to  thy  song  shall  never  save  thee  from  the  bow ;  so 
fly  away,  and  settle  at  the  Delian  mere,  for  ^  if  thou  wilt  not 
hearken,  thy  blood  shall   choke  the  utterance  of  thy  fair 

melody. 

Ha  !  what  new  bird  comes  now  ?  Does  it  mean  to  lodge 
a  nest  of  dry  straw  for  its  brood  beneath  the  gables  ?  Soon 
shall  my  twanging  bow  drive  thee  away.  Dost  not  hear 
me  ?  Away  and  rear  thy  young  amid  the  streams  of  swirling 
Alphcus,  or  get  thee  to  the  woody  Isthmian  glen,  that 
Ph(ebus'  offerings  and  his  shrine  may  take  no  hurt.  I  am 
loth  to  slay  ye,  ye  messengers  to  mortal  man  of  messages 
from  heaven  ;  still  must  I  serve  Phcebus,  to  whose  tasks  I 
am  devoted,  nor  will  I  cease  to  minister  to  those  that  give 

me  food. 

1ST  Cho.'  It  is  not  in  holy  Athens  only  that  there  are 
courts  of  the  gods  with  fine  colonnades,  and  the  worship  of 
Apollo,  guardian  of  highways;  but  here,  too,  at  the  shrine  of 
Loxias,  son  of  Latona,  shines  the  lovely  eye  of  day  on  faces 

twain.^ 

2ND  Cho.  Just  look  at  this  !  here  is  the  son*  of  Zeus 
killing  with  his  scimitar  of  gold  the  watersnake  of  Lerna. 
Do  look  at  him,  my  friend  ! 

*  1ST  Cho.  Yes,  I  see.  And  close  to  him  stands  another 
with  a  blazing  torch  uplifted  ;  who  is  he?  Can  this  be  the 
warrior  lolaus  whose  story  is  told  on  my  broidery,  who 
shares  with  the  son  of  Zeus  his  labours  and  helps  him  in 
the  moil  ? 

'   Kirchhoff's  ingenious  suggestion  is  aifidKut  d  tl  nn  naratiQ,  r.r.X. 

'  Hermann's  arrangement  is  followed,  as  in  Paley's  text,  in  the  dis- 
tribution of  lines  amongst  the  several  members  of  the  chorus. 

^  It  is  doubtful  what  is  here  intended,  statues  or  pictures.  Paley 
suggests  that  the  sun  and  moon,  symbols  of  Apollc  and  Latona,  are 
indicated  ;  or  possibly  a  temple  with  two  fronts  covered  with  frescoes 
is  to  be  understood. 

*  Heracles. 
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3RD  Cho.  Oh  !  but  look  at  this  !  a  man  '  mounted  on  a 
winged  horse,  killing  a  fire-breathing  monster  with  three 
bodies.  ^^ 

1ST  Cho.  I  am  turning  my  eyes  in  every  direction.  Be- 
hold the  rout  of  the  giants  carved  on  these  walls  of  stone. 

4TH  Cho.  Yes,  yes,  good  friends,  I  am  looking. 

5TH  Cho.  Dost  see  her  standing  over  Enccladus  brandish- 
ing her  shield  with  the  Gorgon's  head  ? 

6th  Cho.  I  see  Pallas,  my  own  goddess. 

7TH  Cho.  Again,  dost  see  the  massy  thunderbolt  all  aflame 
in  the  far-darting  hands  of  Zeus.^ 

8th  Cho.  I  do;  'tis  blasting  with  its  flame  Mimas,  that 
deadly  foe. 

9TH  Cho.  Bromius  too,  the  god  of  revelry,  is  slaying 
another  of  the  sons  of  Earth  with  his  thyrsus  of  ivy,  never 
meant  for  battle. 

1ST  Cho.  Thou  that  art  stationed  by  this  fane,  to  thee  I 
do  address  me,  may  we  pass  the  threshold  of  these  vaults, 
with  our  fair  white  feet  ? - 

Ion.  Nay,  ye  must  not,  stranger  ladies. 

loTH  Cho.  May  I  ask  thee  about  something  I  have  heard? 

Ion.  What  wouldst  thou  ask? 

iiTH  Cho.  Is  it  really  true  that  the  temple  of  Phoebus 
stands  upon  the  centre  of  the  world? 

Ion.  Aye,  there  it  stands  with  garlands  decked  and 
gorgeous  all  around. 

I2TH  Cho.  E'en  so  the  legend  saith. 

Ion.  If  ye  have  offered  a  sacriticial  cake  before  the  shrine 
and  have  aught  ye  wish  to  ask  Phoebus,  approach  the  altar ; 
but  enter  not  the  inmost  sanctuary,  save  ye  have  sacrificed 
sheep. 

*  Bellerophon  and  the  Chimxra. 

*  After  TTo^t  ^ixnething  is  wanting  ;  Dindorf  supplies  i3a\ov  (  =  thres- 
hold) which  ^ad  also  occurred  to  Hermann,  and  is  adopted  in  Nauck's 
text. 
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13TH  Cho.  I  understand  ;  but  we  have  no  mind  to  tres- 
pa3S  against  the  god's  law  ;  the  pictures  here  without  will 

amuse  us. 

Ion.   Feast  your  eyes  on  all  ye  may. 

14TH  Cho.  My  mistress  gave  me  leave  to  see  these  vaulted 
<  hambers. 

Ion.  Whose  handmaids  do  ye  avow  yourselves  ? 

15TH  Cho.  The  temple,  where  Pallas  dwells,  is  the 
nursing-home  of  my  lords.  But  lo  !  here  is  she  of  whom 
thou  askest. 

Ion.  Lady,  whosoe'er  thou  art,  I  see  thou  art  of  noble 
birth,  and  thy  bearing  proves  thy  gentle  breeding.  For  from 
his  bearing  one  may  mostly  judge  whether  a  man  is  nobly 
!)orn.  Yet  am  I  much  amazed  to  see  thee  close  thine  eyes 
in  grief  and  with  tears  bedew  thy  noble  face,  when  thou 
standest  face  to  face  with  the  holy  oracle  of  Loxias.  Why, 
lady,  art  thou  thus  disquieted?  Here,  where  all  others 
show  their  joy  at  sight  of  Phoebus'  sanctuary,  thine  eye  is 

wet  with  tears. 

Cre.  Most  courteously,  sir  stranger,  dost  thou  express  sur- 
prise at  these  my  tears  ;  the  sight  of  this  temple  of  Apollo 
recalled  to  me  a  memory  of  long  ago,  and  somehow  my 
thoughts  went  wandering  home,'  though  I  am  here  myself. 
Ah,  hapless  race  of  women  :  ah,  ye  reckless  gods !  What 
shall  I  say?  to  what  standard  shall  we  refer  justice  if  through 
the  injustice  of  our  lords  and  masters  we  are  brought  to 
ruin? 

Ion.  WTiy,  lady,  art  thou  thus  cast  down,  past  all  finding 
out  ? ' 

Cre.  Tis  naught;  I  have  shot  my  bolt;  for  what  remains, 
I  say  no  more,  nor  seek  thou  further  to  inquire. 

Ion.  Who  art  thou  and  whence  ?  who  is  the  father  that 
begat  thee  ?  by  what  name  are  we  to  call  thee  ? 

*  MSS.  oucoi,  Nauck  ixtl. 

'  MSS.  aVcptuvijra,  Nauck  aiepfinvivrau 
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Cre.  Creusa  is  my  name,  the  daughter  of  Erechtheus  I ; 
my  native  land  is  Athens. 

Ion.  a  glorious  city  thine,  lady,  a  noble  line  of  ancestry ! 
with  what  reverence  I  behold  thee  ! 

Cre.  Thus  far,  no  further  goes  my  luck,  good  sir. 

Ion.  Pray,  is  the  current  legend  true 

Cre.  What  is  thy  question  ?  I  fain  would  learn. 

Ion.  Was  thy  father's  grandsire  really  sprung  from  Earth? 

Cre.  Yes,  Erichthonius  was;  but  my  high  birth  avails 

me  not. 

Ion.  Is  it  true  Athena  reared  him  from  the  ground  ? 
Cre.  Aye,    and   into   maidens'   hands,   though   not  his 

mother's — 

Ion.  Consigned  him,  did  she?  as  'tis  wont  to  be  set  forth 

in  painting. 

Cre.  Yes,  to  the  daughters  of  Cecrops,  to  keep  him  safe 

unseen. 

Ion.  I  have  heard  the  maidens  opened  the  ark  wherein 

the  goddess  laid  him. 

Cre.  And  so  they  died,  dabbling  with  their  blood  the 

rocky  cliff. 

Ion.  Even  so.     But  what  of  this  next  story  ?     Is  it  true 

or  groundless  ? 

Cre.  What  is  thy  question?     Ask  on,  I  have  no  calls 

upon  my  leisure. 

Ion.  Did  thy  sire  Erechtheus  offer  thy  sisters  as  a  sacri- 
fice ? 

Cre.  For  his  country's  sake  he  did  endure  to  slay  the 

maids  as  victims. 

Ion.  And    how   didst    thou,    alone   of    all  thy    sisters, 

escape? 

Cre.  I  was  still  a  tender  babe  in  my  mother's  arms. 
Ion.  Did  the  earth  really  open  its  mouth  and  swallow 

thy  father  ? 

Cre.  The  sea-god  smote  and  slew  him  with  his  trident. 
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Ion.  Is  there  a  spot  there  called  Macrse  ? 
Cre.  Why  ask  that  ?  what  memories  thou  recallest ! 
I^IoN.  Doth  the  Pythian  god  with  his  flashing  fire  do  honour 
to  the  place  ? 

Cre.  Honour,'   yes !     Honour,  indeed  !    would    I    had 
never  seen  the  spot  ! 

Ion.  How  now?    dost  thou  abhor  that  which  the  god 
holds  dear  ? 

Cre.  No,  no  \  but  I  and  that  cave  are  witnesses  of  a  deed 
of  shame. 

Ion.  Lady,   who  is   the   Athenian   lord  that  calls  thee 
wife  ? 

Cre.  No  citizen  of  Athens,  but  a  stranger  from  another 
land. 

Ion.  Who   is   he?    he   must   have   been   one   of  noble 
birth. 

Cre.  Xuthus,  son  of  .-Eolus,  sprung  from  Zeus. 

Ion.  And   how  did  he,  a   stranger,  win  thee  a  native 
born  ? 

Cre.  Hard  by   Athens   lies   a   neighbouring    township, 
Euboea. 

Ion.  With  a  bounding  line  of  waters  in  between,  so  I  have 
heard. 

Cre.  This  did  he   sack,  making   common  cause  with 
Cecrops'  sons. 

Ion.  Coming  as  an  ally,  maybe;  he  won  thy  hand  for 
this? 

Cre.  Yes,  this  was  his  dower  of  battle,  the  prize  of  his 
prowess. 

Ion.  Art   thou   come  to   the  oracle  alone,  or  with  thy 
lord  ?  ^ 

Cre.  With  him.     But  he  is  now  visiting  the  cavern  of 
Trophonius. 

^  Reading  rui^,    n  n^^ ;   but  Bothe's  r./i^'  y  'ann''  <^c  which  is 
adopted  in  Nauck's  text,  is  a  tempting  emendation. 

T 


11 


274 


EUkll'lDES. 


[L.  3'^' -342 


ION. 


275 


Ion.  As  a  spectator  merely,  or  to  consult  the  oracle  ? 
Cre.  Tis  his  wish  to  hear  the  self-same  answer  from  Tro- 
phonius  and  Phaibus  too. 

Ion.  Is  it  to  seek  earth's  produce  or  fruit  of  offspring  that 

ye  come  ? 

Cre.  We   are    childless,    though    wedded    these    many 

years. 

Ion.  Hast  thou  never  been  a  mother  ?  art  thou  wholly 

childless  ? 

Cre.  Phcebus  knows  whether  I  am  childless. 

Ion.  Unhappy  wife  !   how  this  doth  mar  thy  fortune  else 

so  happy  ! 

Cre.   But  who  art  thou?  how  blest  I  count  thy  mother ! 
Ion.   Lady,   I  am  called  the  servant  of  Apollo,  and  so 

I  am. 

Cre.  An    offering  of  thy  city,  or  sold  to  him  by  some 

master  ? 

Ion.  Naught  know  I  but  this,  that  I  am  called  the  slave 

of  Loxias. 

Cre.  Then  do  l  in  my  turn  pity  thee,  sir  stranger. 

Ion.  Because  I  know  not  her  that  bare  me,  or  him  that 

begat  me. 

Cre.  Is  thy  home  here  in  the   temple,  or  hast  thou  a 

house  to  dwell  in  ? 

Ion.  The  god's  whole  temple  is  my  house,  wherever  sleep 

o'erlakes  me. 

Cre.  Was  it  as  a  child  or  young  man  that  thou  camest  to 

the  temple  ? 

Ion.  Those  who  seem  to  know  the  truth,  say  I  was  but  a 

babe. 

Cre.  What  Delphian  maid,  then,  weaned  thee  ? 

Ion.  I   never    knew    a   mother's    breast.     But  she  who 

brought  me  up — 

Cre.  Who  was  she,  unhappy  youth  ?    I  see  thy  suffermgs 

in  my  own. 


Ion.  The  priestess  of  Phoebus;  I  look  on  her  as  my 
mother. 

Cre.  Until  thou  camest  unto  man's  estate,  what  nurture 
hadst  thou  ? 

Ion.  The  altar  fed  me,  and  the  bounty  of  each  casual 
guest. 

Cre.  Woe  is  thy  mother,  then,  whoe'er  she  was  ! 
Ion.  Maybe  my  birth  was  some  poor  woman's  wrong. 
Cre.   Hast    thou    any    store,    for    thy    dress    is    costly 
enough  ? 

yc  Ion.  The  god  I  serve  gives  me  these  robes  to  wear. 
Cre.  Wert  thou  never  eager  to  inquire  into  thy  birth  ? 
Ion.  Ah  !  yes,  lady !  but  I  have  no  clue  at  all  to  guide  me. 
Cre.  Alas  !  I  know  another  woman  who  hath  suffered  as 
ihy  mother  did. 

Ion.  Who  is  she?  If  she  would  but  help  me  in  the  task, 
how  hai)py  should  I  be  ! 

Cre.  'lis  she  on  whose  account  I  have  preceded  my 
husband  hither. 

Ion.  What  are  thy  wishes?  be  sure  I  will  serve  thee,  lady. 

Cre.  I  would  fain  obtain  a  secret  answer  from  Apollo's 
oracle. 

Ion.  Name  it,  then  ;  the  rest  will  I  undertake  for  thee. 

Cre.  Hear,  then,  this  story.     Yet  am  I  ashamed. 

Ion.  Thus  wilt  thou  accomplish  naught,  for  shame  is  a 
goddess  slow  to  act. 

Cre.  a  friend  of  mine  asserts  that  Phoebus  lay  with  her. 

Ion.  Phoebus  with  a  mortal  woman?     Stranger  lady,  say\ 
not  so. 

Cre.  Yea,  and  she  bare  the  god  a  child  without  her 
f  ither's  knowledge. 

Ion.  It  cannot  be;  some  man  did  wrong  her,  and  she  i^ 
ashamed  of  it.  ( 

Cre.  This  she  denies  herself;  and  she  hath  surered 
further  woe. 
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Ion.  How  so,  if  she  was  wedded  to  a  god  ? 

Cre.  The  babe  she  bare  she  did  expose. 

Ion.  Where  is  the  child  who  was  thus  cast  forth  ?  is  he 

yetaUve? 

Cri:.  No  man  knoweth.     That  is  the  very  thing  I  would 

ask  the  oracle. 

Ion.  But  if  he  be  no  more,  how  did  he  perish  ? 

Cre.  She   supposes   that   beasts   devoured   the  hapless 

babe. 

Ion.  What  proof  led  her  to  form  this  opinion  ? 

Cre.  She  came  to  the  place  where  she  exposed  him,  but 
found  him  no  longer  there. 

Ion.  Were  any  drops  of  blood  upon  the  path  ? 

Cre.  None,  she  says ;  and  yet  she  ranged  the  ground  to 

and  fro. 

Ion.  How  long  is  it  since  the  babe  was  destroyed? 

Cre.  Thy  age  and  his  would  measure  out  the  self-same 
span,  were  he  alive. 

Ion.  Hath  she  given  birth  to  no  other  child  since  then  ? 

Cre.  The  god  doth  wrong  her,  and  wretched  is  she  in 
having  no  child. 

Ion.  But  what  if  Phoebus  privily  removed  her  child,  and 

is  rearing  it  ? 

Crk.  Then  is  he  acting  unfairly  '  in  keeping  to  himself 
alone  a  joy  he  ought  to  share. 

Ion.  Ah  me  !  this  misfortune  sounds  so  like  my  own. 

Cre.  Thee  too,  fair  sir,  thy  poor  mother  misses,  I  am 

sure. 

Ion.  Oh  !  call  me  not  back  to  piteous  thoughts  I  had  for- 
gotten. 

Cre.  I  am  dumb ;  proceed  with  that  which  touches  my 

inquiry. 

Ion.  Dost  know  the  one  weak  point  in  this  thy  story  ? 

^  Paley's  explanation  is,  "  though  he  tcjui^cs  in  doing  justice  publicly, 
(viz.  by  his  oracles,)  he  does  not  in  his  private  actions." 
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Cre.  Tis  all  weak  in  that  poor  lady's  case. 

Ion.  How  should  the  god  declare  that  which  he  wishes 
hidden? 

Cre.  He  must,  if  here  upon  the  tripod  he  sits  for  all 
Hellas  to  seek  to.^ 

Ion.  He  is  ashamed  of  the  deed  ;  do  not  question  him. 

Cre.  Aye,  but  his  victim  has  her  sorrows  too. 

Ion.  There  is  none  who  will  act  as  thy  medium  in  this. 
For  were  Phoebus  in  his  own  temple  proved  a  villain,  he 
would  justly  wreak  his  vengeance  on  the  man  who  ex- 
])Ounded  to  thee  his  oracles ;  desist  then,  lady ;  we  must 
not  prophesy  against  the  god's  will,  for  it  would  be  the 
height '  of  folly  in  us,  were  we  to  try  and  make  the  gods 
against  their  will  declare  reluctant  truths  either  by  sacrifice 
of  sheep  at  their  altars,  or  by  omens  from  birds.  For  those 
answers  we  strive  to  extort  from  heaven,  lady,  are  goods 
that  bring  no  blessing  on  our  getting ;  but  what  they  freely 
offer,  thereby  we  profit. 

Cho.  Many  are  the  chances  that  befall  the  many  tribes 
of  men,  and  diverse  are  their  forms.  But  scarce  one  happy 
scene  canst  thou  find  in  all  the  life  of  man. 

Cre.  Ah  !  Phoebus,  here  as  there,  art  thou  unjust  to  that 
absent  sufferer,  whose  cause  I  now  am  pleading.  Thou 
didst  not  preserve  thy  child,  as  in  duty  bound,  nor  wilt 
thou,  for  all  thy  prophetic  skill,  answer  his  mother's  ques- 
tioning, that,  if  he  be  no  more,  a  mound  may  be  raised  o'er 
him,  or,  if  he  live,  he  may  some  day  be  restored  to  his 
mother's  eyes.  In  vain^  is  this  the  home  of  oracles  if  the 
god  prevents  me  from  learning  what  I  wish  to  ask.  But 
lo  !  I  see  my  noble  lord,  Xuthus,  nigh  at  hand,  returning 

'  Reading  with  Badham  tuj  rolax^rov  yap. 

*  Following  Nauck's  reading  aXXwc;  Uri  xpy.  Paley  suggests  that  the 
old  reading  i^v  was  a  copyist's  abbreviation  for  ti,(p€vvav,  giving  as  the 
sense,  "  if  the  god  will  not  vouchsafe  any  information,  I  must  make 
inquiries  for  myself." 
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from  the  lair  of  Trophonius  ;  say  nothing,  sir,  to  my  husband 
of  what  I  have  told  thee,  lest  I  inc  ur  reproach  for  troubling 
about  secrets,  and  the  matter  take  a  different  turn  to  that 
which  I  sought  to  give  it.  For  women  stand  towards  men 
in  a  difficult  position,  and  the  virtuous  from  being  mingled 
with  the  wicked  amongst  us  are  hated;  such  is  our  unhappy 
destiny. 

XuT.  First  to  the  god  all  hail  !  for  he  must  receive  the 
first-fruits  of  my  salutation,  and  next  all  hail  to  thee,  my 
wife  !     Has  my  delay  in  arriving  caused  thee  alarm  ? 

Cre.  By  no  means  ;  but  thou  '  art  come  at  an  anxious 
time.  Tell  me  what  response  thou  bringest  from  Tropho- 
nius, touching  our  future  hopes  of  mutual  offs[>ring. 

XuT.  He  deigned  not  to  forestal  the  prophecies  of 
Phcebus.  This  only  did  he  say,  tliat  neither  thou  nor  I 
should  return  unto  our  house  childless  fi    .«  the  shrine. 

Cre.  Majestic  mother  of  Phcebus,  to  our  journey  grant 
success,  and  may  our  previous  dealings  with  thy  son  now 
find  a  better  issue  ! 

XuT.  It  will  be  so ;  but  who  acts  as  the  god's  spokesman 
here? 

Ion.  I  serve  outside  the  shrine,  others  within,  who  stand 
near  the  tripod,  even  the  noblest  of  the  Delphians  chosen  by 
lot,  sir  stranger. 

XuT.  Tis  well ;  I  have  attained  the  utmost  of  my  wishes. 
I  will  go  within  ;  for  I  am  told  that  a  victim  has  been  slain 
in  public  before  the  temple  for  strangers,  and  to-day, — for  it 
is  a  lucky  day, — I  would  fain  receive  the  god's  oracle.  Do 
thou,  my  wife,  take  branches  of  laurel,  and  seated  at  the 
altars  pray  to  the  gods  that  I  may  carry  home  from  Apollo's 
shrine  an  answer  that  bodeth  well  for  offspring. 

Cre.  All  this  shall  be.  Now,  at  any  rate,  if  Loxias  would 
retrieve  his  former  sins,  e'en  though  he  cannot  be  my  friend 

^  Badham  reads  a^tyfiriv. 
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entirely,  yet  will  I  accept  whate'er  he  deigns  to  give,  because 
he  is  a  god.  \Exeuni  Xuthus  and  Creusa. 

Ion.  Why  doth  this  stranger  lady  hint  dark  reproaches 
against  the  god  unceasingly,  either  out  of  affection  for  her 
r)n  whose  behalf  she  seeks  the  oracle,  or  maybe  because  she 
is  hiding  something  needing  secrecy?  Yet  what  have  I  to 
do  with  the  daughter  of  Erectheus?  She  is  naught  to  me. 
No,  I  will  go  to  the  laver,  and  from  golden  ewers  sprinkle 
the  holy  water.  Yet  must  I  warn  Phcebus  of  what  is  hap- 
|>ening  to  him  ;  he  ravishes  a  maid  and  proves  unfaithful  to 
her,  and  after  secretly  begetting  a  son  leaves  him  to  die.  O  ! 
Phcebus,  do  not  so,  but  as  thou  art  supreme,  follow  in 
virtue's  track  ;  for  whoscxrver  of  mortal  men  transgresses, 
him  the  gods  punish.  How,  then,  can  it  be  just  that  you 
should  enact  your  laws  for  men,  and  yourselves  incur  the 
charge  of  break;  ',  them  ?  Now  I  will  put  this  case,  though 
it  will  never  happen.  Wert  thou,  wert  Poseidon,  and  Zeus, 
the  lord  of  heaven,  to  make  atonement  to  mankind  for  every 
act  of  lawless  love,  ye  would  empty  your  temples  in  paying 
the  fines  for  your  misdeeds.  For  when  ye  pursue  pleasure 
in  preference  to  the  claims  '  of  prudence,  ye  act  unjustly ;  no 
longer  is  it  fair  to  call  men  wicked,  if  we  are  imitating  the 
evil  deeds  of  gods,  but  rather  those  who  give  us  such 
examples.  \^Exit  Ion. 

Cho.  On  thee  I  call,  Athena  mine,  at  whose  birth-throes 
no  kindly  goddess  lent  her  aid,  delivered  as  thou  wert  by 
Titan  Prometheus  from  the  forehead  of  Zeus.  Come,  O  lady 
Victory,  come  to  the  Pythian  shrine,  winging  thy  way  from 
the  gilded  chambers  of  Olympus  to  the  city's  streets,  where 
Phoebus  at  his  altar  on  the  centre  of  the  world  brings  his 
oracles  to  pass  beside  the  dance-encircled  tripod;  come, 
too,  thou  daughter  of  Latona,  together  come,  ye  virgin  god- 
desses,  fair  sisters  of  Phcebus  I  And  be  this  your  prayer,  fair 
maidens,  that  the  ancient  house  of  Erechtheus  may  obtain 

'  Conington  proposes  T»pa  for  the  MSS.  irapo^. 
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by  clear  oracles  the  blessing  of  children,  though  late  it  come. 
For  this  brings  to  man  a  settled  source  of  all-surpassing  bliss, 
even  to  such  as  see  in  their  ancestral  halls  a  splendid  race  of 
strong  young  parents  blest  with  offspring/  to  inherit  from  their 
sires  their  wealth  in  due  succession  after  other  children  ;  yea, 
for  they  are  a  defence  in  time  of  trouble,  and  add  a  charm 
to  weal,  affording  to  their  fatherland  a  saving  help  in  battle. 
Give  me  before  the  pomp  of  wealth  or  royal  marriages  the 
careful  nurture  of  noble  children.  The  childless  life  I  do 
abhor,  and  him  who  thinks  it  good  I  blame ;  to  a  happy  life 
amongst  my  children,  blest  with  moderate  wealth,  may  I  hold 

fast. 

Ye  haunts  of  Pan,  and  rocks  hard  by  the  grots  of 
Macrse,  where  Agraulos'  daughters  three  trip  it  lightly  o'er 
the  green  grass-lawns  before  the  shrine  of  Pallas,  to  the 
music  of  the  pii)er's  varied  note,  what  time  thou.  Pan,  art 
piping  in  those  caves  of  thine,  where  a  maiden  once  that 
had  a  child  by  Phoebus,  unhappy  mother  !  exposed  her  babe, 
forced  issue  of  her  woful  wooing,  for  birds  to  tear  and 
beasts  to  rend,  a  bloody  banquet !  Never  have  I  seen  it 
told  in  woven  tale  or  legend  that  children  born  to  gods  by 
daughters  of  earth  have  any  share  in  bliss. 

Ion.  Attendant  maids,  that  watch  and  wait  your  mistress 
here  at  the  steps  of  the  temple  fragrant  with  incense,  say, 
hath  Xuthus  already  left  the  holy  tripod  and  the  sanc- 
tuary, or  doth  he  still  abide  within  to  ask  yet  further  of  his 
childlessness  ? 

Cho.  He  is  still  in  the  temple,  sir,  nor  hath  he  passed 
this  threshold  yet.  But  hark !  I  hear  a  footstep  at  the  outlet 
of  the  door,  and  lo  !  thou  mayst  see  my  master  this  moment 
coming  out. 

XuT.  All  hail !  my  son ;  that  word  suits  well  as  my  first 

greeting  to  thee. 

•  Musgrave  reads  xovporpoipoi.  The  meaning  apparently  is,  houses 
where  two  or  three  generations  are  represented. 
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Ion.  Tis  well  with  me  ;  do  but  restrain  thyself,  and  then 
both  of  us  will  be  happy. 

XuT.  Give  me  thy  hand  to  grasp,  thy  body  to  embrace. 

Ion.  Art  thou  in  thy  senses,  sir,  or  hath  some  spiteful  god 
reft  thee  of  them  ? 

XuT.  I  am  in  my  senses,  for  I  have  found  what  I  hold 
most  dear,  and  am  eager  to  show  my  love. 

Ion.  Cease  !  touch  me  not,  nor  tear  these  garlands  of  the 
god! 

XuT.  I  will  embrace  thee,  for  I  am  not  seizing  what  is  not 
my  own,  but  only  finding  my  own  that  I  love  full  well. 

Ion.  Hands  off !  or  thou  shalt  feel  an  arrow  pierce  thy 
ribs. 

XuT.  Why  dost  thou  shun  me,  now  that  thou  findest  in 
me  thy  neatest  and  dearest  ? 

Ion.  I  am  not  fond  of  schooling  boors '  and  crazy  strangers. 

XuT.  Kill  me,  burn  me,  if  thou  wilt ;  for,  if  thou  dost, 
thou  wilt  be  thy  father's  murderer. 

Ion.  Thou  my  father,  indeed  !  Oh  !  is  not  news  like 
this  enough  to  make  me  laugh? 

XuT.  Not  so;  my  tale,  as  it  proceeds,  will  prove  to  thee 
what  I  assert. 

Ion.  Pray,  what  hast  thou  to  tell  me? 

XuT.  That  I  am  thy  own  father,  and  thou  my  very  child. 

loN.  Who  says  so  ? 

XuT.  Loxias,  who  gave  thee  nurture,  though  thou  wert 
my  son. 

Ion.  Thou  art  thy  own  witness. 

XuT.  Nay,  I  have  learnt  the  answer  of  the  god. 

Ion.  Thou  art  mistaken  in  the  dark  riddle  thou  hast  heard. 

XuT.   It  seems  then  I  do  not  hear  aright. 

Ion.  What  said  Phoebus  ? 

XuT.  That  the  man  who  met  me 

Ion.  When  and  where  ? 

Nauck  reads  ^viiv  dfioipovg  for  the  MSS.  ^ivovv  dfiovaovQ. 
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XuT.  As  I  came  forth  from  the  god's  temple 

Ion.  Well !  what  should  happen  to  him? 
XuT.  Should  be  my  own  true  son. 
Ion.  Thy  own  true  son,  or  a  gift  from  others  ? 
XuT.  A  gift,  but  mine  for  all  that. 
Ion.  Am  I  the  first  that  thou  didst  meet  ? 
XuT.  I  have  met  no  other,  my  son. 
Ion.  Whence  came  this  piece  of  luck  ? 
XuT.  To  both  of  us  alike  it  cause?  surprise. 
Ion.  Ah  !  but  who  was  my  mother  ? 
XuT.  I  cannot  tell. 
Ion.  Did  not  Phtebus  tell  thee  that  ? 
XuT.  I  was  so  pleased  with  this,  I  did  not  ask  him  that. 
Ion.  I  must  have  sprung  from  mother  earth. 
XuT.  The  ground  brings  forth  no  children. 
Ion.  How  can  I  be  thine  .^ 
XuT.  I  know  not ;  I  refer  it  to  the  god. 
Ion.  Come,  let  us  try  another  theme. 
XuT.  Better  hold  to  this,  my  son. 
Ion.  Didst  thou  e'er  indulge  in  illicit  amours? 
XuT.  Yes,  in  the  folly  of  youth. 
Ion.  Ere  thou  didst  win  Erechtheus'  daughter? 
XuT.  Never  since. 

Ion.  Could  it  be,  then,  thou  didst  beget  me  ? 
XuT.  The  time  coincides  therewith. 
Ion.  In  that  case,  how  came  I  hither  ? 
XuT.  That  puzzles  me. 
Ion.  After  that  long  journey  too  ? 
XuT.  That,  too,  perplexes  me. 

Ion.  Didst  thou  in  days  gone  by  come  to  the  Pythian 
rock? 

XuT.  Yes,  to  join  in  the  mystic  rites  of  Bacchus. 
Ion.  Didst  thou  lodge  with  one  of  the  public  hosts  ? 
XuT.  With  one  who  at  Delphi — 
Ion.  Initiated  thee?  or  what  is  it  ihou  sayest? 
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XuT.  Among  the  frantic  votaries  of  Bacchus. 

Ion.  Wert  thou  sober,  or  in  thy  cups  ? 

XuT.  I  had  indulged  in  the  pleasures  of  the  wine-cup. 

Ion.  That  is  just  the  history  of  my  birth. 

XuT.  Fate  hath  discovered  thee,  my  son. 

Ion.  How  came  I  to  the  temple  ? 

XuT.  Maybe  the  maid  exposed  thee. 

Ion.  I  have  escaped  the  shame  of  slavish  birth. 

XuT.  Acknowledge  then  thy  father,  my  son. 

Ion.  It  is  not  right  that  I  should  mistrust  the  god. 

XuT.  Thou  art  right  there. 

Ion.  What  more  can  I  desire — 

XuT.  Thine  eyes  now  open  to  the  sights  they  should. 

Ion.  Than  from  a  son  of  Zeus  to  spring  ? 

XuT.  Which  is  indeed  thy  lot. 

Ion.  May  I  embrace  the  author  of  my  being  ? 

XuT.  Aye,  put  thy  trust  in  the  god. 

Ion.  Hail  to  thee,  father  mine. 

XuT.  With  joy  that  title  I  accept. 

Ion.  This  day — 

XuT.  Hath  made  me  blest. 

Ion.  Ah,  mother  dear  !  shall  I  ever  see  thee  too  ?  Now 
more  than  ever  do  I  long  to  gaze  upon  thee,  whoe'er  thou 
art.  But  thou  perhaps  art  dead,  and  I  shall  never  have  the 
chance. 

Cho.  We  share  the  good  luck  of  thy  house;  but  still  I 
could  have  wished  my  mistress  too,  and  Erechtheus'  liner 
had  been  blest  with  children. 

XuT.  My  son,  albeit  the  god  hath  for  thy  discovery 
brought  his  oracle  to  a  true  issue,  and  united  thee  to  me, 
while  thou,  too,  hast  found  what  most  thou  dost  desire,  till 
now  unconscious  of  it ;  still,  as  touching  this  anxiety  so 
proper  in  thee,  I  feel  an  equal  yearning  that  thou,  my  child, 
mayst  find  thy  mother,  and  I  the  wife  that  bare  thee  unto  me. 
Maybe  we  shall  discover  this,  if  we  leave  it  to  time.   But  now 
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leave  the  courts  of  the  god,  and  this  homeless  Hfe '  of  thine, 
and  come  to  Athens,  in  accordance  with  thy  father's  wishes, 
for  there  his  happy  realm  and  bounteous  weahh  await  thee ; 
nor  shalt  thou  be  taunted  with  base  origin  and  poverty  to 
boot,  because  in  one  of  these  respects  thou  something 
lackest,  but  thou  shalt  be  renowned  alike  for  birth  and 
wealth.  Art  silent  ?  why  dost  fix  thy  eyes  upon  the  ground? 
Thou  art  lost  in  thought,  and  by  this  sudden  change  from 
thy  former  cheerfulness,  thou  strikest  thy  father  with  dismay. 
Ion.  Things  assume  a  different  form  according  as  we  see 
them  before  us,  or  far  off.  I  am  glad  at  what  has  happened, 
since  I  have  found  in  thee  a  father  ;  but  hear  me  on  some 
points  which  I  am  now  deciding.  Athens,  I  am  told, — that 
glorious  city  of  a  native  race, — owns  no  aliens ;  in  which  case 
I  shall  force  my  entrance  there  under  a  twofold  disadvantage, 
as  an  alien's  son  and  base-born  as  I  am.  Branded  with 
this  reproach,  while  as  yet  I  am  unsupported,  Vshall  get  the 
name  ^  of  a  mere  nobody,  a  son  of  nobodies  fknd  if  I  win  my 
way  to  the  highest  place  in  the  state,  and  seek  to  be  some 
one,  I  shall  be  hated  by  those  who  have  no  influence,  for 
superiority  is  galling  ;  while  'mongst  men  of  worth  who  could 
show  their  wisdom,  but  are  silent,  and  take  no  interest  in 
politics,  I  shall  incur  ridicule  and  be  thought  aJp^Kor  not 
keeping  cjuiet  in  such  a  fault-finding '  city^^'^?(gain,  if  I  win 
a  name  amongst  the  men  of  mark  *  who  are  engaged  in 
politics,  still  more  will  jealous  votes  bar  my  progress ;  for 
thus,  father,  is  it  ever  wont  to  be  ;  they  who  have  the  city's 
ear,  and  have  already  made  their  mark,  are  most  bitter 
against  all  rivals.  Again,  if  I,  a  stranger,  come  to  a  home  that 
knows  me  not,  and  to  that  childless  wife  who  before  had 

*  MSS.  aXrfTiiai;  Pierson  \arptiav. 

'  Badham  supplies  the  lacuna  with  aiToc.  ro,  Scaliger  reads  the  line 
TO  firidtv  tjv  Ka^  ovStviuv  KtK\ff<TOfiai. 

'  Readint;  r^/oyov  with  Musgrave  for  ^>/3ow. 

*  Badham  emends  rwr  d'  av  ao^uty,  Matthiae  riuv  i'  Iv  Xoyy. 
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thee  as  partner  in  her  sorrow,  but  now  will  feel  the  bitterness 
of  having  to  bear  her  fortune  all  alone, — how,  I  ask,  shall  I 
not  fairly  earn  her  hatred,  when  I   take  my  stand  beside 
thee ;  while  she,  still  childless,  sees  thy  dear  pledge  with 
bitter    eyes;    and    then   thou    have    to    choose    between 
deserting  me   and   regarding   her,    or  honouring   me   and 
utterly  confounding    thy  home  ?     How   many   a    murder, 
and  death  by  deadly  drugs  have  wives  devised  for  husbands  I 
Besides,  I  pity  that  wife  of  thine,  father^  with  her  child- 
less old  age  beginning ;  she  little  deserve^o  pine^  in  barren- 
ness, a  daughter  of  a  noble  race.    'That   princely  state 
we  fondly  praise  is  pleasant  to  the  eye  ;  but  yet  in  its  man- 
sions sorrow  lurks  ;  for  who  is  happy,  or  by  fortune  blest, 
that  has  to  live  his  life  in  fear  of  violence/  with  many  a 
sidelong  glance  ?     Rather  would  I  live  amon^g  the  common 
folk,  and  taste  their  bliss,  than  be  a  tyrant  who  delights  in 
making  evil  men  his  friends,  and  hates  the  good,  in  terror  of 
his  life.     Perchance  thou  wilt  tell  me,  **  Gold  outweighs  all 
these  evils,  and  weahh  is  sweet."     I  have  no  wish  to  be 
abused  for  holding  tightly  to  my  pelf,  nor  yet  to  have  the 
trouble  of  it.     Be  mine  a  moderate  fortune  free  from  annoy- 
ance !     Now    hear   the    blessings,    father,  that  here  were 
mine  ;  first,  leisure,  man's  chiefest  joy,  with  but  moderate 
trouble  ;  no  villain  ever  drove  me  from  my  path,  and  that 
is  a  grievance  hard  to  bear,  to  make  room  and  give  way  to 
sorry  knaves.     My  duty  was  to  pray  unto  the  gods,  or  with 
mortal  men  converse,  a  minister  to  their  joys,  not  to  their 
sorrows.     And  I  was  ever  dismissing  one  batch  of  guests, 
while  another  took  their  place,  so  that  I  was  always  welcome 
from  the  charm  of  novelty.     That  honesty  which  men  must 
pray  for,  even  against  their  will,   custom  and  nature  did 
conspire  to  plant  in  me  in  the  sight  of  Phcebus.     Now  when 

'  This  line  is  bracketed  by  Nauck  as  spurious.     Also  lines  614 — 617 
are  regarded  with  suspicion  by  some  editors. 

^  Reading  /3mj',  the  correction  of  Stephens  for  j3iW, 
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I  think  on  this,  I  deem  that  I  am  better  here  than  there, 
father.  So  let  me  live  on  here/  for  'tis  an  equal  charm  to 
joy  in  high  estate,  or  in  a  humble  fortune  find  a  pleasure. 

Cho.  Well  said  !  if  only  those  I  love  find  their  happiness 
in  thy  statement  of  the  case. 

XuT.  Cease  such  idle  talk,  and  learn  to  be  happy ;  for 
on  that  spot  where  I  discovered  thee,  my  son,  will  I  begin 
the  rites,  since  I  have  chanced  on  the  general  banquet,  open 
to  all  comers,  and  I  will  offer  thy  birth  sacrifice  which  afore- 
time I  left  undone.  And  now  will  I  bring  thee  to  the 
banquet  as  my  guest  and  rejoice  thy  heart,  and  take  thee 
to  the  Athenian  land  as  a  visitor  forsooth,  not  as  my 
own  son.  P'or  I  will  not  grieve  my  wife  in  her  childless 
sorrow  by  my  good  fortune.  But  in  time  will  I  seize 
a  happy  moment  and  prevail  on  her  to  let  thee  wield  my 
sceptre  o'er  the  realm.  Thy  name  shall  be  Ion,  in  ac- 
cordance with  what  happened,  for  that  thou  wert  the  first 
to  cross  my  path  as  I  came  forth  from  Apollo's  sanctuary. 
Go,  gather  every  friend  thou  hast,  and  with  them  make 
merry  o'er  the  flesh  of  sacrifice,  on  the  eve  of  thy  departure 
from  the  town  of  Delphi.  On  you,  ye  handmaids,  silence 
I  enjoin,  for,  if  ye  say  one  word  to  my  wife,  death  awaits  you. 

{Exit  XUTHUS. 

Ion.  Well,  I  will  go;  one  thing  my  fortune  lacks,  for  if  I 
find  not  her  that  gave  me  birth,  life  is  no  life  to  me,  my 
father ;  and,  if  I  may  make  the  prayer.  Oh  may  that  mother 
be  a  daughter  of  Athens  1  that  from  her  I  may  inherit  freedom 
of  speech.  For  if  a  stranger  settle  in  a  city  free  from  aliens, 
e'en  though  in  name  ^  he  be  a  citizen,  yet  doth  he  find  him- 
self tongue-tied  and  debarred  from  open  utterance. 

{Exit  Ion. 

Cho.  Weeping  and  lamentation '  and  the  beginning  of 

*  Reading  with  Badham  la  l'  t/x'  avrov  for  MSS.  i^avr^. 

*  Conington  v6\K0iO\.v. 

*  Reading  the   emendation   of  Hermann,   aXaXaytij,,  which   Nauck 
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mourning  I  foresee,  when  my  mistress  shall  see  her  lord  blest 
with  a  son,  while  she  is  childless  and  forlorn.  What  was  this 
oracle  thou  didst  vouchsafe,  prophetic  son  of  Latona? 
Whence  came  this  boy,  thy  foster-child  who  lingers  in  thy 
temple  ?  who  was  his  mother?  I  like  not  thy  oracle  ;  I  fear 
there  is  some  treachery.  In  terror  Tawait  the  issue  of  this 
chance  ;  for  strange  are  these, lidings  ^  and  strange  it  is  that 
the  god  declares  them  to  me^  "H'here  is  guile  connected  with 
this  waif's  fortune.'  All  must  allow  that.  Shall  we,  good 
friends,  throw  off  disguise  and  tell  our  mistress  this  story 
about  her  husband  in  whom  her  all  was  centred  and  whose 
hopes,  poor  lady,  she  once  shared  ?  But  now  in  misery 
is  she  plunged,  while  he  enjoys  the  smiles  of  fortune  ; 
to  hoary  eld  she  drifteth  fast,  while  he,  her  lord,  pays 
no  regard  to  his  loved  ones, — the  wretch,  who  came 
an  alien  to  her  house  to  share  great  wealth  and  failed 
to  guard  her  fortunes  !  Perdition  catch  this  traitor  to  my 
lady  !  never  may  he  succeed  in  offering  to  the  gods  upon 
their  blazing  altar  a  hallowed  cake  with  flames  that  augur 
well!  He  shall  know  to  his  cost  my  regard  for  my  mistress.* 
Now  are  sire  and  new-found  son  bent  on  the  approaching 
feast.  Ho  !  ye  peaks  of  Parnassus  that  rear  your  rocky 
heads  to  heaven,  where  Bacchus  with  uplifted  torch  of 
blazing  pine  bounds  nimbly  amid  his  bacchanals,  that 
range  by  night !  Never  to  my  city  come  this  boy  !  let  him 
die  and  leave  his  young  life  as  it  dawns !  For  should  our 
city  fall  on  evil  days,  this  bringing-in  of  strangers  would 
supply  it  with  a  reason.  Enough,  enough  for  us  Erechtheus' 
hue  that  erst  held  sway  ! 

adopts,  with  r'  after  <Tr(»'ay/iarwi' ;  the  words  aXXaf  ye  are  generally 
a^ree<l  to  be  corrupt. 

'   Reading  with  Nauck  rali  9(ov  <pi}^a  for  MSS.  r<^t  Tror'  iv<prffia. 

*  Reading  tx^i  S6\ov  tvx^v  ^'  <>  ffdif;,  for  which  Nauck  has  tx^i  Cofiuiv 
rv\av. 

'  To  supply  the  lacuna  is  perhaps  impossible,  but  the  sense  is  clear. 
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Cre.  Aged  retainer  of  my  father  Erechtheus  while  yet  he 
lived  and  saw  the  light  of  day,  mount  to  the  god's  prophetic 
shrine  that  thou  mayst  share  my  gladness,  if  haply  Loxias, 
great  king,  vouchsafe  an  answer  touching  my  hopes  of  off- 
spring ;  for  sweet  it  is  to  share  with  friends  prosperity,  and 
sweet  likewise  to  see  a  friendly  face  if  any  ill  betide,— which 
God  forbid  !  As  thou  of  yore  didst  tend  my  sire,  so  now, 
thy  mistress  though  I  am,  I  take  his  place  in  tending  thee. 

Old  Ser.  Daughter,  thy  manners  bear  good  witness  still 
to  thy  noble  lineage  ;  thou  hast  never  brought  shame  upon 
those  ancestors  of  thine,'  the  children  of  the  soil.  A  hand, 
I  prithee,  to  the  shrine  !  a  hand  to  lean  upon  !  Tis  a  steep 
path  thiiher,  truly ;  but  lend  thy  aid  to  guide  my  steps  and 
make  me  young  again. 

Cre.  Come  follow  then,  and  look  where  thou  art  treading. 

Old  Ser.  Behold !  though  my  steps  loiter,  my  thoughts 
take  wings. 

Cre.  Lean  on  thy  staff  as  thou  climbest  this  wmding 
path. 

Old  Ser.  Even  this  staff  is  a  blind  guide  when  I  myself 
can  scarcely  see. 

Cre.  True,  but  do  not  yield  through  fatigue. 

Old  Ser.  Never  willingly,  but  I  am  not  master  of  that 
which  is  mine  no  more.^ 

Cre.  Maidens  mine,  my  trusty  servants  at  the  loom  and 
web,  declare  to  me  how  my  lord  hath  fared  as  touching  the 
question  of  offspring  which  brought  us  hither :  for  if  ye  give 
me  good  news,  ye  will  cause  joy  to  a  mistress  who  will  not 
prove  faithless  to  her  word. 

Cho.  O  fortune  1 

Old  Ser.  This  prelude  to  your  speech  is  unlucky. 

Cho.  Woe  is  me  ! 

Old  Ser.  Can  it  be  that  the  oracles  delivered  to  my 
master  wound  me  at  all  ? 

'  Bothe  reads  tov  cov  TroXaiorf  t«  yivovQ.  *  1.^.  strength. 
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Cho.  Enough  !  why  have  aught  to  do  with  that  which 
brings  down  death  ? 

Cre.  What  means  this  piteous  strain?  wherefore  this 
alarm  ? 

Cho.  Are  we  to  speak  or  keep  silence?  What  shall 
we  do  ? 

Cre.  Speak ;  for  thou  hast  somewhat  to  tell  that  touches 
me. 

Cho.  1  hen  speak  I  will,  though  twice  to  die  were  mine. 
O  mistress  mine  !  never  shalt  thou  hold  a  balje  within  thy 
arms  or  clasp  him  to  thy  breast. 

Cre.  Ah  me  I  would  I  were  dead  ! 

Old  Ser.  My  daughter ! 

Cre.  O  woe  is  me  for  my  calamity  !  Mine  is  a  heritage 
of  suffering  and  woe  that  poisons  life,  good  friends. 

Old  Ser.  Ah,  my  child,  'tis  death  to  us  ! 

Cre.  Ah  me!  ah  me!  grief  drives  its  weapon  through  this 
heart  of  mine. 

Old  Ser.  Stay  thy  lamentations. 

Cre.  Nay,  but  sorrow  lodges  here. 

Old  Ser.  Till  we  learn — 

Cre.  Ah,  what  further  news  is  there  for  me  ? 

Old  Ser.  Whether  our  master  is  in  the  same  plight  and 
shares  thy  misfortune,  or  thou  art  alone  in  thy  misery. 

Cho.  On  him,  old  sir,  Loxias  hath  bestowed  a  son,  and 
he  is  enjoying  his  good  fortune  a|)art  from  her. 

Cre.  Herein  hast  thou  declared  a  further  evil  crowning 
all,  a  grief  for  me  to  mourn. 

Old  Ser.  The  child  of  whom  thou  speakest — is  he  some 
woman's  destined  babe,  or  did  the  god  declare  the  fate  of 
one  already  bom  ? 

Cho.  a  youth  already  born  and  grown  to  man's  estate 
doth  Phoebus  give  to  him ;  for  I  was  there  myself. 

Cre.  What  sayest  thou  ?  nor  tongue  nor  lip  should  speak 
the  word  thou  tellest  me. 
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Ol  n  SF.R.  And  me.  But  declare  more  clearly  hor  Urn 
oracle  is  f.ndmg  its  fulf.hnent.  and  say  who  ^■^^^^J^^^'^^ 

Cho.  Whomso  thy  husband  first  should  meet  as  he 
issued  from  the  shrine,  hin>  the  Ro.l  gave  hi.n  for  his  son. 

CRE  Ah  me!  my  fate,  it  seems,  has  doonied  me  to  a 
J\ZX  and  all  forlorn  an,  1  to  dwell  ,n  my  halls,  w.th- 

"ou.'^K.  To  whom  did  the  oracle  refer?  whom  did  our 
poo  Id  -s  husband  n,eet?  how  and  where  d.d  he  see  urn? 
^  cVo  Dear  mistress  n,ine,  dost  know  that  youth  that  was 
sweening  yonder  shrine  ?     He  is  that  son. 

CRF  Oh  !  for  wings  to  cleave  the  liMU.d  a,r  beyond  he 
land  of  Hellas,  away  to  the  western  stars,  so  keen  the 
aneuish  of  my  soul,  my  friends  ! 

Su>  SKR.  Dost  know  the  nan>e  ins  father  gave  to  hm,, 
or  is  that  left  as  yet  unsettled '  an<l  unsaid  ?  ,      .    ^   ,^ 

Cho.  He  called  him  Ion,  because  he  was  the  first  to 
cross  his  padi. 

Old  Ser.  Who  is  his  mother?  „  ,  i    ^ 

CHO.  That  I  cannot  say.     But.-to  tell  thee  all  I     now 
old  sir,-her  lord  is  gone,  with  furtive  step,  mto  the  hallowed 
°ent   tLere  to  offer  on   this   child's  beh.lf  such  g.fts  and 
Sms  as  are  offered  for  a  birth,  and  with  h,s  new-found 
son  to  celebrate  the  feast. 

OLD   Ser.    Mistress    mine,    we    are    betrayed    by    th> 
husband,  fellow-sufferers  thou  and  I  ;  'tis  a  deep,  a.d  plot 
to  outrage  us  and  drive  us  from  Erechtheus  halls.     And 
his  I   say  not  from  any  hatred  of  thy  lord  but  because 
bear  thee  more  love  than  hm.  ;   for  he,  after  coming  as  a 
stranger  to  thy  city  and  thy  home,  and  -^^^^-S;^;^^^^^^^^^^^ 
of  thy  heritage  taking  full   possession,  has  been  detected 
in  a  secret  marriage  with  another  woman,  by  -^^^"^  ^^J^J 
children.     His  secret  will  I  now  disclose  ;  -^^^^^^^^ 
thee  barren,  he  was  not  content  to  share  with  thee  th>  hard 

'  Nauck  reads  aKiipvKTov  for  MSS.  axifmrop. 
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lot,  but  took  to  himself  a  slave  to  be  his  stealthy  paramour 
and  thus  begat  a  son,  whom  he  sent  abroad,  giving  him  to 
some  Delphian  maid  to  nurse  ;  and,  to  escape  detection, 
the  child  was  dedicated  to  the  god  and  reared  in  his 
temple.  Hut  wlicn  he  heard  his  boy  was  grown  to  man- 
hood, he  persuaded  thee  to  come  hither  to  in(juire  a}x)ut 
thy  childless  state.  And  after  this,  'twas  not  the  god  that 
lied,  but  thy  husband,  who  long  had  been  rearing  the  child, 
and  he  it  was  that  wove  this  tissue  of  falseiiood,  intending, 
if  he  were  detected,  to  refer  it  to  the  god,  whereas  if  he 
escaped  exposure,'  to  repel  all  odium,'  he  meant  to  vest  the 
sovereignty  in  this  son  of  his.  Likewise  he  devised  anew 
his  name,  coined  to  suit  the  circumstances,  Ion,  because,  as 
he  asserts,  he  met  him  on  his  way. 

Cho.  Ah:  how  I  ever  hate  the  wicked  who  plot  un- 
righteousness and  then  cunningly  trick  it  out.  Far  rather 
would  I  have  a  virtuous  friend  of  no  great  intellect  than  a 
knave  of  subtler  wit. 

Oli>  Skr.  Of  all  thy  wretched  fate  this  will  be  the  crown- 
ing sorrow,  the  bringing  to  thy  house  to  be  its  lord  some 
slave-girl's  child,  whose  mother  is  unknown,  himself  of  no 
account.  For  this  evil  had  been  to  itself  confined,  had  he 
persuaded  thee,  pleading  thy  childlessness,  to  let  him 
establish  in  the  house  some  high-born  mother's  son  ;  or  u 
this  had  displeased  thee,  he  ought  to  have  sought  a  daughter 
of  ^olus  in  marriage.  Wherefore  must  thou  now  put  thy 
woman's  wit  to  work ;  either  take  the  dagger,  or  by  guile  or 

'  Reading  with  N'auck  Xa9^v  for  the  MhS.  tXOwv.  This  was  Musgrave's 
proposal.  Paiey  reading  tXe<i»/  suggests  as  a  possible  interpretation 
**  having  retumefl  to  Athens,  and  wishing  to  take  advantage  of  the 
lime  ;•*  but  neither  this  nor  any  of  the  other  numerous  inter pretatioiii 
are  satisfactory. 

*  Seidler's  reading  rov  ipfiovov  for  riv  -^p^vov,  though  not  very  pro- 
bable in  itself,  gives  an  intelligible  meaning,  and  its  adoption  may  per- 
haps be  condoned  in  a  passage  which  Badham  gives  up  in  despair  (cC 
Paley's  note). 
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poison  slay  thy  husband  and  his  son,  ere  they  deal  out  death 
To  thee ;  since  if  thou  spare '  hnn,  thou  w.lt  lose  thy  own 
life  •  for  when  two  foes  meet  beneath  one  roof,  one  or  the 
other  must  rue  it.  Myself  too  am  ready  to  share  this  labour 
with  thee,  and  to  help  destroy  the  child  when  1  have  made 
my  way  into'^  the  chamber  where  he  is  furnishing  the  feast, 
and  so  repaying  my  n.asters  for  my  rr>aintenance  I  am 
willing  either  to  die  or  still  behold  the  hght  of  l.fe.  T.s 
but  a  single  thing  that  brands  the  slave  with  shame-his 
name ;  in  all  else  no  upright  slave  is  a  whit  worse  than  free- 

born  men.  , 

Cho.  I   too,  beloved  mistress,  am  ready  to   share  thy 

fate,  be  it  death  or  victory. 

Cre    \h  '  my  suffering  soul !  how  am  I  to  keep  silence  ? 
\m  I  to  disclose  the  secrets  of  my  love  and  lose  all  claim  to 
modesty?    What  is  there  to  keep  me  back   any  '°"g". 
With  whom  have  I  to  pit    myself  in  virtues  I'^J*?     Hath 
not   my  husband    proved    untrue  ?     Home  and  children 
both  are   torn  from  me;   all  hope  is   dead;  I   h^ve   "o^ 
realized  my  wish  to  set   the   matter  straight,  by  hushing 
up  my  former  union  and  saying   naught  about  my  son  ol 
sorrow.      No !   by  the  starry  seat  of  Zeus,  by  her  whose 
home  is  on  my  rocks,  and  by  the  hallowed  strand  of  1  riton  s 
mere  with  brimming  flood,  1  will  no  more  conceal  my  ove  ; 
for  if  1  can  lift  that  burden  from  my  breast  I  shall  rest 
easier.     With  tears  my  eyes  are  streaming  and  my  heart  is 
wrung  with  anguish  for  the  treacherous  counsels  both  o 
men  and  gods,-traitors  they !  as  I  will  show,  ungrateful 

traitors  to  their  loves  !  y 

O  I  thou  who  dost  awake  that  tuneful  lyre  with  feven 
strings  till  to  its  sweet  note  of  music  the  lifeless  pegs  ol 
wild  ox-horn  resound  again,  thou  child  of  Latona,  to  yon 

.  Reading  .n'.  «..«.,   Badham's  correction  for  r'   .>i«.C.     1>'"<1»'' 
condemns  line  847.  Nauck  both  this  and  .he  two  following  lines. 
'^  Wakefield  vTrnffcXfwr. 
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bright  orb  of  thine  will  I  publish  thy  reproach.  Yes,  I  saw  thee 
come,  the  glint  of  gold  upon  thy  locks,  as  I  was  gathering 
in  my  folded  robe  the  saffron  blooms  that  blazed  like 
flowers  of  gold  ;  and  by  my  lily  wrist  didst  thou  catch  me  and 
ledst  me  to  the  cavern's  bed,  what  time  I  cried  aloud  upon  my 
mothers  nam?, — thou  a  god  to  mate  with  me  in  shameless 
wise  to  pleasure  lady  Cypris  !  Then  to  my  sorrow  I  bore 
thee  a  son,  whom,  though  anguish  thrilled  my  mother's ' 
breast,  I  cast  upon  that  bed  of  thine,  where  thou  didst  join 
in  woful  wedlock  this  unhappy  maid.  Ah  !  woe  is  me  ! 
that  poor  babe  I  bare  thee  is  now  no  more ;  winged  fowls 
have  torn  and  devoured  him,  but  thou  art  gaily  carolling 
unto  thy  lyre  some  song  of  joy.  Hark  !  thou  son  of  Latona, 
to  thee  I  call,  for  that  thou  dispensest  warnings  ;  there  at 
thy  golden  throne  on  earth's  centre  planted  will  I  proclaim 
a  word  into  thy  ear.  O  !  thou  wicked  bridegroom  who  art 
bringing  to  my  husband's  house  an  heir,  though  from 
him  thou  hast  received  no  boon  ;  while  that  child  of  thine 
and  mine  hath  died  unrecognized,  a  prey  to  carrion  birds, 
his  mother's  swaddling-clothes  all  lost.  Delos  hates  thee 
now,  thy  bay-tree  loves  thee  not,  whose  branches  sprout 
beside  the  tufted  palm,  where  in  holy  throes  Latona,  big 
with  child  by  Zeus,  gave  birth  to  thee. 

Cho.  Ah  me  !  what  store  of  sorrows  is  here  disclosed, 
enough  to  draw  a  tear  from  every  eye  ! 

Old  Ser.  Daughter,  with  pity  ^  am  I  filled  as  a  gaze  upon 
thy  face  ;  my  reason  leaves  me ;  for  just  as  I  am  striving  to 
lighten  my  spirit  of  its  sea  of  troubles,  comes  another  wave 
astern  and  catches  me  by  reason  of  thy  words  ;  for  no  sooner 
hadst  thou  uttered  this  tale  of  present  troubles  than  thou 
didst  turn  aside  into  a  fresh  ^  track  of  other  woes.  What  is 
it   thou  sayest  ?     What  charge  against   Apollo  dost  thou 

*  Wecklein  ^I'r^  7rarpor  =  '*in  fearful  dread  of  my  father." 

'  Reading  oIktov  with  Nauck. 

'  Adopting  Mu<igrave's  conjecture  Kaiyat;. 
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bring?  Whit  child  is  this  thou  dost  assert  that  thou  didst 
bear  ?  Where  was  it  in  the  city  that  thou  didst  expose  him, 
for  beasts  to  rejoice  o'er  his  burial  ?   Tell  me  once  again. 

Cre.  Old  friend,  although  to  meet  thine  eye,  I  am  ashamed, 
yet  will  I  tell  thee. 

Old  Ser.  Full  well  I   know  how  to  lend  my  friends  a 
generous  sympathy. 

Cre.  Then  hearken  ;  dost  know  a  cave  toward  the  north 
of  Cecrops*  rock,  that  we  call  Macrae  ?  ' 

Old  Ser.  I  know  it  ;  there  is  the  shrine  of  Pan,  and  bis 
altar  hard  by. 

Cre.  That  was  the  scene  of  my  dire  conflict. 

Old  Ser.  What  conflict  ?  see  how  my  tears  start  forth  to 
meet  thy  words. 

Cre.  Phoebus  forced  me  to  a  woful  marriage. 

Old  Ser.  Was  it  then  this,  my  daughter,  that  I  noticed 

myself? 

Cre.   I  know  not ;  but  I  will  tell  thee  if  thou  speak  the 

truth. 

Old  Ser.  At  the  time  thou  wert  mourning  in  secret  some 

hidden  complaint  ? 

Cre.  Yes,  'twas  then  this  trouble  happened,  which  now 

I  am  declaring  to  thee. 

Old  Ser.   How  then  didst  conceal  thy  union  with  Apollo? 
Cre.   I  bore  a  child  ;  hear  me  patiently,  old  friend. 
Old  Ser.  Where?  and  who  helped  thy  travail?  or  didst 

thou  labour  all  alone  ? 

Cre.  All  alone,  in  the  cave  where  I  became  a  wife. 
Old  Ser.  Where  is  the  child?  that  thou  mayst  cease  thy 

childless  state. 

Cre.  Dead,  old  friend,  to  beasts  exposed. 

Old  Ser.  Dead?  did  Apollo,  evil  god,  no  help  afford  ? 

Cre.  None  ;  my  boy  is  in  the  halls  of  Hades. 

^  Badham,  whom  Nauck  follows,  condemns  this  line  as  interrupting 
the  <TTixo^vi)ta, 
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Old  Ser.  Who  then  exposed  him?  surely  not  thyself. 

Cre.  Myself,  when  "neaih  the  gloom  of  night  I  had 
wrapped  him  in  my  robe. 

Old  Ser.  Did  no  one  share  thy  secret  of  the  babe's  ex- 
posure ? 

Cre.  Ill-fortune  and  secrecy  alone. 

Old  Ser.  How  couldst  thou  in  the  cavern  leave  thy 
babe  ? 

Cre.  Ah!  how?  but  still  I  did,  with  many  a  word  of 
pity  uttered  o'er  him. 

Old  Ser.  Oh  for  thy  hard  heart !  Oh  for  the  god's,  more 
hard  than  thine  ! 

Cre.  Hadst  thou  but  seen  the  babe  stretch  forth  his 
hands  to  me  ! 

Old  Ser.  To  find  thy  mother's  breast,  to  nestle  in  thy 
arms  ? 

Cre.  By  being  kept  therefrom  he  suffered  grievous  wrong 
from  me. 

Old  Ser.  How  camest  thou  to  think  of  casting  forth  thy 
bibe? 

Cre.  Methought  the  god  would  save  his  own  begotten 
child. 

Old  Ser.  Ah  me  !  what  storms  assail  thy  family's  pros- 
perity ! 

Cre.  Why  weepest  thou,  old  man,  with  head  close-veiled? 

Old  Ser.  To  see  the  sorrows  of  thy  sire  and  thee. 

Cre.  Such  is  our  mortal  life;  naught  abideth  in  one 
stay. 

Old  Ser.  Daughter,  let  us  cease  to  dwell  on  themes  of 
woe. 

Cre.  What  must  I  do?     Misfortune  leaves  us  helpless. 

Old  Ser.  Avenge  thee  on  the  god  who  first  did  injure 
thee. 

Cre.  How  can  I,  weak  mortal  as  I  am,  outrun  those 
mightier  powers  ? 
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Old  Ser.  Set  fire  to  Apollo's  awful  sanctuary. 

Cre.  I  am  afraid  ;  my  present  sorrows  are  enough   for 

me. 

Old  Ser.  Then  what  thou  canst,  that  dare — thy  husband's 
death. 

Cre.  Nay,  I  do  respect  his  former  love  in  the  days  when 
he  was  good  and  true. 

Old  Ser.  At  least,  then,  slay  the  boy  who  hath  appeared 
to  supplant  thee. 

Cre.  How  can  I  ?  would  it  were  possible  !  how  I  wish  it 
were  ! 

Old  Ser.  Arm  thy  followers  with  daggers. 

Cre.   I  will  about  it ;  but  where  is  the  deed  to  be  done? 

Old  Ser.  In  the  sacred  tent,  where  he  is  feasting  his 
friends. 

Cre.  The  murder  will  be  too  public,  and  slaves  are  poor 
support. 

Old  Ser.  Ah  !  thou  art  turning  coward.  Devise  some 
scheme  thyself 

Cre.  Well,  I  too  have  subtle  plans  that  cannot  fail. 

Old  Ser.  If  both  conditions  they  fulfil,  I  will  assist  thee. 

Cre.  Hearken  then;  knowest  thou  the  battle  of  the  earth- 
born  men  ? 

Old  Ser.  Surely;  the  fight  at  Phlegra  waged  by  giants 
against  the  gods. 

Cre.  There  Earth  brought  Gorgon  forth,  dreadful  prodigy. 

Old  Ser.  To  aid  her  sons  maybe,  and  cause  the  gods 
hard  toil  ? 

Cre.  Yea,  and  Pallas,  daughter  of  Zeus,  slew  the  monster. 

Old  Ser.  What  savage  form  had  it  assumed  ? 

Cre.  a  breast-plate  of  vipers  fenced  its  body. 

Old  Ser.  Is  this  the  tale  I  heard  in  days  of  yore  ? 

Cre.  That  Athena  wears  its  skin  upon  her  corslet. 

Qld  Ser.  Is  it  this  that  Pallas  wears,  called  by  men  her 
«gis  ? 
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Cre.  This  was  the  name  it  received,  that  day  she  came 
to  do  battle  for  the  gods. 

Old  Ser.  How,  daughter,  can  this  harm  thy  enemies? 

Cre.  Hast  heard  of  Erichthonius,  or  no?  of  course  thou 
hast. 

Old  Ser.  Him  whom  Earth  produced,  the  founder  of 
thy  race  ? 

Cre.  To  him  whilst  yet  a  babe  did  Pallas  give — 

Old  Ser.  Ha  !  what  ?  thou  hast  something  yet  to  add. 

Cre.  Two  drops  of  Gorgon's  blood. 

Old  Ser.  What  power  could  they  exert '  on  the  nature  of 
a  human  creature  ? 

Cre.  The  one  with  death  is  fraught,  the  other  cures 
disease. 

Old  Ser.  What  held  them  when  she  tied  them  to  the 
child's  body  ? 

Cre.  With  links  of  gold  she  fastened  them;  this  to  my 
sire  did  Erichthonius  give. 

Old  Ser.  And  at  his  death  it  came  to  thee  ? 

Cre.  Yea,  and  here  at  my  wrist  I  wear  it. 

Old  Ser.  How  works  the  spell  of  this  double  gift  of 
Pallas  ? 

Cre.  Each  drop  of  gore  which  trickled  from  the  hoUovr 
vein — 

Old  Ser.  What  purpose  does  it  serve  ?  what  virtue  does 
it  carry  ? 

Cre.  Wards  off  disease,  and  nourishes  man's  life. 
Old  Ser.  What  doth  that  second  drop  effect,  of  which 
thou  madest  mention  ? 

Cre.  It  kills,  for  it  is  venom  from  the  Gorgon's 
snakes. 

Old  Ser.  Dost  thou  carry  this  charm  mued  in  one  phial, 
or  separate  ? 

Cre.  Separate  ;  for  good  is  no  companion  for  evil. 

*  Nauck  (xovrag. 
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Old  Skk.  Daughter  dear,  thou  art  fully  armed  with  all 
thou  ncedest 

Crr.  Ily  this  must  the  hoy  die,  ami  thou  must  do  the 
deadly  deed. 

Old  Ser.  How  and  where?  thine  it  is  to  speak,  and 
mine  to  dare  and  do. 

Crk.   In  At  liens,  when  to  my  house  he  romes. 

Old  Skk.  1  hat  is  not  wisflv  ^nitl  1  inny  object  to  thy 
plan  as  thou  to  mine. 

Crk.  How  so?  Hast  thou  the  same  mistrust  that  I 
experience? 

Old  Skr.  Thou  wilt  get  the  credit  of  his  death,  altho'.i^-h 

thou  slay  him  not. 

Crk.  True ;  men  say  stepdames  arc  jeahnis  of  their 
husband's  children. 

Old  Ser.  Kill  him  here  then,  that  so  thou  mayst  deny  the 
murder. 

Cre.  Well,  thus  I  do  anticipate  the  pleasure. 

Old  Skr.  Yea,  and  thou  wilt  from  thy  husband  keep  the 
very  secret  he  would  kee[)  from  thee. 

Cre.  Dost  know  then  what  to  do?  Take  from  my  arm 
this  golden  bracelet,  Athena's  gift,  some  ancient  craftsman's 
work,  and  seek  the  si)ot  where  my  lord  is  offering  secret 
sacrifice;  then  when  their  feasting  is  o'er  and  they  arc 
about  to  pour  drink-offering  to  the  gods,  take  this  phial  in 
thy  robe  and  pour  it  into  the  young  man's  goblet  ;  [not  for 
all,  but  for  him  alone,  providing  a  separate  draught,] '  who 
thinks  to  lord  it  o'er  my  house.  And  if  once  it  pass  his 
lips,  never  shall  he  come  to  glorious  Athens,  but  here  abide, 

of  life  bereft. 

Old  Ser.  Go  thou  within  the  house  of  our  public  hosts  ; 
I  the  while  will  set  about  my  appointed  task.  On  !  aged 
foot,  grow  young  again  in  action,  for  all  that  time  saith  no 
to  thee.     Go,  aid  thy  mistress  against  her  enemy,  help  slay 

^  Paley  condemns  this  line. 
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and  drag  him  from  her  house.  Tis  well  to  honoui  piety  in 
the  hour  of  fortune,  but  when  thou  wouldst  harm  thy  foe,  no 
law  doth  block  thy  path. 
f^  Cho.  Daughter  '  of  Demeter,  goddess  of  highways,  queen 
as  thou  art  of  haunting  powers  of  darkness,  oh  !  guide  as  well 
the  hand  that  fills  by  day  a  cup  of  death,  against  those  to 
whom  my  revered  mistress  is  sending  a  philtre  of  the  gore 
that  dripj>ed  from  hellish  Gorgon's  severed  head,  yea, 
'gainst  him  who  would  obtrude  upon  the  halls  of  ihe  Erech- 
thidae.  Never  may  alien,  from  alien  stock,  lord  it  o'er  my 
city,  no!  none  save  noble  Krechtheus*  sons !  For  if  this 
deadly  deed  and  my  lady's  aims  pass  unfulfilled,  and  the 
right  moment  for  her  daring  go  by,  and  with  it  the  hope 
which  now  sustains  her,  either  will  she  seize  the  whetted 
knife  or  fasten  the  noose  about  her  neck,  and  by  ending 
one  sorrow  by  another  will  go  down  to  other  phases  of 
existence.  For  never  will  that  daughter  of  a  noble  line, 
while  life  is  hers,  endure  within  the  sunshine  of  her  eyes 
the  sight  of  alien  rulers  in  her  halls. I^  blush  for  that  god 
of  song,  if  this  stranger  is  to  witness  the  torch-dance,^  that 
heralds  in  the  twentieth  dawn,  around  Callichonis'  fair 
springs,  a  sleepless  votary  in  midnight  revels,  what  time  the 
star-lit  firmament  of  Zeus,  the  moon,  and  Nereus'  fifty 
daughters,  that  trip  it  lightly  o'er  the  sea  and  the  eternal 
rivers'  tides,  join  the  dance  in  honour  of  the  maiden  '  with 
the  crown  of  gold  and  her  majestic  mother ;  where  this 
vagabond,  by  Phcebus  favoured,  thinks  to  reign,  entering 
into  other  men's  hard  toil.*  Look  to  it,  all  ye  bards,  who,  in 
malicious  strains,  expose  our  amours  and  unholy  bonds  of 
lawless  love ;   see  how  far  our  virtue  surpasses  man's  dis- 

'  I.e.  Hecate. 

*  Bacchus  was  escorted  wiih  a  solemn  torch  procession  from  Athena 
to  Eleusis  on  the  20th  day  of  the  month  Boedromion. 

*  Persephone  or  Cora,  and  Demeter. 

*  Nauck  reads  lofioy  for  invor. 
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loyalty.  Change  the  burden  of  your  song  and  keep  your 
spiteful  verse  to  brand  man's  faithlessness.  For  this  scion 
of  the  stock  of  Zeus  shows  himself  a  heedless  wight,  denying 
to  the  mistress  of  his  halls  the  lot  of  mutual  offspring,  and, 
paying  all  his  court  to  some  strange  love,  hath  gotten  him  a 

bastard  son. 

Ser.  Ladies  of  another  land,  where  may  I  find  your 
mistress,  daughter  of  Erechtheus?  For  I  have  searched 
each  nook  and  corner  of  this  town,  and  cannot  find  her. 

Cho.  What  news,  my  fellow-thrall?  why  that  hurried 
gait  ?  what  tidings  bringest  thou  ? 

Ser.  I  am  pursued ;  the  rulers  of  this  land  are  seeking 
her  to  stone  her  to  death. 

Cho.  Alas,  what  is  thy  tale  ?  say  not  we  are  detected  in 
our  secret  plot  for  murdering  the  boy  ? 

Ser.  Thou  hast  guessed  aright ;  nor  wilt  thou  be  the  last 
to  share  the  trouble. 

Cho.  How  was  the  hidden  scheme  laid  bare  ? 

Ser.  The  god  found  means  to  master  wrong  with  right, 
unwilling  to  see  his  shrine  polluted. 

Cho.  How  so?  I  do  conjure  thee,  tell  us  all.  For  if  to 
die  or  yet  to  live  be  ours,  'twere  sweeter  so,  when  we  know 

all. 

Ser.  Soon  as  Xuthus,  husband  of  Creusa,  had  left  the  god's 
prophetic  shrine,  taking  with  him  his  new-found  son,  to  hold 
the  feast  and  sacrifice  that  he  designed  to  offer  to  the  gods, 
himself  departed  to  the  place  where  leaps  the  Bacchic  flame, 
with  blood  of  sacrifice  to  dew  the  double  peaks  of  Dionysus 
for  the  son  now  offered  to  his  gaze,  and  thus  he  spake, 
"My  son,  abide  thou  here,  and  raise  a  spacious  tent  by 
craftsmen's  toiling  skill ;  and  if  I  remain  long  time  away  after 
I  have  sacrificed  to  the  gods  of  thy  birth,  let  the  feast  be  spread 
for  all  friends  present."  Therewith  he  took  the  heifers 
and  went  his  way.  Meantime  his  stripling  son  in  solemn 
form  set  up  with  upright  stays  the  tent,  inclosed  but  not 
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with  walls,  taking  good  heed  to  guard  it  'gainst  the  blazing 
midday  sun,  nor  less  against  his  westering  beams,  the  limit 
of  his  course  ;  an  oblong  space  of  five  score  feet  he  meted 
out   [so  that  it  contained   ten   thousand   feet   within  that 
measure's  square,    as    science    phrases    it],^    intending   to 
invite  all   Delphi  to  the   feast.     Then   from    the  temple- 
treasury  tapestry  he  too/  and  therewith  made  a  shelter, 
wondrous  sight  to  see.^  First  o'er  the  roof-tree  he  threw 
a  canopy  of  robes,  an  offering  Heracles,  the  son  of  Zeus, 
had    brought  unto   the    god    from   his  Amazonian   spoils. 
On   them  was  broidered  many  a   pictured   scene,   to  wit. 
Heaven  marshalling    his   host   of   stars    upon  the  vaulted 
sky  ;  there  was  the  sun  god  urging  on  his  steeds  toward  his 
fiery  goal,  the  bright  star  of  evening  at  his  heels.    Night  too 
in  sable  robes  went  hurrying  by,  drawn  by  a  single  pair,  and 
the  stars  did  bear  her  company.    Across  the  zenith  a  Pleiad 
sailed,  and  Orion  too  with  falchion  dight  was  there ;  above 
was  the  bear  making  his  tail  to  turn  upon  the  golden  pole. 
Up  shot  the  moon's  full  face,  that  parts  the  months  in  twain  ; 
there  too  the  Hyades  showed  their  unerring  light  to  mariners ; 
and  Dawn,  that  brings  the  morning  back,  was  chasing  the 
stars  before  her.    Next  on  the  sides  he  hung  yet  other  tapes- 
try ;  barbarian  ships  bearing  down  on  the  fleet  of  Hellas ;  and 
monsters  haK-man,  half-beast ;  the  capture  of  the  Thracian 
steeds';  the  hunting  of  savage  stags  and  lions  nerce  ;  while  at 
the  entry  Cecrops  close  to  his  daughters  w/s  wreathing  his 
coils,  an  offering  of  some  Athenian  votary;  Hind  in  the  midst 
of  the  banquet-hall  he  set  goblets  of  gold,  while  a  herald 
hasted  and  invited  to  the  feast  all  citizens  who  would  come. 
Then,  when  the  tent  was  full,  they  decked  themselves  with 
gariands  and  took  their  fill  of  the  rich  viands.     Anon  after 
they  had  put  from  them  the  pleasure  of  eating^  came  an  old 

*  Lines  1 138-9   are,   as   Paley  shows  at   some   length,    almost  un- 
doubtedly the  insertion  of  a  clumsy  copyist. 

*  Reiske  supplies  the  lacuna  with  cairoi,  a  simple  emendation.    Paley 
sugjjesls  iv€v£. 
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man  and  stood  in  the  midst,  where  his  officious  zeal  pro- 
voked loud  laughter  among  the  guests  ;  for  he  would  draw 
from  the  drinking-pitchers  water  to  wash  the  hands  withal  and 
was  wasting  as  incense  the  li(iuid  myrrh,  and  in  his  charge 
he  took  the  golden  beakers,  setting  himself  unasked  to  this 
office.  Now  when  they  were  come  to  the  time  for  the  flute- 
players  and  the  general  libation,  cried  out  that  aged  servitor, 
**  Hence  with  these  tiny  cups !  bring  larger  goblets^  that 
our  guests  may  find  a  quicker  route  to  joyousncss."' Tnereon 
came  servants  bending  'neath  the  weight  of  goblets  chased 
with  silver  and  golden  chalices ;  and  that  old  man,  as  if  to 
do  his  youthful  lord  a  special  service,  chose  out  and  offered 
to  him  a  brimmin'j;  bumper,  when  he  had  cast  into  the  wine 
that  potent  philtre  which,  men  say,  his  mistress  gave  to  him 
to  end  the  young  man's  days  on  earth  ;  and  no  man  knew 
of  this ;  but  just  as  he  so  lately  found  held  in  his  hand  the 
drink-offering,  the  others  following  suit,  some  servant  there 
uttered  a  word  of  evil  import  ;  whereat  the  stripling,  as  one 
who  had  been  reared  within  the  shrine  amid  reputed  seers, 
deemed  this  an  omen  and  bade  them  fill  a  fresh  goblet,  but 
that  first  drink-offering  to  the  god  he  poured  upon  the 
ground  and  bade  all  others  do  the  like.  And  silence  stole 
upon  them  ;  while  we  with  water  and  Phoenician  '  wine  were 
fillmg  high  the  sacred  bowls,  ^'hile  thus  we  were  busied, 
comes  a  flight  of  doves  and  settles  in  the  tent,  for  these 
dwell  fearlessly  in  the  courts  of  Loxias.  Soon  as  the  guests 
had  poured  away  the  luscious  juice,  those  thirsty  birds  did 
dip  their  beaks  therein,  drawing  it  up  into  their  feathered 
throats.  Now  all  the  rest  received  no  hurt  from  the  god's 
libation,  but  one  that  settled  on  the  spot  where  the  son  new- 
found had  poured  his  wine,  no  sooner  had  tasted  thereof, 

'  There  is  some  doubt  as  to  the  word  BviBXifov.  Paley  on  Blom- 
field's  authority,  speaks  of  *'  Thraciaii  "  wine  ;  others  say  it  is  called  after 
Byblos  in  Syria,  which  was  famous  for  Us  wine.  L.  and  S.  write  the 
word  B(/3\<voi;  from  Biblis  a  hill  in  Thrace  ;  so  too  Nauck. 


ION. 


303 


than  convulsions  seized  her  feathered  form  and  she  went 
mad,  and  screaming  aloud  uttered  strange  unwonted  cries; 
and  all  the  feasters  gathered  there  marvelled  to  see  the 
bird's  cruel  agony,  for  she  lay  writhing  in  the  toils  of  death, 
and  her  red  claws  relaxed  their  hold. 

Forthwith  the  son,  vouchsafed  by  oracles,  bared  his  arm  by 
casting  off  his  cloak  and  stretched  it  out  across  the  board 
crying  "Who  was  it  strove  to  slay  me  ?  Proclaim  it,  old  sirrah, 
for  thine  was  the  officious  zeal  and  thine  the  hand  from  which 
I  took  the  cup."  With  that  he  caught  the  grey-beard  by  the 
arm  and  set  to  searching  him  that  he  might  take  the  old  man 
red-handed  in  the  act.  So  was  he  detected,  and  under  strong 
constraint  declared  Creusa's  daring  deed  and  all  the  trick  of 
the  poisoned  draught.  Forth  rushed  the  young  man,  whom 
the  oracle  of  Loxias  to  his  sire  assigned,  taking  with  him 
the  banqueters,  and  standing  mid  the  Delphic  nobles  made 
harangue,  *'0  !  hallowed  soil,  a  stranger  woman,  daughter  of 
Erechtheus,  seeks  to  poison  me."  And  the  lords  of  Delphi 
decreed  by  general  vote  that  my  mistress  should  be  hurled 
from  the  rock  to  die,  because  she  strove  to  slay  the  priest 
and  compass  his  death  in  the  temple.  So  now  is  the  whole 
city  seeking  her,  who  hath  to  her  sorrow  sped  a  hapless 
journey  ;  for,  coming  to  crave  the  boon  of  offspring  from 
Phoebus,  she  hath  lost  her  life  and  children  too. 

Cho.  Ah  me !  I  see  no  way  at  all  to  turn  deaih's  hand 
aside ;  all,  all,  ere  this,  is  brought  to  light  owing  to  that  fatal 
draught  of  the  wine-god's  juice  mixed  for  death  with  drops 
of  viper's  gore,  quick  to  slay  ;  detected  is  our  offering  to  the 
dead ;  for  me  my  life  must  end  in  woe,  while  death  by 
stoning  waits  my  mistress.  How  can  I  escape?  Shall  I 
take  wings  and  fly  away,  or  creep  beneath  the  darksome 
caverns  of  the  earth,  striving  to  shun  the  doom  of  death  by 
stoning?  or  shall  I  mount  the  car  drawn  by  swiftest  steeds, 
or  embark  upon  a  ship?  No  man  may  hide  his  guilt,  save 
when  some  god  of  his  own  will  steals  him  away.     Ah  !  my 
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poor  mistress!  what  suffering  now  awaits  thy  soul?  Must 
then  our  wish  to  work  another  harm  end  in  our  own  discom- 
fiture, as  justice  doth  decree  ? 

Cre.  My  trusty  maids,  the  men  of  death  are  on  my  track  ; 
the  vote  of  Delphi  goes  against  me  ;  they  give  me  up  to  die. 

Cho.  Unhappy  one  !  we  know  thy  sad  mischance,  how 

thou  art  placed.  ,     ,  t    u 

Cre.  Oh  !  whither  can  I  fly?  for  scarce  had  I  the  start 
of  my  pursuers  from  the  house  in  my  race  for  life ;  'tis  by 
stealth  alone  that  I  have  thus  far  escaped  my  foes.       ^ 

Cho.  Where  shouldst  thou  fly  except  to  the  altar? 

Cre.  What  good  is  that  to  me  ? 

Cho.  To  slay  a  suppliant  is  forbidden. 

Cre.  Aye,  but  the  law  has  given  me  over  to  death. 

Cho.  Only  if  thou  fall  into  their  hands. 

Cre.  Look !  here  they  come,  cruel  champions  of  ven- 
geance, eagerly  brandishing  their  swords. 

Cho  Sit  thee  down  upon  the  altar  of  burnt-ofi'ermg  !  for 
if  thou  art  slain  there,  thou  wilt  fix  upon  thy  murderers  the 
stain  of  bloodguiltiness  ;  but  we  must  bear  our  fortune. 

Ion.  O  father  Cephissus,  with  the  bull-shaped  head,  what 
a  viper  is  this  thy  child,  or  dragon  with  fiery  eyes  that  dart 
a  murderous  gleam,  in  whose  heart  is  throned  incarnate 
daring,  noxious  as  those  Gorgon  drops  of  venom  wherewith 
she  sought  to  compass  my  death.  Seize  her,  that  the  peaks  of 
Parnassus  may  card  the  flowing  tresses  of  her  hair,  for  thence 
shall  she  be  hurled  headlong  amid  the  rocks.  My  lucky  star 
hath  kept  me  from  going  to  Athens,  there  to  fall  beneath 
the  power  of  a  step-mother.  For  I  have  gauged  thy 
feelincTs  towards  me-the  full  extent  of  thy  bitter  hostility- 
whilst^t  amongst  my  friends  ;^  for  hadst  ihou  once  shut  me 

'  Nauck  regards  \v  fn'fifi^xon:  as  spurious,  and  proposes  tv  <^"/'^'w- 
Paley  translates  "  for  among  those  who  have  befriended  me  I  reckon 
your  feelings,  so  far  as  you  were  a  bane  to  mc."  etc.,  apparentl) 
meaning  -the  outward  expression  of  your  hostility  here  has  really  Ueu 


up  within  thy  house,  my  road  to  Hades'  halls  had  led 
direct  from  thence.  This  altar  shall  not  save  thee,  nor  yet 
Apollo's  courts,  for  that  pity  thou  implorest  cries  out  more 
loudly  for  me  and  my  mother,  who,  though  absent  in  the 
flesh,  is  never  in  name  far  from  me.  Behold  this  cursed 
woman,  see  the  web  of  trickery  she  hath  woven  !  yet  comes 
she  cowering  to  Apollo's  altar,  thinking  to  escape  the  punish- 
ment of  her  misdeeds. 

Cre.  I  warn  thee  not  to  slay  me,  both  in  my  own  name 
and  in  his  at  whose  altar  I  am  stationed. 

Ion.  What  hast  thou  to  do  with  Phoebus? 

Cre.  This  body  I  devote  unto  that  god  to  keep. 

Ion.  And  yet  thou  wert  for  poisoning  his  minister? 

Cre.  But  thou  wert  not  Apollo's  any  longer,  but  thy 
father's. 

Ion.  Nay,  I  was  his  son,  that  is,  in  absence  of  a  real 
father. 

Cre.  Thou  wert  so  then ;  now  'tis  I,  not  thou,  who  am 
Apollo's. 

Ion.  Well,  thou  art  not  guiltless  now,  whereas  I  was  then. 

Cre.  I  sought  to  slay  thee  as  an  enemy  to  my  house. 

Ion.  And  yet  I  never  invaded  thy  country,  sword  in 
hand. 

Cre.  Thou  didst ;  and  thou  it  was  that  wert  casting  afire-i/^ 
brand  into  the  halls  of  Erechiheus. 

Ion.  What  sort  of  brand  or  flaming  fire  was  it  ? 

Cre.  Thou  didst  design  to  seize  my  home  against  my  will, 
and  make  it  thine. 

Ion.  What !  when  my  father  offered  me  a  kingdom  of 
his  getting. 

Cre.  How  had  the  sons  of  ^olus  any  share  in  the  realm 
of  Pallas  ? 

Ion.  Arms,  not  words,  he  brought  to  champion  it. 

my  salvation  by  showing  me  what  to  expect  when  I  was  wholly  in  your 
fKDwer. "' 
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Cre.  No  mere  ally  could  enter  into  an  inheritance  in  my 

land. 

Ion.  And  was  it  then  from  fear  of  consequences  that  thou 

didst  try  to  slay  me  ? 

Cre.  Yes,  lest  I  should  myself  perish  if  thou  wert  spared. 
Ion.  Doth  thy  childlessness  make  thee  envious  that  my 

father  found  me  ? 

Cre.  And  thou,  wilt  thou  rob  the  childless  of  her  home  ? 
Ion.   Had  I  then  no  share  at  all  in  my  fathers  heritage? 
Cre.  All  that  his  sword  and  shield  had  won  was  thine,   ^ 

and  thine  alone. 

Ion.  Quit  the  altar  and  sanctuary  built  for  gods. 

Cre.  Go  bid  thy  own  mother,  wherever  she  is,  do  that. 

Ion.  Shalt  thou  escape  all  punishment,  after  trying  to 

kill  me  ? 

Cre.  Not  if  thou  choose  to  butcher  me  within  this  shrine. 

Ion.  What  joy  can  it  give  thee  to  be  slain  amid  the 
sacred  wreaths  ? 

Cre.  There  is  one  whom  I  shall  grieve  of  those  who 

have  grieved  me. 

Ion.  Oh  !  'tis  passing  strange  how  badly  the  deity  hath 
enacted  laws  for  mortal  men,  contrary  to  all  sound  judgment ; 
for  instance,  they  should  ne'er  have  suffered  impious  men 
to  sit  at  their  altars,  but  should  have  driven  them  away ;  for 
it  was  nowise  right  that  hands  unclean  should  touch  the 
altars  of  the  gods,  though  the  righteous  deserved  to  find  a 
refuge  there  from  their  oppressors,  instead  of  good  and  bad 
alike  having  recourse  to  the  same  divine  protection  with 

equal  success. 

PvTH.  Pr.  Refrain  thyself,  my  son ;  for  I,  the  priestess 
of  Phoebus,  chosen  from  all  the  maids  of  Delphi  in  accor- 
dance with  the  tripod's  ancient  rite,  have  left  that  prophetic 
seat,  and  am  passing  o'er  this  threshold. 

Ion.  Hail  to  thee,  dear  mother  mine,— mother,  though 
thou  didst  not  give  me  birth. 


PvTH.  Pr.  Yes,   so  have  I   ever  been   called,  and  the 
title  causes  me  no  regret. 

Ion.  Hast  heard  how  this  woman  plotted  my  death?        \^ 

PvTH.  Pr.  I  have ;  thou,  too,  art  wrong  because  of  thy  ^ 
harshness. 

Ion.  Am  I  not  to  pay  back  murderers  in  their  coin  ? 

PvTH.  Pr.  Wives  ever  hate   the  children  of  a  former 
marriage.  ^ 

loN.  As  I  hate  step-dames  for  their  evil  treatment  of  me.  1/ 

PvTH  Pr.  Do  not  so  ;  but  leaving,  as  thou  art,  the  shrine, 
and  setting  forth  for  thy  countr)' — 

loN.  What  then  wouldst  thou  advise  me  do  ? 

PvTH.  Pr.  With  clean  hands  seek  Athens,  attended  by 
good  omens. 

Ion.    Surely  any  man  hath  clean   hands  who  slays  his 
enemies. 

PvTH.  Pr.  Do  not  thou  do  this;  but  take  the  counsel 
that  I  have  for  thee. 

Ion.  Say  on  ;  whate'er  thou  say'st  will  be  prompted  by 
thy  good  will.  l 

PvTH.  Pr.  Dost  see  this  basket  that  I  carry  in  my  arms?^^ 

Ion.  An  ancient  ark  with  chaplets  crowned. 

PvTH.  Pr.  Herein  I  found  thee  long  ago,  a  newborn 
babe. 

Ion.  What  sayest  thou  ?  there  is  novelty  in  the  story  thou 
art  introducing. 

PvTH.  Pr.  Yea,  for  I  was  keeping  these  relics  a  secret, 
but  now  I  show  them. 

Ion.  How  camest  thou  to  hide  them  on  that  day,  now 
long  ago,  when  thou  didst  find  me  ? 

PvTH.  Pr.  The  god  wished  to  have  thee  as  his  servant 
in  his  courts. 

Ion.  Does  he  no  longer  wish  it  ?  How  am  I  to  know  this  ? 

Pyth.  Pr.  By  declaring  to  thee  thy  sire,  he  dismisses 
thee  from  this  land. 
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Ion.  Is  it  by  his  command  thou  keepest  these  relics,  or 

why?  y 

Pyth.  Pr.  Loxias  put  in  my  heart  that  day-V 
Ion.  What  purpose?  Oh  !  speak,  finish  thy  story. 
Pyth.  Pr.  To  preserve  what  I  had  found  until  the  pre- 
sent time. 

Ion.  What  weal  or  woe  doth  this  import  to  me  ? 
Pyth.  Pr.   Herein  were   laid   the   swaddling-clothes   in 
which  thou  wert  enwrapped. 

Ion.  These  relics  thou  art  producing  may  help  me  to  find 

my  mother. 

Pyth.  Pr.  Yes,  for  now  the  deity  so  wills  it,  though  not 

before. 

Ion.  Hail  !  thou  day  of  visions  blest  to  me  ! 
Pyth.  Pr.  Take  then  the  relics  and  seek  thy  mother 
diligently.     And  when   thou   hast  traversed  Asia  and  the 
bounds  of  Europe,  thou  wilt  learn  this  for  thyself ;  for  the 
god's  sake  I  reared  thee,  my  child,    and  now  to  thee  do  I 
entrust  these  relics,  which  he  willed  that  I  should  take  into 
my  safe  keeping,  without  being  bidden  ;  why  he  willed  it  I 
cannot  tell  thee.    For  no  living  soul  wist  that  I  had  them 
in  my  possession,  nor   yet  their  hiding-place.     And  now 
farewell  !  as  a  mother  might   her   child,  so  I   greet  thee. 
The '  starting-point  of  thy  inquiry  for  thy  mother  mi:st  be 
this ;  first,  was  it  a  Delphian  maid  that  gave  birth  to  thee, 
and  exposed  thee  in  this  temple ;  next,  was  it  a  daughter  of 
Hellas  ^(tSr^^     That  is  all  that  I  and  Phoebus,  who  shares 
in  thy  lot,  can  do  for  thee.  ^Exit  Pythian  Prieste^^ 

Ion.  Ah  me  !  the  tears  stream  from  my  eyes  when  1 
think  of  the  day  my  mother  bore  me,  as  the  fruit  of  her 
secret  love,  only  to  smuggle  her  babe  away  privily,  without 
suckling  it ;  nameless  I  led  a  servant's  life  in  the  courts  of 
the  god.  His  service  truly  was  kindly,  yet  was  my  fortune 
»  Lines  1364— 1368  were  marked  by  Hirzel  as  spurious,  and  Nauck 
in  his  text  concurs  in  that  opinion. 
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lieavy;  for  just  when  I  ought  to  have  lain  softly  in"  a 
mother's  arms,  tasting  somewhat  oi  the  joys  of  life,  was  I 
deprived  of  a  fond  mother's  fostering  care/  Nor  less  is  she 
a  prey  to  sorrow  that  bare  me,  seeing  she  hath  suffered  the 
self-same  pang  in  losing  all  the  joy  a  son  might  bring. 
Now  will  I  take  and  bear  this  ark  unto  the  god  as  an 
offering,  that  herein  I  may  discover  naught  that  I  would 
rather  not.  For  if  haply  my  mother  proves  to  be  some 
slave-girl,  'twere  worse  to  find  her  out  than  let  her  rest  in 
silence.  O  !  Phoebus,  to  thy  temple  do  I  dedicate  this  ark. 
Yet  why  ?  this  is  to  war  against  the  god's  intention,  who 
saved  these  tokens  of  my  mother  for  my  sake.  I  must 
undo  the  lid  and  bear  the  worst.  For  that  which  fate 
ordains,  I  may  ne'er  o'erstep.  O  !  hallowed  wreaths  and 
fastenings,  that  have  kept  so  safe  these  relics  dear  to  me  ; 
why,  ah  !  why  were  ye  hidden  from  me  i^  Behold  the  covering 
of  this  rounded  ark  !  No  signs  of  age  are  here,  owing  to 
some  miracle;^  decay  hath  not  touched  these  chaplets ;  and 
yet  'tis  long  enough  since  these  were  stored  away. 

Cre.  Ha  !  what  unlooked-for  sight  is  here  ? 

Ion.  Peace,  woman  !  now,^  as  erst,  thou  art  my  enemy. 

Cre.  Silence  is  not  for  me.  Bid  me  not  be  still ;  for  lo  I  I 
see  the  ark  wherein  I  did  expose  thee,  my  child,  in  days 
gone  by,  whilst '  yet  a  tender  babe  [in  the  cavern  of  Cecrops, 
'neath  the  rocky  roof  of  Macrae].  So  now  will  I  leave  this 
altar,  though  death  await  me. 

Ion.  Seize  her ;  she  is  mad,  springing  thus  from  the 
shelter  of  the  carved  altar.     Bind  her  arms. 

Cre.  Kill  !  spare  not !  for  I  to  thee  will  cleave,  and  to 
this  ark,  and  all  that  is  within  it. 

*  Badham  reads  ri''x»7C  for  nvoc. 

*  Following  Paley's  emendation  (x/ya*  7roX«/iia  rat  iraqoSiv  rjoOa  ftot 
for  the  corrupt  MSS.  reading,  triyav  <rv  iroWd  kou  TrapoiBep  oJfrBa  fioi. 
Nauck  has  niya  <r  •  TroXAt),  K.r.X. 

'  Nauck  regards  1399  as  spurious  ;  Paley  preserves  it,  but  would 
omit  1400. 
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Ion.  Is  not  this  monstrous?   here  am   I  laid  claim  to 

on  a  specious  pretext/ 

Cre.  Nay,  nay,  but  as  a  friend  art  thou  by  friends  now 

found. 

Ion.  I  a  friend  of  thine  !  and  wouldst  thou,  then,  have 

slain  me  privily  ? 

Cre.  Thou  art  my  child,  if  that  is  what  a  parent  holds  most 

dear.  ^.  ,         ,,     .,,  _ 

Ion.  An  end  to  thy  web  of  falsehood  !     Right  well  will  I 

convict  thee. 

Cre.  My  child,   that  is  my  aim;   God   grant   I    reach 

Ion.  Is  this  ark  empty,  or  hath  it  aught  withm  ? 

Cre.  Thy  raiment  wherein  I  exposed  thee  long  ago. 

Ion.  Wilt  put  a  name  thereto  before  thou  see  it  ? 

Cre.  Unless  I  describe  it,  I  offer  to  die. 

Ion.  Say  on ;  there  is  something  strange  in  this  thy  con- 

fidence. 

Cre.  Behold  the  robe  my  childish  fingers  wove. 

Ion.  Describe  it ;  maidens  weave  many  a  pattern. 

Cre.  'Tis  not  perfect,  but  a  first  lesson,  as  it  were,  in 

weaving. 

Ion.  Describe  its  form  ;  thou  shalt  not  catch  me  thus 

Cre.  a  Gorgon  figures  in  the  centre  of  the  warp. 

Ion.  Great  Zeus  !  what  fate  is  this  that  dogs  my  steps? 

Cre.  'Tis  fringed  with  snakes  like  an  xg\s. 

Ion.  Lo  !  'tis  the  very  robe ;  how  true  we  find  the  voice 

of  God!'  .    .       u     1 

Cre.  Ah !     woven   work    that    erst   my    virgin    shuttle 

wrought. 

Ion.  Is  there  aught  beside,  or  stays  thy  lucky  guessing 

here? 

1  So  MSS.  Xoyv,  Badham  ^oXy,  Wecklein  /ii^. 

2  Badham  gives  an  ingenious  emendation,  rac    tffO'  {f^<riia3  i-c  <'f 
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Cre.  There  be  serpents,  too,  with  jaws  of  gold,  an  old- 
world  symbol* 

Ion.  Is  that  Athena's  gift,  bidding'*  her  race  grow  ^P 
under  their  guardianship  ? 

Cre.  Yes,  to  copy  our  ancestor  Erichthonius. 

Ion.  What  is  their  object  ?  what  the  use  of  these  golden 
gauds  ?  pray,  tell. 

Cre.  Necklaces   for   the   new-born   babe   to    wear,    my 

child. 

Ion.  Lo  !  here  they  lie.     Yet  would  I  know  the  third 

sign. 

Cre.  About  thy  brow  I  bound  an  olive-wreath  that  day,  ^ 
plucked  from  the  tree  Athena  first  made  grow  on  her  own 
rock.     If  haply  that  is  there,  it  hath  not  lost  its  verdure  yet, 
but  still  is  fresh,  for  it  came  from  the  stock  that  grows  not 

old. 

Ion.  Mother,  dearest  mother,  with  what  rapture  I  behold 
thee,  as  on  thy  cheeks,  that  share  my  joy,  I  press  my  lips  ! 

Cre.  My  son,  light  that  in  thy  mother's  eye  outshinest 
yonder  sun,— I  know  the  god  will  pardon  me,— in  my  arms 
I  hold  thee,  whom  I  never  hoped  to  find,  for  I  thought  thy 
home  was  in  that  nether  world,  among  the  ghosts  with  Queen 

Persephone.  . 

Ion.  Ah,  dear  mother  mine !  within  thy  arms  I  rest,  the 
dead  now  brought  to  light,  and  dead  no  more. 

Cre.  Hail,  thou  broad  expanse  of  bright  blue  sky  !  What 
words  can  I  find  to  utter  my  joy  aloud  ?  Whence  comes  to 
me  such  unexpected  rapture?  To  what  do  I  owe  this 
bliss? 

Ion.  This  is  the  last  thing  that  ever  would  have  occurred 
to  me,  mother,  that  I  was  thy  child. 

Cre.  With  fear  I  tremble  still. 

Ion.  Dost  thou  doubt  my  reality  ? 

*  MSS.  apxaiov  n.     Person  proposed  cfjOKoiTi  ^lapfuzipovrt, 
^  Reading  i)  riKv'  ivrpifuv  \iytt. 
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Cre.  Far  from  me  had  1  banished  these  hopes.  Whence, 
O  whence,  lady,  didst  thou  take  my  babe  into  thy  arms? 
Who  carried  him  to  the  courts  of  Loxias? 

Ion.  'Tis  a  miracle  !  Oh  !  may  we  for  the  rest  of  our 
career  be  happy,  as  we  were  hapless  heretofore. 

Cre.  In  tears  wert  thou  brought  forth,  my  child,  and  with 
sorrow  to  thy  mother  didst  thou  leave  her  arms ;  but  now  I 
breathe  again  as  I  press  my  lips  to  thy  cheek,  in  full  enjoy- 
ment of  happiness. 

Ion.  Thy  words  express  our  mutual  feelings. 

Cre.  No  more  am  I  of  son  and  heir  bereft ;  my  house  is 
stablished  and  my  country  hath  a  prince;  Erechtheus 
groweth  young  again  ;  no  longer  is  the  house  of  the  earth- 
born  race  plunged  in  gloom,  but  lifts  its  eyes  unto  the  radiant 
sun. 

Ion.  Mother  mine,  since  my  father  too  is  here,  let  him 
share  the  joy  I  have  brought  to  thee. 

Cre.  My  child,  my  child,  what  sayst  thou?  How  is  my 
sin  finding  me  out  ! 

Ion.  What  meanest  thou  ? 

Cre.  Thou  art  of  a  different,  far  different  stock. 

Ion.  Alas  for  me  !  Am  I  a  bastard,  then,  born  in  thy 
maiden  days? 

Cre.  Nor  nuptial  torch  nor  dance,  my  child,  ushered  in 
my  wedding  and  thy  birth. 

Ion.  O  mother,  mother  I  whence  do  I  draw  my  base 
origin  ? 

Cre.  Be  witness  she  who  slew  the  Gorgon, 

Ion.  What  meanest  thou  ? 

Cre  She  that  on  my  native  rocks  makes  the  olive-clad 
hill  her  seat. 

Ion.  Thy  words  to  me  are  but  as  cunning  riddles.  I 
cannot  read  them. 

Cre.  Hard   by   the  rock   with   nightingales   melodious, 

Phoebus, 
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Ion.  Why  dost  thou  mention  Phcebus  ? 

Cre.  Forced  on  me  his  secret  love. 

Ion.  Say  on  ;  for  thy  stor)'  will  crown  me  with  fame  and 
fortune. 

Cre.  And  as  the  tenth  month  came  round  I  bore  a  child 
to  Phoebus  in  secret. 

Ion.  Oh  !  thy  happy  tidings,  if  thy  story  is  true. 

Cre.  And  about  thee  as  swaddling-clothes  I  fastened  this 
my  maiden  work,  the  faulty  efforts  of  my  loom.  But  to  my 
breast  I  never  held  thy  lips,  or  suckled  or  washed  thee  with 
a  mother's  care ;  but  in  a  desert  cave  wert  thou  cast  out  to 
die,  for  taloned  kites  to  rend  and  feast  upon. 

Ion.  An  awful  deed  I     O  mother  ! 

Cre.  Fear  held  me  captive,  and  I  cast  thy  life  away,  my 
child  ;  I  would,  though  loth,  have  slain  thee  too. 

Ion.  Thou  too  wert  all  but  slain  by  me  most  impiously. 

Cre.  O  the  horror  of  all  I  suffered  then  !  O  the  horror 
of  what  is  to  follow  now  !  To  and  fro  from  bad  to  good  we 
toss,  though  now  the  gale  is  shifting  round.  May  it  remain 
steady !  the  past  brought  sorrows  enough  ;  but  now  hath  a 
fair  breeze  sprung  up,  my  son,  to  waft  us  out  of  woe. 

Cho.  Let  no  man  ever  deem  a  thing  past  hoping  for, 
when  he  turns  an  eye  towards  what  is  happening  now. 

Ion.  O  Fortune  !  who  ere  now  hast  changed  the  lot  of 
countless  mortals  first  to  grief,  and  then  to  joy  again,  to 
what  a  goal  my  life  had  come,  even  to  staining  my  hands 
with  a  mother's  blood  and  enduring  sufferings  ill-deserved  ! 
Ah  well !  may  we  not  learn  these  truths  daily  in  all  that 
the  bright  sun  embraces?  O  mother,  in  thee  have  I 
made  a  happy  discovery,  and  from  my  point  of  view  there 
is  no  fault  to  find  with  my  birth ;  but  what  remains  I  fain 
would  speak  to  thee  apart.  Come  hither,  for  I  would  say 
a  word  in  thine  ear,  and  o'er  these  matters  cast  the  veil  of 
silence.  Bethink  thee,  mother,  carefully ;  didst  thou  make 
the  fatal  slip,  that  maidens  will,  as  touching  secret  amours. 
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and  then  upon  the  god  wouldst  foist  the  blame,  in  thy 
anxiety  to  escape  the  shame  of  my  birth  asserting  that 
Phoebus  is  my  sire,  albeit  the  god  was  not  the  parent. 

Cre.  Nay,  by  our  queen  of  V^ictory,  Athena,  that  fought 
by  Zeus,  in  days  gone  by,  high  on  his  car  against  the  earth- 
born  giants  I  swear,  no  mortal  is  thy  father,  my  son,  but 
King  Loxias  himself  who  brought  thee  up. 

Ion.  How  then  is  it  he  gave  his  own  child  to  another 
father,  declaring  that  I  was  begotten  of  Xuthus  ? 

Cre.  **  Begotten  "  he  never  said,  but  as  a  gift  he  doth 
bestow  thee  his  own  son  on  him  ;  for  friend  might  give  to 
friend  even  his  own  son  to  rule  his  house. 

Ion.  Mother  mine,  this  thought  disturbs  my  breast,  as 
well  it  may,  whether  the  god  speaks  truth  or  gives  an  idle 
oracle. 

Cre.  Hear,  then,  my  son,  the  thought  that  hath  occurred 
to  me ;  Loxias  out  of  kindness  is  establishing  thee  in  a  noble 
family,  for  hadst  thou  been  called  the  god's  son,  thou  hadst 
never  inherited  a  father's  home  and  name.  How  couldst 
thou,  when  I  strove  to  hide  my  marriage  with  him  and 
would  have  slain  thee  privily  ?  But  he  for  thy  interest  is 
handing  thee  over  to  another  father. 

Ion.  Not  thus  lightly  do  I  pursue  the  inquiry ;  nay,  I 
will  enter  Apollo's  shrine  and  question  him  whether  I  am 
the  child  of  a  mortal  sire  or  his  own  son.  Ha  !  who  is  that 
hovering  o'er  the  incense-smoking  roof,  and  showing  to  our 
gaze  a  heavenly  face,  bright  as  the  sun?  Let  us  fly,  mother, 
that  we  see  not  sights  divine,  unless  haply  it  is  right 
we  should. 

Ath.  Fly  not !  I  am  no  foe  ye  seek  to  shun,  but  alike 
in  Athens  and  this  place  your  kindly  friend.  Tis  I,  Pallas, 
after  whom  your  land  is  named,  that  am  here,  by  Apollo 
sent  in  headlong  haste ;  for  he  thought  not  fit  to  appear 
before  you  twain,  lest  his  coming  might  provoke  reproaches 
for  the  past ;  but  me  he  sends  to  proclaim  to  you  his  words. 
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how  that  this  is  thy  mother,  and  Apollo  thy  sire;  while  thy- 
self he  doth  bestow,  as  seems  him  good,  not  indeed  on  him 
that  begat '  thee,  nay,  but  that  he  may  bring  thee  to  a  house  of 
high  repute.  P'or  when  this  matter  was  brought  lo  light,  he 
devised  a  way  of  deliverance,  fearing  that  thoi/wouldst  be 
slain  by  thy  mother's  wiles  and  she  by  thine.v/  Now  it  was 
King  Apollo's  wish  to  keep  this  matter  secret  awhile,  and  then 
in  Athens  to  acknowledge  this  lady  as  thy  mother  and  thyself 
as  the  child  of  her  and  Phoebus.  But  to  end  the  business 
and  discharge  his  oracles  for  the  god,  I  bid  you  hearken ;  for 
such  was  my  purpose  in  yoking  my  chariot-steeds.  Do 
thou,  Creusa,  take  this  stripling  and  to  Cecrops'  land  set 
forth ;  and  there  upon  the  monarch's  throne  establish  him^ 
for  from  Erechtheus'  stock  is  he  sprung,  and  therefore  hath 
a  right  to  rule  that  land  of  mine,  ^'hrough  Hellas  shall  his 
fame  extend ;  for  his  children, — four  branches  springing  from 
one  root, — shall  give  their  names  to  the  land  and  to  the 
tribes  of  folk  therein  that  dwell  upon  the  rock  I  love^ 
Teleon  ^  shall  be  the  first ;  and  next  in  order  shall  come  the 
Hopletes  and  Argades ;  and  then  the  ^gicores,  called  after 
my  aegis,  shall  form  one  tribe.  And  their  children  again 
shall  in  the  time  appointed  found  an  island  home  amid  the 
Cyclades  and  on  the  sea-coast,  thereby  strengthening  my 
country ;  for  they  shall  dwell  upon  the  shores  of  two  con- 
tinents, of  Europe  and  of  Asia,  on  either  side  the  strait ;  and 
in  honour  of  Ion's  name  shall  they  be  called  lonians 
and  win  them  high  renown.  From  Xuthus  too  and  thee 
I  see  a  common  stock  arise ;  Dorus,  whence  the  famous 
Dorian  state  will  spring  ;  and  after  him  Achaeus  in  the  land 
of  Pelops  ;  he  shall  lord  it  o'er  the  seaboard  nigh  to  Rhium, 
and  his  folk,  that  bear  his  name,  shall  win  the  proud  dis- 
tinction of  their  leader's  title.     Thus   in  all  hath  Apollo 

*  oif  <pv(ra<n  a<,  Stephens'  emendation  for  ov  0a<T»  (ft. 
^  Fanciful  derivations  for  the  names  of  the  four  primitive  Attic  tribes 
are  here  given. 
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rightly  done ;  first  did  he  deliver  thee  of  thy  babe  without 
sickness,  so  that  thy  friends  knew  naught ;  and  after  thou 
didst  bear  this  child  and  in  swaddling-clothes  hadst  laid 
him,  he  bade  Hermes  carry  him  in  his  arms  hither,  and 
did  rear  him,  suffering  him  not  to  die.  Now  therefore 
hold  thy  peace  as  to  this  thy  child's  real  parentage,  that 
Xuthus  may  delight  in  his  fond  fancy,  and  thou,  lady, 
continue  to  enjoy  thy  blessing.  So  fare  ye  well !  for  to 
you  I  bring  tidings  of  a  happier  fate  after  this  respite  from 
affliction. 

Ion.  O  Pallas,  daughter  of  almighty  Zeus,  in  full  as- 
surance will  we  accept  thy  words ;  for  I  am  convinced  of 
my  parentage  from  Loxias  and  this  lady ;  which  *  even  before 
was  not  incredible. 

Cre.  To  what  I  say  give  ear.  My  former  blame  of 
Phoebus  now  is  turned  to  praise,  because  he  now  restores  to 
me  the  babe  whom  erst  he  slighted.  Now  are  these  '^  portals 
fair  unto  mine  eyes  and  this  oracle  of  the  god,  though 
before  I  hated  them.  With  joy  now  I  even  cling  to  the 
knocker  on  the  door  and  salute  the  gates. 

Ath.  I  commend  thee  for  thy  sudden  change,  and  thy 
fair  words  about  the  god.  Tis  ever  thus  ;  Heaven's  justice 
may  tarry  awhile,  yet  comes  it  at  the  last  in  no  wise 
weakened. 

Cre.  My  son,  let  us  set  out  for  home. 

Ath.  Go  ;  I  will  follow. 

Ion.  a  guide  we  well  may  prize. 

Cre.  Aye,  and  one  that  holds  our  city  dear. 

Ath.  Go,  sit  thee  down  upon  the  throne  of  thy  an- 
cestors. 

Ion.  Tis  my  heritage  and  I  value  it. 

*  Dobree  emends  Kti  rovr'  d-maToi'  ;/i'  t/iot  which  certainly  gives  a 
meaning  more  consistent  with  the  facts. 
'  Kirchhoff  reads  x^'P*''  ^'^^  *'*^'  ^  • 
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Cho.  All  hail,  Apollo,  son  of  Zeus  and  Latona  !  'Tis 
only  right  that  he,  whose  house  is  sore  beset  with  trouble, 
should  reverence  God  and  keep  good  heart ;  for  at  the  last 
the  righteous  find  their  just  reward,  but  the  wicked,  as  their 
nature  is,  will  never  prosper. 
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IIei.en. 

Teucer. 

Chorus  [Ladies  attendant  on  Helen). 

Menelaus. 

Old  Woman  {Portresi), 

MESSEN(iER. 

Theonoe. 

THEOCLYMENI'S. 

The  Dioscuri. 


Scene.  -Tomb  of  Proteus  in  ihc  island  of  Pharos. 


HELEN. 

Hel.  Lo  !  these  are  the  fair  virgin  streams  of  Nile,  the 
river  that  waters  Egypt's  tilth,  fed  by  pure  melting  snow 
instead  of  rain  from  heaven.  Proteus  during  his  life-time 
was  king  of  this  land,  dwelling  in  the  isle  of  Pharos,  and 
ruling  o'er  Egypt ;  and  he  took  to  wife  one  of  the  daughters 
of  the  sea,  Psamathe,  after  she  left  the  embraces  of  ^acus. 
Two  children  she  bare  in  this  his  palace,  a  son  Theocly- 
menus,  who'  hath  passed  his  life  in  duteous  service  to  the 
gods,  and  likewise  a  noble  daughter,  her  mother's  pride, 
called  Eido  in  her  infancy,  but  when  she  reached  her  youth- 
ful prime,  the  age  for  wedded  joys,  renamed  Theonoe ;  for 
well  she  knew  whate'er  the  gods  design,  both  present  and 
to  come,  for  she  had  won  this  guerdon  from  her  grandsiie 
Nereus.  Nor  is  my  fatherland  unknown  to  fame,  e'en 
Sparta,  or  my  sire  Tyndareus ;  for  a  legend  tells  how  Zeus 
winged  his  way  to  my  mother  Leda's  breast,  in  the  sem- 
blance of  a  bird,  even  a  swan,  and  thus  as  he  fled  from  an 
eagle's  pursuit,  achieved  by  guile  his  amorous  purpose,  if 
this  tale  be  true.  My  name  is  Helen,  and  I  will  now  re- 
count the  sorrows  I  have  suffered.  To  a  hollow  vale  on 
Ida  came  three  goddesses  to  Paris,  for  beauty's  prize  con- 
tending, Hera  and  Cypris,  and  the  virgin  child  of  Zeus, 
eager  to  secure  his  verdict  on  their  loveliness.  Now  Cypris 
held  out  my  beauty, — if  aught  so  wretched  deserves  that 
name,— as  a  bribe  before  the  eyes  of  Paris,  saying  he  should 

Reading  of  with  Hermann  and  Paley,  with  Scnliger's  insertion  of 
^v  after  ^iqkKv^ivov,  instead  of  on  li], 
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marry  me;  and  so  she  won  the  day  ;  wherefore  the  shepherd 

of  Ida  left  his  steading,  and  came  to  Sparta,  thinking  to  win 

me  for  his  bride.     But    Hera,  indignant  at  not  defeating 

the  goddesses,  brought  to   naught  my  marriage  with  Paris, 

and  gave  to  Priam's  princely  son  not  Helen,  but  a  phantom 

endowed  with  life,  that  she  made  in  my  image  out  of  the 

breath  of  heaven  ;  and  Paris  thought  that  I  was  his,  although 

I  never  was, — an  idle  fancy  !     Moreover,  the  counsels  of 

Zeus  added  further  troubles  unto  these;  for  upon  the  land 

of  Hellas  and  the  hapless  Phrygians  he  brought  a  war,  that 

he  might  lighten  molher-earth  of  her  myriad  hosts  of  men, 

and  to  the  bravest  of  the  sons  of  Hellas  bring  renown.     So 

I  was  set  up  as  a  prize  for  all  the  chivalry  of  Hellas,  to  test 

the  might  of  Phrygia,  yet  not  I,  but  my  name  alone;  for 

Hermes  caught  me  up  in  the  embracing  air,  and  veiled  me  in 

a  cloud;  for  Zeus  was  not  unmindful  of  me;  and  he  set  me 

down  here  in  the  house  of  Proteus,  judging  him  to  be  the 

most  virtuous  of  all  mankind;  that  so  1  might  preserve  my 

marriage  with    Menelaus    free   from    taint.       Here  then  I 

abide,  while  my  hapless   lord  has  gathered  an  army,  and  is 

setting  out  for  the  towers  of  Jlium  to  track  and  recover  me. 

And  there  byScamander's  streams  hath  many  a  life  breathed 

out  its   last,   and   all   for   me ;  and   I,   that  have  endured 

all   this,  am   accursed,    and  seem  to    have    embroiled  all 

Hellas  in  a  mighty  war  by  proving  a  traitress  to  my  husband. 

Why,  then,  do  I  prolong  my  life  ?    Because  I  heard  Hermes 

declare,  that  I  should  yet  again  make  my  home  on  Sparta's 

glorious  soil,  with  my  lord,— for  Hermes  knew  I  never  went  to 

Ilium, — that  so  I  might  never  submit  to  any  other's  wooing. 

Now  as  long  as  Proteus  gazed  upon  yon  glorious  sun,  I  was 

safe  from   marriage;  but  when  o'er   him  the  dark   grave 

closed,  the  dead  man's  son  was  eager  for  my  hand.     But  I, 

from  regard  to  my  former  husband,  am  throwing  myself  down 

in  suppliant  wise  before  this  tomb  of  Proteus,  praying  him  to 

guard  my  husband's  honour,  that,  though  through  Hellas  I 


bear  a  name  dishonoured,  at  least  my  body  here  may  not 
incur  disgrace, 

Teu.  Who  is  lord  and  master  of  this  fenced  palace? 
The  house  is  one  I  may  compare  to  the  halls  of  Plutus,  with 
its  royal  bulwarks  and  towering  buildings.  Ha !  great  gods ! 
what  sight  is  here?  I  see  the  counterfeit  of  that  fell  mur- 
derous  dame,  who  ruined  me  and  all  the  Achaeans.  May 
Heaven  show  its  loathing  for  thee,  so  much  dost  thou  re- 
semble Helen  !  Were  I  not  standing  on  a  foreign  soil,  with 
this  welUaimfed  shaft  had  I  worked  thy  death,  thy  reward  for 
resembling  the  daughter  of  Zeus. 

Hel.  Oh  !  why,  poor  man,  whoe'er  thou  art,  dost  thou 
turn  from  me, loathing  me  for  those  troubles  Helen  caused? 

Teu.  I  was  wrong ;  I  yielded  to  my  anger  more  than  I 
ought ;  my  *  reason  was,  the  hate  all  Hellas  bears  to  that 
daughter  of  Zeus.  Pardon  me,  lady,  for  the  words  I 
uttered. 

Hel.  Who  art  thou?  whence  comest  thou  to  visit  this 

land  ? 

Teu.  One  of  those  hapless  Achaeans  am  I,  lady. 

HvaJ  No  wonder  then  that  thou  dost  hate  Helen.  But 
say,  who  art  thou?  Wlience  comest  ?  By  what  name  am 
I  to  call  thee? 

Teu.  My  name  is  Teucer;  my  sire  was  Telamon,  and 
Salamis  is  the  land  that  nurtured  me. 

Hel.  Then  why  art  thou  visiting  these  meadows  by  the 
Nile? 

Teu.  a  wanderer  I,  an  exile  from  my  native  land. 
Hel.  Thine  must  be  a  piteous  lot;  who  from  thy  country 
tlrives  thee  out  ? 

Teu.'  My  father  Telamon.  Couldst  find  a  nearer  and  a 
dearer  ? 

This  line  is  bracketed  by  Nauck  as  suspicious. 
Badham  regards  the  next  three  lines  as  spurious. 
*  Nauck  considers  this  and  the  next  line  ihterpolated. 
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Hel.   But  why  ?     This  case  is  surely  fraught  with  woe. 
Teu.  The  death   of  Alas   my  brother   at  Troy,  was  my 

ruin. 

Hel.   How  so?  surely  'twas  not  thy  sword  that  stole  his 

life  away  ? 

Teu.   He  threw  himself  on  his  own  blade  and  died. 

Hel.  Was  he  mad  ?  for  who  with  sense  endowed  would 
bring  himself  to  this? 

Teu.   Dost  thou  know  aught  of  .Vchilles,  son  of  Pele.us? 

Hel.  He  came,  so  I  have  heard,  to  woo  Helen  once. 

Teu.  When  he  died,  he  left  his  arms  for  his  comrades  to 

contest. 

Hel.  Well,  if  he  did,  what  harm  herein  to  Aias? 

Teu.  When  another  won  these  arms,  to  himself  he  put  an 

end. 

Hel.  Art  thou  then  a  sufferer  by  woes  that  he  inflicted? 

Teu.  Yes,  because  I  did  not  join  him  in  his  death. 

Hel.  So   thou   camest,  sir   stranger,   to  Ilium's  famous 

town  ? 

Teu.  Aye,  and,  after  helping  to  sack  it,  myself  did  learn 

what  ruin  meant. 

Hel.  Is  Troy  already  fired  and  utterly  by  flames  con- 
sumed ? 

Teu.  Yea,  so  that  not  so  much  as  one  vestige  of  her 

walls  is  now  to  be  seen. 

Hel.  Woe  is  thee,  poor  Helen!  thou  art  the  cause  of 

Phrygians  ruin. 

Teu.  And  of  Achc^a's  too.     Ah  !  'tis  a  tale  of  grievous 

misery  ! 

Hel.   How  long  is  it  since  the  city  was  sacked? 

Teu.  Nigh  seven  fruitful '  seasons  have  come  and  gone. 

Hel.  And  how  much  longer  did  ye  abide  in  Troy  ? 

Teu.  Many  a  weary  month,  till  through  ten  full  years 
the  moon  had  held  her  course. 

'  Nauck  proposes  xa^inficv^Sot  cap7n/*oi/f .  but  unnecessarily  it  sccnis. 
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Hel.  And  did  ye  capture  that  Spartan  dame? 

Teu.  Menelaus  caught  her  by  the  hair,  and  was  for 
dragging  her  away. 

Hel.  Didst  thou  thyself  behold  that  unhappy  one?  or 
art  thou  speaking  from  hearsay  ? 

Teu.  As  plain  as  I  now  see  tliee,  I  then  saw  her. 

Hel.  Consider  whether  ye  were  but  indulging  an  idle 
fancy  sent  by  heaven. 

Teu.  Bethink  thee  of  some  other  topic;  no  more  of 
her ! 

Hel.*  Are  you  so  sure  this  fancy  was  reliable? 

Tfu."^  With  these  eyes  I  saw  her  face  to  face,  if  so  be  I  see 
thee  now. 

Hel.  Hath  Menelaus  reached  his  home  by  this  time  with 
his  wife  ? 

Teu.  No  ;  he  is  neither  in  Argos,  nor  yet  by  the  streams 
of  Eurotas. 

Hel.  Ah  me  !  here  is  evil  news  for  those  to  whom  thou 
art  telling  it. 

Teu.  'Tis  said  he  disappeared  with  his  wife. 

Hel.  Did  not  all  the  Argives  make  the  passage  together? 

Teu.  Yes  ;  but  a  tempest  scattered  them  in  every  direc- 
tion. 

Hel.  In  what  quarter  of  the  broad  ocean? 

Teu.  They  were  crossing  the  ^gean  in  mid  channel. 

Hel.  And  after  that,  doth  no  man  know  of  Menelaus' 
arrival  ? 

Teu.  No,  none  ;  but  through  Hellas  is  he  reported  to  be 
dead. 

Hel.  Then  am  I  lost.  Is  the  daughter  of  Thestius 
alive  ? 


*  Nauck  brackets  this  line  and  the  next ;  they  were  also  condemned 
by  Ribl)eck  and  Czwalina. 

'  Reading  avrog  yap  oaaoiq  ilSov,  it  xal  vvv  a^opd.  The  correcticm 
fr^ov  li  is  due  to  Clark,  the  kcu  vvv  a  opui  to  Hermann. 
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Teu.  Dost  speak  of  Leda  ?     She  is  dead ;  aye,  dead  and 

gone. 

Hfl.  Was  it  Helen's  shame  that  caused  her  death? 
Teu.  Aye,  'tis  said  she  tied  the  noose  about  her  noble 

neck. 

Hel.  Are  the  sons  of  Tyndareus  still  alive  or  not? 

Teu.  Dead,  and  yet  alive  :  'tis  a  double  story. 

Hel.  Which  is  the  more  credible  report  ?     Woe  is  me  for 

my  sorrows  ! 

Teu.   Men  say   that  they  are   gods    in    the   likeness  of 

stars. 

Hel.  That  is  happy  news  ;  but  what  is  the  other  ru- 
mour? 

Teu.  That  they  by  self-inflicted  wounds  gave  up  the 
ghost  because  of  their  sister's  shame.  But  enough  of  such 
talk !  I  have  no  wish  to  multiply  my  griefs.  The  reason  of 
my  coming  to  this  royal  palace  was  a  wish  to  see  that  famous 
prophetess  Theonoe.  Do  thou  the  means  aftbrd,  that  I  from 
her  may  obtain  an  oracle  how  I  shall  steer  a  favourable  course 
to  the  sea-girt  shores  of  Cyprus;  for  there  Apollo  hath  de- 
clared my  home  shall  be,  giving  to  it  the  name  of  Salamis, 
my  island  home,  in  honour  of  that  fatherland  across  the  main. 

Hel.  That  shall  the  voyage  itself  explain,  sir  stranger  : 
but  do  thou  leave  these  shores  and  fly,  ere  the  son  of  Proteus, 
the  ruler  of  this  land,  catch  sight  of  thee.  Now  is  he  away 
with  his  trusty  hounds  tracking  his  savage  quarry  to  the 
death  ;  for  every  stranger  that  he  catcheth  from  the  land  of 
Hellas  doth  he  slay.  His  reason  never  ask  to  know ;  my 
lips  are  sealed  ;  for  what  could  word  of  mine  avail  thee  ? 

Teu.  Lady,    thy  words  are  fair.     Heaven  grant  thee  a 

fair  requital  for  this  kindness  !     For  though  in  form  thou 

dost  resemble  Helen,  thy  soul  is  not  like  hers,  nay,  very 

different.     Perdition  seize  her  !     May  she  never  reach  the 

•streams  of  Eurotas  !     But  thine  be  joy  for  evermore,  lady  ! 

\_Exit  Teucer. 
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Hel.  Ah  me  !  what  piteous  dirge  shall  I  strive  to  utter, 
now  that  I  am  beginning  my  strain  of  bitter  lamentation  ? 
What  Muse  shall  I  approach  with  tears  or  songs  of  death  or 
woe  ?  Ah  me  !  ye  Sirens,  Earth's  virgin  daughters,  wingbd 
maids,  come,  oh  !  come  to  aid  my  mourning,  bringing  with  you 
the  Libyan  flute  or  pipe,  to'  waft  to  Persephone's  ear  a  tearful 
plaint,  the  echo  of  my  sorrow,  with  grief  for  grief,  and  mourn- 
ful chant  for  chant,  with  songs  of  death  and  doom  to  match 
my  lamentation,  that  in  return  she  may  receive  from  me,  be- 
sides my  tears,  dirges  for  the  departed  dead  beneath  her 
gloomy  roof ! 

Cho.  Beside  the  deep-blue  water  I  chanced  to  be  hang- 
ing purple  robes  along  the  tendrils  green  and  on  the  sprout- 
ing reeds',  to  dry  them  in  the  sun-god's  golden  blaze,  when  * 
lo  !  I  heard  a  sound  of  woe,  a  mournful  wail,  the  voice  of 
one  crying  aloud  in  her  anguish  ;  yea,  such  a  cry  of  woe  as 
Naiad  nymph  might  send  ringing  o'er  the  hills,  while  to  her 
cry  the  depths  of  rocky  grots  re-echo  her  screams  at  the 
violence  of  Pan. 

Hel.  Woe!  woe  !  ye  maids  of  Hellas,  booty  of  barba- 
rian sailors  !  one  hath  come,  an  Achaean  mariner,  bringing 
fresh  tears  to  me,  the  news  of  Ilium's  overthrow,  how  that  it 
is  left  to  the  mercy  of  the  foeman's  flame,  and  all  for  me  the 
murderess,  or  for  my  name  with  sorrow  fraught.  While  for 
anguish  at  my  deed  of  shame,  hath  Leda  sought  her  death 
by  hanging  ;  and  on  the  deep,  to  weary  wandering  doomed 
my  lord  hath  met  his  end ;  and  Castor  and  his  brother,  twin 
glory  of  their  native  land,  are  vanished  from  men's  sight, 
leaving  the  plains  that  shook  to  their  galloping  steeds,  and 
the  course  beside  reed-fringed  Eurotas,  where  those  youthful 
athletes  strove. 

Cho.  Ah,    misery  !      Alas  !    for   thy   grievous   destiny  ! 

'  Paley's  reading,  adopted  from  Hermann,  is  here  followed. 
'  Reading  with  Badham  Iv^iv  olicrpby  'vfiaSov  UXvor,  and  omitting 
avfiioaatfy  with  a  lacuna  before  aiay^aai. 
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Woe  for  thy  sad  lot,  lady  !  Ah  !  'twas  a  day  of  sorrow  meted 
out  for  thee  when  Zeus  came  glancing  through  the  sky  on 
snowy  pinions  like  a  swan  and  won  thy  mother's  heart.  What 
evil  is  not  thine?  Is  there  a  grief  in  life  that  thou  hast  not 
endured  ?  Thy  mother  is  dead  ;  the  two  dear  sons  of  Zeus 
have  perished  miserably/  and  thou  art  severed  from  thy 
country's  sight,  while  through  the  towns  of  men  a  rumour 
runs,  consigning  thee,  my  honoured  mistress,  to  a  barbarian's 
bed;  and  'mid  the  ocean  waves  thy  lor^i  hath  lost  his  life, 
and  never,  never  more  shalt  thou  fill  with  glee  thy  father's 
halls  or  Athena's  temple  of  the  *'  Brazen  House." 

Hkl.  Ah  !  who  was  that  Phrygian,  who  was  he,^  that  felled 
that  pine  with  sorrow  fraught  for  Ilium,  and  for  those  thai 
came  from  Hellas?  Hence  it  was  that  Priam's  son  his 
cursed  barque  did  build,  and  sped  by  barbarian  oars  sailed 
unto  my  home,  in  quest  of  beauty,  woman's  curse,  to  win 
me  for  his  bride;  and  with  him  sailed  the  treacherous  queen 
of  Love,  on  slaughter  bent,  with  death  alike  for  Priam's 
sons,  and  Danai  too.  Ah  me  !  for  my  hard  lot !  Next, 
Hera,  stately  bride  of  Zeus,  seated  on  her  golden  throne, 
sent  the  son  of  Maia,  swift  of  foot,  who  caught  me  up  as 
I  was  gathering  fresh  rose-buds  in  the  folds  of  my  robe, 
that  I  might  go  to  the  *'  Brazen  House,"  and  bore  me 
through  the  air  to  this  loveless  land,  making  me  an  object 
of  unhappy  strife  'twixt  Hellas  and  the  race  of  Priam.  And 
my  name^s  but  a  sound  without  reality  beside  the  streams 
ofSimois.  / 

Cho.  Well  I  know  thou  hast  a  bitter  lot  to  bear;  still  'tis 
best  to  bear  as  lightly  as  we  may  the  ills  that  life  is  heir  to. 

Hel.  Good  friends,  to  what  a  fate  am  I  united  ?  Did 
not  my  mother  bear  me  to  be  a  monster  to  the  world  ?    For ' 

*   Herwerden  conjectures  ovk  ttrr'  iv  0o«  for  MS.  ovk  ivcatfiovd. 
'  The  reading  followed  is  Hermann's  correction,  as  adopted  by  Palcy 
in  place  of  the  old  unmetrical  and  unmeaning  reading. 
^  Badham  regards  lines  257-259  as  spurious. 
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no  woman,  Hellene  or  barbarian,  gives  birth  to  babes  in 
eggs  inclosed,  as  they  say  Leda  bare  me  to  Zeus.  My  life 
and  all  I  do  is  one  miracle,  partly  owing  to  Hera,  and  partly 
is  my  beauty  to  blame.  Would  God  I  could  rub  my  beauty 
out  like  a  picture,  and  assume  '  hereafter  in  its  stead  a  form 
less  comely,  and  oh !  that  Hellas  had  forgotten  the  evil  fate 
that  now  I  bear,  and  were  now  remembering  my  career  of 
honour  as  surely  as  they  do  my  deeds  of  shame.  Now,  if  a 
nian  doth  turn  his  eyes  to  a  single  phase  of  fortune,  and 
meets  ill-usage  at  heaven's  hands,  'tis  hard  no  doubt;  but 
still  it  can  be  borne ;  but  I  in  countless  troubles  am  in- 
volved. First,  although  I  never  sinned,  my  good  name  is 
gone.  And  this  is  a  grief  beyond  the  reality,  if  a  man  incurs 
blame  for  sins  that  are  not  his.  Next,  have  the  gods  re- 
moved me  from  my  native  land,  to  dwell  with  men  of  barbarous  ^ 
habits,  and  reft  of  every  friend,  I  am  become  a  slave  though 
free  by  birth  ;  for  amongst  barbarians  all  are  slaves  but  one. 
And  the  last  anchor  that  held  my  fortunes,  the  hope  that 
my  husband  would  return  one  day,  and  rid  me  of  my  woes, 
is  now  no  more,  lost  since  the  day  he  died.  My  mother 
too,  is  dead,  and  I  am  called  her  murderess,  unjustly  it  is 
true,  but  still  that  injustice  is  mine  to  bear ;  and  she  that 
was  the  glory  of  my  house,  my  darling  child,  is  growing  old 
and  grey,  unwedded  still ;  and  those  twin  brethren,  called 
the  sons  of  Zeus,  are  now  no  more.  But  'tis  fortune,  not 
my  own  doing,  that  hath  crushed  me  with  sorrow  and  slain 
me.  And  this  is  the  last  evil  of  all ;  if  ever  I  come  to  my 
native  land,  they  will  shut  me  up  in  prison,  thinking  me 
that  Helen  of  Ilium,  in  quest  of  whom  Menelaus  came 
thither.  Were  my  husband  still  alive,  we  might  have  recog- 
nized each  other,  by  having  recourse  to  tokens  which  our- 
selves alone  would  know.  But  now  this  may  not  be,  nor  is 
there  any  chance  of  his  escape.     Why  then  do  I  prolong 

Reading   Hermann's    Xa/3otv  =  Xa/3oi/ii  for    MS.  Xo^aK       Porson 
proposed  \a^ov  and  Nauck's  text  gives  tXa^ov. 
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my  life?  What  fortune  have  I  still  in  store?  Shall  I  choose 
marriage  as  an  alternative  of  evils,  and  dwell  with  a  barbarian 
lord,  seated  at  his  sumptuous  board?  No  !  when  a  husband 
she  loathes  is  mated  with  a  woman,  even  life  is  loathly  to 
her.  Best  for  her  to  die  ;  but  how  shall  I  die  a  noble  death? 
The '  dangling  noose  is  an  uncomely  end  ;  even  slaves  con- 
sider it  a  disgrace ;  to  stab  oneself  hath  something  fair  and 
noble  in  it ;  'tis  a  small  thing  that  moment  of  ridding 
the  flesh  ^  of  life.  Yes,  it  must  be ;  I  am  plunged  so  deep 
in  misery  ;  for  that  beauty,  which  to  other  women  is  a  boon, 
to  me  hath  been  a  very  bane. 

Cho.  Helen,  never  believe  that  the  stranger,  whoe'er  he 
was  that  came,  has  spoken  naught  but  truth. 

Hel.  Yet  he  said  so  clearly  that  my  lord  was  dead. 

Cho.  There  is  much  that  falsehood  seems  to  make  quite 
clear. 

Hel.  The  word^  of  truth  hath  a  very  different  sound  to 

falsehood. 

Cho.  Thou  art   inclined   to  misfortune,   rather  than  to 

luck. 

Hel.  Fear  girds  me  with  terrors  as  with  a  garment,  and 

takes  me  in  her  train. 

Cho.  What  friends  hast  thou  within  the  palace? 

Hel.  All  are  my  friends  here  save  him  who  seeks  to  wed 

me. 

Cho.  Thy  action  then   is  clear  ;   leave  thy  seat   at  the 

tomb. 

Hel.  To  what  words  or  advice  art  thou  leading  up? 

Cho.  Go  in  and  question  the  daughter  of  the  ocean 
Nereid,  who  knoweih  all  things,  even  Theonoe,  whether  thy 
husband  is  still  alive,  or  whether  he  hath  left  the  light  of 
day ;  and  when  thou  knowest  for  certain,  be  glad  or  sor- 

'  Lines  299-302  are  rejected  by  Hartung. 
^  ffdpKa  is  Hermann's  emendation  for  apri. 
'  Reading  with  Hermann  riXrj'^iiac  *'^'?- 
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rowful,  as  fits  thy  fortune.  But  before  thou  hast  any  correct 
information,  what  shall  sorrow  avail  thee?  Nay,  hearken 
to  me ;  leave  this  tomb  and  seek  the  maiden's  company, 
that  she  may  tell  thee  the  truth,  for  from  her  shalt  thou 
learn  all.  If  thou  abide  here  in  this  building,  what  prospect 
hast  thou  ?  And  I  will  myself  go  in  with  thee,  and  with 
thee  inquire  of  the  maiden's  oracles ;  for  'tis  a  woman's 
bounden  duty  to  share  a  sisters  trouble. 

Hel.  Kind  friends,  I  welcome  your  advice.  Come  in, 
come  in,  that  ye  may  learn  the  result  of  my  struggle  within 
the  palace. 

Cho.  Thy  invitation  comes  to  very  willing  ears. 

Hel.  Woe  for  this  heavy  day  !  Ah  me  !  what  mournful 
tidings  shall  I  hear  ? 

Cho.  Dear  mistress  mine,  be  not  a  prophetess  of  sorrow, 
forestalling  lamentation. 

Hel.  What  is  the  fate  of  my  poor  husband?  Doth  he 
still  behold  the  light  [turning  towards  M  the  sun-god's  chariot 
and  the  stars  in  their  courses  ? 

Cho.  *  ♦  •  # 

Hel.  •  •  •  * 

Or  among  the  dead,  beneath  the  earth,  is  he  to  death  con- 
signed ? 

Cho.  Of  the  future  take  a  brighter  view,  whatever  shall 
betide. 

Hel.  On  thee  I  call,  and  thee  adjure,  Eurotas  green  with 
river-reeds,  to  tell  me  if  this  rumour  of  my  husband's  death 
be  true. 

Cho.  What  boots  this  meaningless  appeal  ? 

Hel.  About  my  neck  will  I  fasten  the  deadly  noose  from 
above,  or  drive  the  murderous  knife  with  self-aimed  thrust 
deep  into  my  throat  to  sever  it,  striving  to  cut  my  flesh,  a 

'  The  first  €ic  is  omitted  by  Nauck,  the  second  is  bracketed  as 
spurious,  being  also  rejected  by  Badham. 
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sacrifice  to  those  goddesses  three  and  to  that  son  of  Priam,' 
who  in  days  gone  by  would  wake  the  music  of  his  pipe 
around  his  steading. 

Cho.  Oh  may  sorrow  be  averted  otherwhither,  and  thou  be 
blest  ! 

Hel.  Woe  is  thee,  unhappy  Troy  !  Thou  through 
deeds  not  done  by  thee  art  ruined,  and  hast  suffered  direst 
woe ;  for  the  gift  that  Cypris  gave  to  me,  hath  caused  a  sea 
of  blood  to  flow,  and  many  an  eye  to  weep,  with  grief  on 
grief  and  tear  on  tear.  AH'  this  hath  Ilium  suffered  .... 
and  mothers  [have  lost]  their  children ;  and  virgin  sisters  of 
the  slain  have  cut  off  their  tresses  by  the  swollen  tide  of 
Phrygian  Scamander.  And  the  land  of  Hellas  hath  lifted 
her  voice  of  woe  and  broken  forth  in  wailing,  smiting  on 
her  head,  and  making  tender  cheeks  to  stream  with  gore 
beneath  the  rending  nail.  Ah  blest  maid  Callisto,  who  long 
ago  in  Arcady  didst  find  favour  with  Zeus,  in  the  sem- 
blance of  a  beast  four-footed,  how  much  happier  was  thy 
lot  than  my  mother's,  for  '  thou  hast  changed  the  burden  of 
thy  grief  and  now  with  savage  eye  art  weeping  o'er  thy 
shaggy  monster-shape  ;  aye,  and  hers  was  a  happier  lot, 
whom  on  a  day  Artemis  drove  from  her  choir,  changed  to  a 
hind  with  horns  of  gold,  the  fair  Titanian  maid,  daughter  of 
Merops,  because  of  her  beauty;  but  my  fair  form  hath 
proved  the  curse  of  Dardan  Troy  and  doomed  Achaea's 
sons.  [Exit  Helen. 

Men.  Ah  !    Pelops,   easy  victor  long  ago  o'er  thy  rival 

*  Reading  rif  t(  ffvpiyyutv  aotditv  (Tf^it^^ovri  rifxa/itt^^,  as  reconstructeti 
by  Musgrave  and  Hermann  from  the  corrupt  MS. 

^  The  text  here  is  corrupt  and  something  has  probably  been  lost, 
though  the  sense  is  tolerably  clear. 

*  Reading  u  fiop<(>Cn;  Orjpwv  Xa^ioyviu**'  ofifiari  XafifM^  ff\rifia  Sicukii,, 
UaXXdla^'  dx^ta  Xvrrrii.  Hermann  suggested  Siait  (iq  for  XfaiVijc  and 
fiOfMpui^  for  nof)f^.  The  mention  of  a  lioness  is  scarcely  appropriate,  for 
Callisto  was  changed  into  a  bear,  which  transformation  she  is  now  said 
to  be  lamenting  instead  of  a  former  and  greater  misfortune. 
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(Enomaus  in  the  chariot-race '  on  Pisa's  plain,  would  thou 
hadst  ended  thy  career  amongst  the  gods  that  day  [thou^ 
wcrt   beguiled   into  making  a  banquet  for  them],  or  ever 
thou  hadst  begotten  my  father  Atreus,  to  whom  were  born  by 
^:rope  his  wife,  Agamemnon  and  myself  Menelaus,  an  illus- 
trious pair  ;  and  herein  I   make  no  idle  boast,  for  'twas  a 
mighty  host,  I  trow,  that  I  their  leader  carried  o'er  the  sea  to 
Troy,  using  no  violence  to  make  them  follow  me,  but  lead- 
ing all  the  chivalry  of  Hellas  by  voluntary  consent.     And 
some  of  these  must  we  number  'mid  the  slain,  and  some 
to  their  joy  have  'scaped  the  sea,  bearing  to  their  homes 
again  names  long  reckoned  dead.     But  I,  poor  wretch,  go 
wandering  o'er  grey  Ocean's  swell  a  weary  space,  long  as 
that  which  saw  me  sack  the  towers  of  Ilium  ;  and  for  all  my 
longing  to  reach  my  country  I  am   not  counted  worthy  of 
this  boon  by  heaven,  but  to  Libya's  desert  cheerless  road- 
steads have  I  sailed,  to  each  and  all  of  them  ;  and  when- 
soe'er  I  draw  me    near   my  native   land,  the   storm-wind 
drives  me  back  again,  and  never  yet  have  favouring  breezes 
filled  my  siils,  to  let  me  reach  my  fatherland.     And  now  a 
wretched,  shipwrecked  mariner,  my  friends  all  lost,  am  I 
cast  up  upon  this  shore  ;   and  my  ship  is  shattered  in  a 
thousand  pieces  against  the  rocks ;  and  its  keel  was  wrested 
from   its  cunning  fastenings;  thereon  did  I  with  difficulty- 
escape,  most  unexpectedly,  and  Helen  abo,  for  her  had  I 
rescued    from   Troy  and   had    with   me.      But   the    name 
of  this  country  and  its  people  I  know  not ;  for  I  blushed  ^  to 
mingle  with  the  crowd  to  question  them,  anxious  for  very 

'  i.e.  when  Pelops  won  as  his  prize  Hippodamia.  * 

*  There  is  some  corruption  here.  Hermann  supposes  something  lost, 
and  l)oldly  rewrites  the  passage  (cf.  Paley's  note),  which  is  inclosed  in 
brackets  by  Nauck. 

'  The  punctuation  here  followed  is  that  of  Nauck,  who  differs  con- 
siderably from  Paley,  putting  a  comma  after  \<TTopriffat  alone,  and 
reading  ri\Q  i^i]Q  for  the  MS.  raq  ip.dq,  : 
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shame  to  hide  my  misfortunes  which  reduce  me  to  these 
sorry  rags.  For  when  a  man  of  high  degree  meets  wiih 
adversity,  he  feels  the  strangeness  of  his  fallen  state  more 
keenly  than  a  sufferer  of  long  standing.  Dire  want  is 
wasting  me  ;  for  I  have  neither  food,  nor  raiment  to  gird 
myself  withal ;  behold  the  facts  before  you  to  judge  from— I 
am  clad  in  tatters  cast  up  from  the  ship ;  while  all  the  robes 
I  once  did  wear,  glorious  attire  and  ornaments,  hath  the  sea 
swallowed  ;  and  in  a  cavern's  deep  recesses  have  I  hidden 
my  wife,  the  cause  of  all  my  trouble,  and  have  come  hither, 
after  straitly  charging  the  survivors  of  my  friends  to  watch 
her.  Alone  am  I  come,  seeking  for  those  there  left  some 
help,  if  haply  I  may  fmd  it  after  careful  search.  So  when 
I  saw  this  palace  girt  with  towering  walls  and  stately 
gates  of  some  prosperous  lord,  I  drew  nigh  ;  for  I  have  hoi)e 
to  obtain  somewhat  for  my  sailors  from  this  wealthy  house, 
whereas  from  houses  which  have  no  store,  the  inmates  for 
all  their  goodwill  could  furnish  naught.  Ho!  there,  who 
keeps  the  gate  and  will  come  forth  to  bear  my  tale  of  woe 
into  the  house? 

PoR.  Who  stands  before  the  door?  Begone  from  the 
house!  stand  not  at  the  court-yard  gate,  annoying  my 
masters  !  otherwise  shalt  thou  die,  for  thou  art  a  Hellene 
born,  and  with  them  have  we  no  dealings. 

Men.  Mother,  herein  sayest  thou  rightly  on  all  points. 
Tis  well;  I  will  obey  ;  but  moderate  thy  words.* 

PoR.  Away  !  stranger,  my  orders  are  to  admit  no  Hellene 
to  this  palace. 

Men.  Ha  !  do  not  seek  to  push'  me  hence,  or  thrust  me 
away  by  violence. 

*  The  MS.  has  diff  \6yoi',  for  which  Hermann  proposes  avfq  ^idrov, 
Lf.  "only  open."  Jerram  ai^ey  x'Aov  or  x«'Xo»',  the  emendation  of 
Clark. 

^  Paley  suggests  x«iu«  as  a  likely  correction  of  xf^pa^  Matthiae  reads 
wpoaiu  for  the  MS.  Tr/BoatiXft. 


PoR.  Thou  dost  not  heed  my  words,  and  therefore  hast 
thyself  to  blame. 

Men.  Carry  my  message  to  thy  master  in  the  palace. 
PoR.   Some  one  would  rue  it,  methinks,  were  I  to  take  thy 


message. 


Men.  I  come  as  a  shipwrecked  man  and  a  stranger,  whom 
heaven  protects. 

PoR.  Well,  get  thee  to  some  other  house  than  this. 

Men.  Nay,  but  I  will  pass  into  the  house;  so  listen 
to  me. 

PoR.  Let  me  tell  thee  thou  art  unwelcome,  and  soon  wilt 
be  forcibly  ejected. 

Men.  Ah  me  !  uhere  are  now  those  famous  troops  of 
mine? 

PoR.  Elsewhere  maybe  thou  wert  a  mighty  man ;  thou  art 
not  here. 

Men.  O  fortune  !  I  have  not  deserved  such  contumely. 

PoR.  Why  are  thy  eyes  with  tear-drops  wet  ?  Why  so 
sad? 

Men.  Tis  the  contrast  with  my  fortunes  erst  so  blest. 

PoR.    Hence  !  then,  and  give  thy  friends  those  tears. 

Men.  What  land  is  this  ?  whose  is  the  palace? 

PoR.   Proteus  lives  here.     It  is  the  land  of  Egypt. 

Men.  Egypt?  Woe  is  me  !  to  think  that  hither  I  have 
sailed  ! 

PoR.  Pray,  what  fault  hast  thou  to  find  with  the  race '  of 
Nile? 

Men.  Twas  no  fault  1  found ;  my  own  disasters  I 
lament. 

PoR.  There  be  plenty  in  evil  case;  thou  art  not  the  only 


one. 


Men.  Is  the  king,  of  whom  thou  speakest,  here  within  ? 
PoR.  There  is  his  tomb ;  his  son  rules  in  his  stead. 
Men.  And  where  may  he  be?  abroad,  or  in  the  house  ? 

*  Another  reading  is  yut^cg. 
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PoR.  He  is  not  within.     To  Hellas  is  he  a  bitter  foe. 

Men.  His  reason,    pray,  for    this    enmity?     the    results 
whereof  I  have  experienced. 

PoR.  Beneath  this  roof  dwells  the  daughter  of  Zeus, 
Helen. 

Men.  What  mean'st  thou?  what  is  it  thou  hast  said? 
Repeat,  I  pray,  thy  words. 

PoR.  The  daughter  of  Tyndareus  is  here,  who  erst  in 
Sparta  dwelt. 

Men.  Whence  came  she  ?     What  means  this  business  ? 

PoR.  She  came  from  Laced.emon  hither. 

Men.  When?  Surely  I  have  never  been  robbed  of  my 
wife  from  the  cave  ! 

PoR.  Before  the  Achneans  went  to  Troy,  sir  stranger.  But 
get  thee  hence  ;  for  somewhat  hath  chanced  within,  whereat 
the  whole  palace  is  in  an  uproar.  Thou  comest  most  unsea- 
sonably ;  and  if  my  master  catch  thee,  death  will  be  thy 
stranger's  gift.  This  say  I,  because  to  Hellas  I  am  well  dis- 
posed, albeit  I  gave  thee  harsh  answers  for  fear  of  my 
master.  [£xit  Portress. 

Men.  What  can  I  think  or  say?  For  after  my  previous 
troubles,  this  is  a  fresh  piece  of  ill-luck  I  hear,  if,  indeed, 
after  recovering  my  wife  from  Troy  and  bringing  her  hither, 
and  putting  her  for  safety  in  the  cave,  I  am  then  to  find 
another  woman  living  here  with  the  same  name  as  my  wife. 
She  called  her  the  begotten  child  of  Zeus.  Can  there  be  a 
man  that  hath  the  name  of  Zeus  by  the  banks  of  Nile  ?  The 
Zeus  of  heaven  is  only  one,  at  any  rate.  Where  is  there  a 
Sparta  in  the  world  save  where  Eurotas  glides  between  his 
reedy  banks  ?  The  name  of  Tyndareus  is  the  name  of  one 
alone.  Is  there  any  land  of  the  same  name  as  Lacediemon 
or  Troy  ?  I  know  not  what  to  say  ;  for  ^  naturally  there  are 
many  in  the  wide  world  that  have  the  same  names,  cities  ant  I 
women  too ;  there  is  nothing,  then,  to  marvel  at.  Nor  yet 
'  Lines  497499  are  condemned  by  Badham. 


again  will  I  fly  from  the  alarm  a  servant  raises ;  for  there  is 
none  so  cruel  of  heart  as  to  refuse  me  food  when  once  he 
hears  my  name.  All  have  heard  of  Ilium's  burning,  and  I, 
that  set  it  ablaze,  am  famous  now  throughout  the  world,  I, 
Menelaus. . .  J  I  therefore  wait  the  master  of  this  house.  There 
are  two  issues  I  must  watch  ;  if  he  prove  somewhat  stern  of 
heart,  I  will  to  my  wreck  and  there  conceal  myself;  but  if 
he  show  any  sign  of  pity,  I  will  ask  for  help  in  this  my  pre- 
sent strait.  This  is  the  crowning  woe  in  all  my  misery,  to 
beg  the  means  of  life  from  other  princes,  prince  though  I  be 
myself;  still  needs  must  I.  Yea,  this  is  no  saying  of  mine, 
but  a  word  of  wisdom,  "  Naught  in  might  exceedeth  dread 
necessity.'* 

Cho.  I  have  heard  the  voice  of  the  maiden  inspired. 
Clear  is  the  answer  she  hath  vouchsafed  within  yon  palace, 
declaring  that  Menelaus  is  not  yet  dead  and  buried,  passed 
to  the  land  of  shades,  where  darkness  takes  the  place  of 
light  ;  but  on  the  stormy  main  is  wearing  out  his  life,  nor  yet 
hath  reached  the  haven  of  his  country,  a  wanderer  dragging 
out  a  piteous  existence,  reft  of  every  friend,  setting  foot  in 
every  corner  of  the  world,  as  he  voyageth  home  from  Troy. 

Hel.  Lo  !  once  again  I  seek  the  shelter  of  this  tomb,  with 
Theonoe's  sweet  tidings  in  my  ears  ;  she  that  knoweth  all 
things  of  a  truth  ;  for  she  saith  my  lord  is  yet  alive  and  in  the 
light  of  day,  albeit  he  is  roaming  to  and  fro  after  many  a 
weary  voyage,  and  hither  shall  he  come  whenso  he  reach 
the  limit  of  his  toils,  no  novice  in  the  wanderer's  life. 
But  one  thing  did  she  leave  unsaid.  Is  he  to  escape  when 
he  hath  come  ?  And  I  refrained  from  asking  that  question 
clearly,  so  glad  was  I  when  she  told  me  he  was  safe.  For 
she  said  that  he  was  somewhere  nigh  this  shore,  cast  up  by 
shipwreck  with  a  handful  of  friends.     Ah  !  when  shall  I  see 

'  Dindorf  supposes  a  line  has  been  lost  here,  containing  a  finite  verb. 
Hermann  endeavours  to  complete  tlie  sense  by  reading  irpotrynrio  c\ 
Others  reading  Trpoff^eiu/,  transpose  ciaaaq  and  *x«i,  after  Musgrave. 
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thee  come  ?  How  welcome  will  thy  advent  be  !  Ha  !  who 
is  this?  Am  I  being  snared  by  some  trick  of  Proteus' 
impious  son  ?  Oh  !  let  me,  like  a  courser  at  its  speed,  or  a 
votary  of  Bacchus,  approach  the  tomb !  for  there  is  some- 
thing wild  about  this  fellow's  looks,  who  is  eager  to  o'ertake 
me. 

Men.  Ho  there  !  thou  that  with  fearful  effort  seekest  to 
reach  the  basement  of  the  tomb  and  the  pillars  of  burnt  sacri- 
fice, stay  thee.  Wherefore  art  flying?  Ah!  with  what 
speechless  amaze  the  sight  of  thee  affects  me  ! 

Hel.  O  friends!  I  am  being  ill-treated.  This  fellow  is 
keeping  me  from  the  tomb,  and  is  eager  to  take  and  give  me 
to  his  master,  whose  wooing  I  was  seeking  to  avoid. 

Men.   No  robber  I,  or  minister  of  evil. 

Hel.  At  any  rate  the  garb  wherein  thou  art  clad,  is 
unsightly. 

Men.  Stay  thy  hasty  flight  ;  put  fear  aside. 

Hel.  I  do  so,  now  that  I  have  reached  this  spot. 

Men.  Who  art  thou?  whom  do  I  behold  in  thee,  lady? 

Hel.  Nay,  who  art  thou?  The  self-same  reason  prompts 
us  both. 

Men.  I  never  saw  a  closer  resemblance. 

Hel.  Great  (Jod  !  Yea,  for  to  recognize  our  friends  is  of 
God. 

Men.  Art  thou  from  Hellas,  or  a  native  of  this  land? 

Hel.  From  Hellas ;  but  I  would  learn  thy  story  too. 

Men.  Lady,  in  thee  I  see  a  wondrous  likeness  to  Helen. 

Hel.  And  I  in  thee  to  Menelaus ;  I  know  not  what  to  say. 

Men.  Well,  thou  hast  recognized  aright  a  man  of  many 
sorrows 

Hel.  Hail !  to  thy  wife's  arms  restored  at  last ! 

Men.  Wife  indeed  !  Lay  not  a  finger  on  my  robe. 

Hel.  The  wife  that  Tyndareus,  my  father,  gave  thee. 

Men.  O  Hecate,  giver  of  light,  send  thy  visions  favour- 
ably ! 


Hel.  In  me  thou  beholdest  no  spectre  of  the  night,  atten- 
dant on  the  queen  of  phantoms. 

Men.  Nor  yet  am  I  in  my  single  person  the  husband  of 
two  wives. 

Hel.  What  other  woman  calls  thee  lord? 

Mkn.  The  inmate  of  yonder  cave,  whom  I  from  Troy 
convey. 

Hel.  Thou  hast  none  other  wife  but  me. 

Mkn.  Can  it  be  my  mind  is  wandering,  my  sight  failing? 

Hel.  Dost  not  believe  thou  seest  in  me  thy  wife? 

Men.  Thy  form  resembles  her,  but  the  real  truth  robs* 
me  of  this  belief. 

Hel.  Observe  me  well;  what  need  hast  thou  of  clearer 
I>roof?^ 

Men.  Thou  art  like  her ;  that  will  I  never  deny. 

Hel.  Who  then  shall  teach  thee,  unless  it  be  thine  own 
eyes  ? 

Men.   Herein  is  my  dilemma;  I  have  another  wife. 

Hel.  To  Troy  I  never  went;  that  was  a  phantom. 

Men.  Pray,  who  fashions  living  bodies? 

Hel.  The  air,  whence  thou  hast  a  wife  of  heaven's 
workmanship. 

Men.  What  god's  handiwork?  Strange  is  the  tale  thou 
tellest. 

Hel  Hera  made  it  as  a  substitute,  to  keep  me  from 
Paris. 

Men.  How  then  couldst  thou  have  been  here,  and  in 
Troy,  at  the  same  time? 

*  Lightfoot  proposed  oTrorrTfpiJf^,  the  meaning  then  being  **  thy  like- 
ness to  Helen  robs  me  of  all  certainty  in  deciding  which  of  you  is  really 
my  wife."  Naiick  here,  as  in  many  other  difficult  passages,  pronounces 
the  line  corrupt,  perhaps  truly. 

'  The  line  is  corrupt,  and  no  very  satisfactory  emendation  has  been 
offered;  that  of  Rauchenstein,  followed  by  Nauck,  ri  troi  Sn  7rmr€u#c 
ira^ffTfpai;,  perhaps  gives  the  sense. 


*  'I 

ill 


340 


EURiriDES. 


[L.  588-649 


Hel.  The  name  may  be  in  many  a  place  at  once,  though 
not  the  body. 

Mkn.  Unhand  me  !  the  sorrows  I  brought  with  me  suffice. 

Hel.  What  !  wilt  leave  me,  and  take  that  phantom  bride 
away? 

Men    For  thy  likeness  unto  Helen,  fare  thee  well. 

Hel.  Ruined  !  in  thee  1  found  my  lord  only  to  lose  thee. 

Men.  The  greatness  of  my  troubles  at  Troy  convinces  me ; 
thou  dost  not. 

Hel.  Ah,  woe  is  me!  who  was  ever  more  unfortunate 
than  I  ?  Those  whom  I  love  best  are  leaving  me,  nor 
shall  I  ever  reach  Hellas,  my  own  dear  native  land. 

Mes.  {entering  hurriedly. ^  At  last  I  find  thee,  Menelau«, 
after  an  anxious  search,  not  till  I  have  wandered  through 
the  length  and  breadth  of  this  foreign  strand ;  I  am  sent 
by  thy  comrades,  whom  thou  didst  leave  behind. 

Men.  What  news?  surely  you  are  not  being  spoiled  by 
the  barbarians  ? 

Mes.  a  miracle  ^  hath  happened  ;  my  words  are  too  weak 
for  the  reality. 

Men.  Speak  ;  for  judging  by  this  haste,  thou  hast  stirring 
news. 

Mes.  My  message  is:  thy  countless  toils  have  all  been 
toiled  in  vain. 

Men.  That  is  an  old  tale  of  woe  to  mourn!  come,  thy 
news  ? 

Mes.  Thy  wife  hath  disappeared,  soaring  away  into  the 
embracing  air ;  in  heaven  she  now  is  h'dden,  and  as  she 
left  the  hollowed  cave  where  we  were  guarding  her,  she  hailed 
us  thus,  *'  Ye  hapless  Phrygians,  and  all  Achaea's  race  !  for 
me  upon  Scamander's  strand  by  Hera's  arts  ye  died  from 
day  to  day,  in  the  false  belief  that  Helen  was  in  the  hands 

'  Reading  with  Clark  Oavfiaffr'  iXaoffov  rovrofi  »/  rb  irpayft  t'x*^*  '•''• 
"Miracle  is  all  I  can  call  it,  but  even  that  is  too  weak  a  word  for  llie 
reality." 


HELEN. 


34^ 


of  Paris.  But  I,  since  I  have  stayed  my  appointed  time, 
and  kept  the  laws  of  fate,  will  now  depart  unto  the  sky  that 
gave  me  birth  ;  but  the  unhappy  daughter  of  Tyndareus, 
through  no  fault  of  hers,  hath  borne  an  evil  name  without 
reason."  {Catching  sight  of  Helen.)  Daughter  of  Leda, 
hail  to  thee,  so  thou  art  here  after  all  !  I  was  just  announ- 
cing thy  departure  to  the  hidden  starry  realms,  little  knowing 
that  thou  couldst  fly  at  will.  I  will  not  a  second  time  let 
thee  flout  us  thus,  for  thou  didst  cause  thy  lord  and  his 
comrades  trouble  all  for  naught  in  Ilium. 

Men.  This  is  even  what  she  said ;  her  words  are  proved 
true ;  O  longed-for  day,  how  hath  it  restored  thee  to  my 
arms  ! 

Hel.  O  Menelaus,  dearest  husband,  the  time  of  sorrow 
has  been  long,  but  joy  is  now  ours  at  last.  Ah,  friends,  what 
joy  for  me  to  hold  my  husband  in  a  fond  embrace  after 
many  a  weary  cycle  of  yon  blazing  lamp  of  day  ! 

Men.  What  joy  for  me  to  hold  my  wife  !  but  with  all  the 
questions  I  have  to  ask  about  the  interval  I  know  not  with 
which  to  begin  now. 

Hel.  O  rapture  !  the  very  hair  upon  my  head  starts  up 
for  joy !  my  tears  run  down  !  Around  thy  neck  I  fling  my 
arms,  dear  husband,  to  hug  my  joy  to  me. 

Men.  O  happy,  happy  sight!  I  have  no  fault  to  find; 
my  wife,  the  daughter  of  Zeus  and  Leda,  is  mine  again,  she 
whom  her  brothers  on  their  snow-white  steeds,  whilst 
torches  blazed,  made  my  happy  bride,  but  gods  removed 
her  from  my  home.  Now  ig  the  deity  guiding  us  to  a  new 
destiny,  happier  than  of  yore. 

Hel  Evil  into  good  transformed  hath  brought  us  twain 
together  at  last,  dear  husband  ;  but  late  though  it  be,  God 
grant  me  joy  of  my  good  luck  ! 

Men.  God  grant  thee  joy  !  I  join  thee  in  the  self-same 
prayer ;  for  of  us  twain  one  cannot  suffer  without  the  other. 

Hel.  No  more,  my  friends,  I  mourn  the  past ;  no  longer 
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now  I  grieve.  My  own  dear  husband  is  restored  to  me, 
whose  coininj^  from  'I'roy  I  have  waited  many  a  long  year. 

Men.  I  to  thee,  and  thou  to  mc.  And  after  these  long, 
lon^  years  1  have  at  last  discovered  the  fraud  •  of  the 
goddess.  But  these  tears,  in  gladness  shed,  are  tears  of 
thankfulness  rather  than  of  sorrow. 

Hki„  What  can  I  say?  What  mortal  heart  could  e'er  have 
had  such  hope?  To  my  bosom  !  press  thee,  little  as  I  ever 
thought  to. 

Men.  And  I  to  mine  press  thee,  who  all  men  tlu)Ught  had>t 
gone  to  Ida's  town  and  the  hai)less  towers  of  Ilium. 

Hel.  Ah  mc  I  ah  me  !  that  is  a  bitter  subject  to  begin 
on. 

Men.  Tell  mc,  I  adjure  thee,  how  wert  thou  from  my 
home  conveyed  ? 

Hei..  Alas !  alas  !  'tis  a  bitter  tale  thou  askest  to  hear. 

Mkn.  Speak,  for  I  must  hear  it ;  all  that  comes  i.s 
Heaven's  gift. 

Hki,.  I  loathe  the  story  I  am  now  to  introduce. 

Mkn.  Tell  it  for  all  that.  Tis  sweet  to  hear  of  trouble 
jxist. 

Hel.  I  ne'er  set  forth  to  be  the  young  barbarian's  bride, 
with  oars  and  wings  of  lawless  love  to  speed  me  on  my 
way. 

Men.  What  deity  or  fate  tore  thee  from  thy  country, 
then? 

Hel.  Ah,  my  lord  !  'twas  Hermes,  the  son  of  Zeus,  that 
brought  and  placed  me  by  the  banks  of  Nile. 

Men.  A  miracle  !  Who  sent  thee  thither?  O  monstrous 
story  ! 

Hel.  I  wept,  and  still  my  eyes  are  wet  with  tears.  'Twas 
the  wife  of  Zeus  that  ruined  me. 

Men.   Hera  ?  '^  wherefore  should  she  afflict  us  twain  ? 

^  i.f.  the  fraud  of  Ilera  in  cheating  me  with  a  phantom-wife. 
^  Hermann'},  emendation  "Hpa  ;  n  lyr  is  followed. 
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Hel.  Woe  is  me  for  my  awful  fate  '  Woe  for  those  founts 
and  baths  where  the  goddesses  made  brighter  still  that 
beauty,  which  evoked  the  fatal  verdict ! 

Men.  Why  ^  did  Hera  visit  thee  with  evil  regarding  this 
verdict  ? 

Hei>.  To  wrest  the  promise  of  Cypris — 

Men.   How  now  ?     Say  on. 

Hel.  From  Paris,  to  whom  that  goddess  pledged  me. 

Men.  Woe  for  thee  ! 

Hel.  .And  so  she  brought  me  hither  to  Egypt  to  my 
sorrow. 

Men.  Then  ^he  gave  him  a  p^hantom  in  thy  stead,  as  thou 
tellest  me? 

Hel.  And  then  began  those  woes  of  thine,  ah,  mother ! 
woe  is  me  ! 

Men.  What  meanest  thou? 

Hel.  My  mother  is  no  more;  my  shameful  marriage^ 
made  her  fix  the  noose  about  her  neck. 

Me.n.  Ah  me!  is  our  daughter  Hermione  yet  alive? 

Hel.  Still  unwed,  and  childless  still,  .she  mourns  my 
fatal  marriage.' 

-Men.  O  Paris,  who  didst  utterly  o'erthrow  my  home,  here 
was  thy  ruin  too  and  theirs,  those  countless  mail-clad 
Danai. 

Hel.  PVom  my  country,  city,  and  from  thee  heaven  cast 
me  forth  unhappy  and  accursed,  because  I  left, — and  yet 
not  I, — home  and  husband  for  a  union  of  foul  shame. 

Cho.  If  haply  ye  find  happiness  in  the  future,  it  will 
suffice  when  to  the  past  ye  look. 


'  ra  c  f t'c  Kpiciv  ri  riti*  c  tOtix  "  H<:a  gatutv.  f lermann's  emendation 
is  here  followe<i,  in  preference  to  Dindorf's  which  stands  in  PaJey's 
text,  and  was  originally  due  to  Musgrave. 

-  Paley   reads   ciVya^o'  aurxii'ov.     Hermann    plausibly    suggested 

■*  Dindorf's  rcaiing  ya^oi  d'^afioy  : fio:'. 
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Mts.   Menelaus,  grant  me  too  a  portion  of  that  joy  which, 
though  mine  own  eyes  see,  I  scarcely  comprehend. 

Men.  Come  then,  old  friend,  and  share  with  us  our  talk. 

Mes.  Was  it  not  then  in  her  power  to  decide  all  the 
trouble  in  Troy  ? 

Men.  It  was  not;  J  was  tricked  by  the  gods  into  taking 
to  my  arms  a  misty  phantom-form,  to  my  sorrow. 

Mes.   How  so  ?  was  it  then  for  this  we  vainly  toiled  ? 

Men.  'Twas  Hera's  handiwork,  and  the  jealousy  of  three 
goddesses. 

Mks.  Is  this  real  woman,  then,  thy  wife? 

Men.  This  is  she ;  trust  my  word  for  that. 

Mes.  Daughter,  how  changeful  and  inscrutable  is  the 
nature  of  God  !  With  some  good  end  doth  he  vary 
men's  fortune — now  up,  now  down  ;  one  suffers  ;  another 
who  ne'er  knew  suffering,  is  in  his  turn  to  awful  ruin 
brought,  having  no  assurance  in  his  lot  from  day  to  day. 
Thou  and  thy  husband  have  had  your  share  of  trouble— 
thou  in  what  the  world  has  said,  he  in  battle's  heat.  For  all 
the  striving  that '  he  strove,  he  got  him  naught ;  while  now, 
without  an  effort  made,  every  blessing  fortune  boasts  is  his. 
And  thou,  in  spite  of  all,  hast  brought  no  shame  upon  thy 
aged  sire,  or  those  twin  sons  of  Zeus,  nor  art  thou  guilty  of 
those  rumoured  crimes.  Now  again  do  I  recall  thy  wedding 
rites,  remembering  the  blazing  torch  I  bore  beside  thee  in  a 
four-horsed  chariot  at  full  gallop  ;  while  thou  with  this  thy 
lord,  a  new-made  bride,  wert  driving  forth  from  thy  happy 
home.  A  sorry  servant  he,  whoso  regardeth  not  his  master's 
interest,  sympathizing  with  his  sorrows  and  his  joys.  Slave 
though  I  was  born,  yet  may  I  be  numbered  amongst  honest 
servants  ;  for  in  heart,  though  not  in  name,  I  am  free.  For 
this  is  better  far  than  in  my  single  person  to  suff'er  these  two 
evils,  to  feel  my  heart  corrupt,  and  as  the  slave  of  others  to 
be  at  my  neighbour's  beck  and  call. 

*  Nauck's  suggestion  o<t'  for  or  seems  a  slight  improvement. 


Men.  CiDme,  old  friend,  oft  hast  thou  stood  side  by  side 
with  me  and  taken  thy  full  share  of  toil  ;  so  now  be  partner 
in  my  happiness.  Go,  tell  my  comrades,  whom  I  left  behind, 
the  state  of  matters  here,  as  thou  hast  found  them,  and  the 
issue  of  my  fortunes ;  and  bid  them  wait  upon  the  beach 
and  abide  the  result  of  the  struggle,  which  I  trow  awaits 
me ;  and  if  mayhap  we  find  a  way  to  take  this  lady  from  the 
land  by  stealth,  tell  them  to  keep  good  watch  that  we  may 
share  the  luck  and  escape,  if  possible,  from  the  barbarian's 
clutch. 

Mes.  It  shall  be  done,  O  king.  Now  I  see  how  worth- 
less are  the  seers'  tricks,  how  full  of  falsehood  ;  nor  is  there 
after  all  aught  trustworthy  in  the  blaze  of  sacrifice  or  in  the 
cry  of  feathered  fowls  ;  'tis  folly,  the  very  notion  that  birds 
can  help  mankind.  Calchas  never  by  word  or  sign  showed 
the  host  the  truth,  when  he  saw  his  friends  dying  on  behalf 
of  a  phantom,  nor  yet  did  Helenus ;  but  the  city  was  stormed 
in  vain.  Perhaps  thou  wilt  say,  'twas  not  heaven's  will  that 
they  should  do  so.  Then  why  do  we  employ  these  pro- 
phets? Better  were  it  to  sacrifice  to  the  gods,  and  crave  a 
blessing,  leaving  prophecy  alone  ;  for  this  was  but  devised  as 
a  bait  to  catch  a  livelihood,  and  no  man  grows  rich  by 
divination  if  he  is  idle.  No  !  sound  judgment  and  discern- 
ment are  the  best  of  seers.  i-Exit  Messenger. 

Cho.  My  views  about  seers  coincide  exactly  with  this  old 
man's :  whoso  hath  the  gods  upon  his  side  will  have  the 
best  seer  in  his  house. 

Hel.  Good  !  so  far  all  is  well.  But  how  camest  thou, 
poor  husband,  safe  from  Troy  ?  though  'tis  no  gain  to  know, 
yet  friends  feel  a  longing  to  learn  all  that  their  friends  have 
suflfered. 

Men.  That  one  short  sentence  of  thine  contains  a  host  of 
questions.  Why  should  I  tell  thee  of  our  losses  in  the  ^^gean, 
or  of  the  beacon  Nauplius '  lighted  on  Euboea  ?  or  of  my  visits 

'  Nauplius,  to  avenge  the  death  of  his  son,    Palamedes,   who  was 
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to  Crete  and  the  cities  of  Libya,  or  of  the  peaks  of  Perseus?  * 
For  I  should  never  satisfy  thee  with  the  tale,  and  by  telling 
thee  should  add  to  my  own  pain,  though  I  suffered  enough 
at  the  time  ;  and  so  would  my  grief  be  doubled. 

Hel.  Thy  answer  shows  more  wisdom  than  my  question. 
Omit  the  rest,  and  tell  me  only  this  ;  how  long  wert  thou  a 
weary  wanderer  o'er  the  wide  sea's  face? 

Men.  Seven  long  years  did  I  see  come  and  go,  besides 
those  ten  in  Troy. 

Hel.  Alas,  poor  sufferer!  'twas  a  weary  while.  And  thou 
hast  thence  escaped  only  to  bleed  here. 

Men.  How  so  ?  what  wilt  thou  tell  ?  Ah  wife,  thou  hast 
ruined  me. 

Hel.  [Escape  and  fly  with  all  thy  speed  from  this  land.]* 
Thou  wilt  be  slain  by  him  whose  house  this  is. 

Men.  What  have  I  done  to  merit  such  a  fate? 

Hel.  Thou  hast  arrived  unexpectedly  to  thwart  my  mar- 
riage. 

Men.  What  !  is  some  man  bent  on  wedding  my  wife  ? 
Hel.  Aye,  and  on  heaping  those  insults  on  me,  which 
I  have  hitherto  endured. 

Men.  Is  he  some  private  potentate,  or  a  ruler  of  this 
land? 

Hel.  The  son  of  Proteus,  king  of  the  country. 
Men.  This  was  that  dark  saying  I  heard  the  servant  tell. 
Hel.  At    which    of    the    barbarian's    gates    wert    thou 
standing  ? 

Men.  Here,  whence  like  a  beggar  I  was  like  to  be 
driven. 

foully  slain  as  a  traitor  by  the  machinations  of  Odysseus,  lighted  a  false 
beacon  on  Eubcea  and  lured  the  Greek  fleet  to  destruction  as  it  returned 
from  Troy. 

'  The  western  boumlary  of  the  Delta  of  Egypt  was  so  called. 

^  This  Ime  is  condemned  by  most  editors  as  an  interpolation  from 
PhcenisstTe  972. 


Hel.  Surely  thou  wert  not  begging  victuals?     Ah,  woe 
is  me ! 

Men.  That  was  what  I  was  doing,  though  I  had  not  the 
name  of  beggar. 

Hel.  Of  course  thou  knowest,  then,  all  about  my  mar- 


riage. 


Men.  I  do.  But  whether  thou  hast  escaped  thy  lover,  I 
know  not. 

Hel.  Be  well  assured  I  have  kept  my  body  chaste. 

Men.  How  wilt  thou  convince  me  of  this?  If  true,  thy 
words  are  sweet. 

Hel.  Dost  see  the  wretched  station  I  have  kept  at  this 
tomb  ? 

Men.  I  see,  alas  !  a  bed  of  straw  ;  but  what  hast  thou  to 
do  with  it  ? 

Hel.  There  I  crave  escape  from  this  marriage  as  a  sup- 
pliant. 

Men.  For  want  of  an  altar,  or  because  it  is  the  barbarians' 
way? 

Hel.  This  was  as  good  a  protection  to  me  as  the  gods' 
temples. 

Men.  May  I  not  then  even  bear  thee  homeward  on  my 
ship  ? 

Hel.  The  sword  far  sooner  than  thy  wife's  embrace  is 
waiting  thee. 

Men.  So  should  I  be  of  all  men  the  most  miserable. 

Hel.  Put  shame  aside,  and  fly  from  this  land. 

Men.  Leaving  thee  behind  ?  'twas  for  thy  sake  I  sacked 
Troy. 

Hel.  Better  so,  than  that  our  union  should  cause  thy 
death. 

Men.  Oh  !  these  are  coward  words,  unworthy  of  those 
days  at  Troy  I 

Hel.  Thou  canst  not  slay  the  prince,  thy  possible  inten- 
tion. 
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Men.  Hath  he,  then,  a  body  which  steel  cannot  wound  ? 
Hel.  Thou  shalt  hear.     But  to  attempt  impossibilities  is 
no  mark  of  wisdom. 

Men.  Am  I  to  let  them  bind  my  hands,  and  say 
nothing  ? 

Hel.  Thou  art  in  a  dilemma  ;  some  scheme  must  be 
devised. 

Men.   I  had  liefer  die  in  action  than  sitting  still. 

Hel.  There  is  one  hope,  and  only  one,  of  our  .-yifety. 

Men.  Will  gold,  or  daring  deeds,  or  winning  words  pro- 
cure it  ? 

Hef  .  We  are  safe  if  the  prince  learn  not  of  thy  coming. 

Men.  Will  any  one  tell  him  it  is  I  ?  He  certainly  will 
not  know  who  I  am. 

Hel.  He  hath  within  his  palace  an  ally  equal  to  the 
gods. 

Men.  Some  voice  divine  within  the  secret  chambers  of 
his  house  ? 

Hel.  No  ;  his  sister  ;  Theonoe  men  call  her. 

Men.  Her  name  hath  a  prophetic  sound  ;  tell  me  what 
she  doth. 

Hel.  She  knoweth  everything,  and  she  will  tell  her  brother 
thou  art  come. 

Men.  Then  must  we  die ;  for  I  cannot  escape  her  ken. 

Hel.  Perchance  we  might  by  suppliant  prayers  win  her 
over. 

Men.  To  what  end?  To  what  vain  hope  art  thou  leading 
me  ? 

Hel.  That  she  should  not  tell  her  brother  thou  art 
here. 

Men.  Suppose  we  persuade  her,  can  we  get  away? 
Hel.  Easily,  if  she  connive  thereat;  without  her  know- 
ledge, no. 

Men.  Be  that  thy  task;  women  deal  best  with  women. 
Hel.   I  will  not  fail,  be  sure,  to  clasp  her  knees. 
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Men.  Come,  then;  only,  suppose  she  reject  our  pro- 
posals? 

Hel.  Thou  wilt  be  slain,  and  I,  alas  !  wedded  by  force. 

Men.*  Thou  wilt  betray  me;  that  "force"  of  thine  is 
all  an  excuse. 

Hel.  Nay,  by  thy  life  I  swear  a  sacred  oath. 

Men.  What  meanest  thou  ?  dost  swear  to  die  and  never 
to  another  husband  yield  ? 

Hel.  Yes,  by  the  self-same   sword ;  I  will  fall  by  thy 

side. 

Men.  On  these  conditions  touch  my  right  hand. 

Hel.  I  do  so,  swearing  1  will  quit  the  light  of  day  if  thou 
art  slain. 

Men.  I,  too,  will  end  my  life  if  I  lose  thee. 

Hel.  How  shall  we  die  so  as  to  insure  our  reputation 
for  this  ? 

Men.  I  will  slay  thee  and  then  myself  upon  the  summit 
of  the  tomb.  But  first  will  I  in  doughty  fight  contest 
another's  claim  to  thee  ;  and  let  who  will  draw  nigh  !  for  I 
will  not  sully  the  lustre  of  my  Trojan  fame,  nor  will  I,  on 
my  return  to  Hellas,  incur  a  storm  of  taunts,  as  one  who 
robbed  Thetis  of  Achilles  ;  saw  Aias,  son  of  Telamon,  fall  a 
weltering  corpse  ;  and  the  son  of  Neleus  of  his  child  bereft ; 
shall  I  then  flinch  myself  from  death  for  my  own  wife?  No, 
no  !  For  if  the  gods  are  wise,  o'er  a  brave  man  by  his  foes 
laid  low  they  lightly  sprinkle  the  earth  that  is  his  tomb> 
while  cowards  they  cast  forth  on  barren  rocky  soil. 

Cho.  Grant,  heaven,  that  the  race  of  Tantalus  may  at 
last  be  blest,  and  pass  from  sorrow  unto  joy  ! 

Hel.  Ah,  woe  is  me!  Yea,  all  my  lot  is  woe;  O 
Menelaus,  we  are  utterly  undone  !     Behold  !  from  forth  the 

'  Hermann  has  an  ingenious  but  unnecessary  correction  of  this  line, 
irpo^onjc  ar  ii/jr,  ffv  ft  ^lav  rrxtj^/aa  txotc,  i.f.  I  should  then  prove 
myself  a  traitor  to  thee,  while  thou  couldst  allege  compulsion.  Cf. 
Paley's  nolc. 
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house  comes  Theonoe,  the  prophetess.  The  palace  echoes 
as  the  bolts  are  unfastened  ;  lly  !  yet  what  use  to  fly  ?  For 
whether  absent  or  present  she  knows  of  thy  arrival  here 
Ah  me  !  how  lost  am  I  !  Saved  from  Troy  and  from  a 
barbarian  land,  thou  hast  come  only  to  fall  a  prey  to  bar- 
barian swords. 

The.  Lead  on,  bearing  before  me  blazing  brands,  and,  as 
sacred  rites  ordain,  purge  ^vith  incense  every  cranny  of  the 
air,  that  I  may  breathe  heaven's  breath  free  from  taint ;  mean- 
while do  thou,  in  case  the  tread  of  unclean  feet  have  soiled 
the  path,  xvave  the  cleansing  flame  above  it,  and  brandish  the 
torch  in  front,  that  I  may  pass  upon  my  way.     And '  when 
to  heaven  ye  have  paid  the  customs  I  exact,  bear  back  into 
the  house  the  brand  from  off"  the  hearth.     What   of  my 
l^rophecy,   Helen?  how  stands  it   now.?     Thou   hast  seen 
thy  husband   Menelaus  arrive   without  disguise,  reft  of  his 
ships,   and   of  thy  counterfeit.      Ah,    hapless    man  '  what 
troubles  hast  thou  escaped,  and  art  come  hither,  and  yet 
knowest  not  whether  thou  art  to  return  or  to  abide  here  • 
for  there  is  strife  m  heaven,  and  Zeus  this  very  day  will  sit 
in  solemn  conclave  on  thee.     Hera,  who  erst  was  ihv  bitter 
foe,  IS  now  grown  kind,  and  is  willing  to  bring  thee  and  thy 
wife  safe  home,  that  Hellas  may  learn  that  the  marriage  of 
Pans  was  all  a  sham,  assigned  to  him  by  Cypris  ;  but  Cvpris 
fain  would  mar  thy  homeward  course,  that  she  may  not  be 
convicted,  or  proved  to  have  bought  the  palm  of  beauty  at 
the  price  of  Helen  in  a  futile^  marriage.     Now  the  decision 
rests  w»th  me,  whether  to  ruin  thee,  as  Cypris  wishes,  by 
telling  ray  brother  of  thy  presence  here,  or  to  save  thy  life 
by  taking  Hera's  side,  keeping  my  brother  in  the  dark,  for  his 
orders  are  that  I  should  tell  him,  whensoe'er  thou  shouldst 

'  The  reading  now  followed  by  most  editors  is   Hermann's,  9eiov  fi 

<TlfiVdp  VKTfWl'  atmfM)i  ^tt'xov. 

'  This  line,  though  at  present  unemended,  ,s  probably  corrupt. 
"  Pierson  s -ai-uri/row;  for  MS.  a,v//ru(t. 
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reach  these  shores.     Ho  !  one  of  you,  go  show  my  brother 
this  man  is  here,  that  I  may  secure  my  position. 

Hel.  Maiden,  at  thy  knees  I  fall  a  suppliant,  and  seat 
myself  in  this  sad  posture  on  behalf  of  myself  and  him,  whom 
I  am  in  danger  of  seeing  slain,  after  I  have  so  hardly  found 
him.    Oh !   tell  not  thy  brother  that  my  husband  is  returned 
to  these  loving  arms  ;  save  us,  I  beseech  thee ;  never  for 
thy  brother's  sake  sacrifice  thy  character  for  uprightness,  bv 
evil  and  unjust  means  bidding  for   his  favour.     [For  the 
deity  hates  violence,  and  biddeth  all  men  get  lawful  gains 
without  plundering  others.     Wealth  unjustly  gotten,  though 
it  bring  some  power,   is  to  be  eschewed.     I'he  breath  of 
heaven  and  the  earth  are  man's  common  heritage,  wherein 
to  store  his  home,  without  taking  the  goods  of  others,  or 
wresting  them  away  by  force.'  ]    Me  did  Hermes  at  a  critical 
time,'  to  my  sorrow,  intrust  to  thy  father's  safe  keeping  for 
this  my  lord,  who  now  is  here  and  wishes  to  reclaim  me. 
But '  how  can  he  recover  me  if  he  be  slain?    How  could 
thy  sire  restore  the  living  to  the  dead  ?  Oh  !  consider  ere  that 
the  will  of  heaven  and  thy  father's  too ;  would  the  deity  or 
would  thy  dead  sire  restore  their  neighbour's  goods,  or  would 
they  forbear?  restore  them,  I  feel  sure.    It  is  not,  therefore, 
right  that  thou  shouldst  attach  more  importance  to  thy  wan- 
ton brother  than   to   thy  righteous   father.      Yet   if  thou, 
prophetess  as  thou  art  and  believer  in  divine  providence' 
shalt  pervert  the  just  intention  of  thy  father  and  gratify  thy 
unrighteous  brother,  'tis  shameful  thou  shouldst  have  full 
knowledge  of  the  heavenly  will,  both  what  is  and  what  is 
not,*  and  yet  be  ignorant  of  justice.    Oh  !  save  my  wretched 

'  Dindorf  condemns  lines  903-908  ;  Paley  xvould  retain  them  with  the 
exception  of  905,  which  he  regards  as  an  interpolation. 

'  KatpiutQ.     So  Badham  for  MS.  fiaKopiio:. 

'  Nauck  regards  lines  912,  913,  as  suspicious. 

*  Clark's  conjecture,  r^  r  oira  Kal  ^'Wwra,  ra  5i  Uaia  un  is 
extremely  plausible. 
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life  from  the  troubles  which  beset  it,  granting  this  as  an 
accession  to  our  good  fortune  ;  for  every  living  soul  loathes 
Helen,  seeing  that  there  is  gone  a  rumour  throughout  Hellas 
that  I  was  false  unto  my  lord,  and  took  up  my  abode  in 
Phrygia's  sumptuous  halls.  Now,  if  I  come  to  Hellas,  and 
set  foot  once  more  in  Sparta,  they  will  hear  and  see  how  they 
were  ruined  by  the  wiles  of  goddesses,  while  I  was  no  traitress 
to  my  friends  after  all ;  and  so  will  they  restore  to  me  my 
virtuous  name  again,  and  I  shall  give '  my  daughter  in 
marriage,  whom  no  man  now  will  wed  ;  and,  leaving  this 
vagrant  life  in  Egypt,  shall  enjoy  the  treasures  in  my  home. 
Had  Menelaus  met  his  doom  at  some  funeral  pyre,'^ 
with  tears  should  1  be  cherishing  his  memory  in  a  far-off 
land,  but  must  I  lose  him  now  when  he  is  alive  and  safe? 
Ah  !  maiden,  I  beseech  thee,  say  not  so  ;  grant  me  this  boon, 
I  pray,  and  reflect  thy  father's  justice ;  for  this  is  the  fairest 
ornament  of  children,  when  the  child  of  a  virtuous  sire  re- 
sembles its  parents  in  character. 

Cho.  Piteous  thy  pleading,  and  a  piteous  object  thou  ! 
But  I  fain  would  hear  what  Menelaus  will  say  to  save  his 
life. 

Men.  I  will  not  deign  to  throw  myself  at  thy  knees,  or 
wet  mine  eyes  with  teais;  for  were  I  to  play  the  coward, 
I  should  most  foully  blur  my  Trojan  fame.  And  yet  men 
^ay  it  shows  a  noble  soul  to  let  the  tear-drop  fall  in  mis- 
fortune. But  that  will  not  be  the  honourable  course  that  I ' 
will  choose  in  preference  to  bravery,  if  what  I  shall  say  is 
honourable.  Art  thou  disposed  to  save  a  stranger  seeking  in 
mere  justice  to  recover  his  wife,  why  then  restore  her  and  save 
us  to  boot ;  if  not,  this  will  not  be  the  first  by  many  a  time  that 

*  iSi'u)ffOf:ai,  Hermann. 

*  /.«'.  slain  as  a  prisoner  of  war  to  grace  some  hero's  funeral  obsequies. 
Hermann  mgeniously  offered  tp  irtpq,  "on  the  opposite  shore  "  for  »<< 
irvpavy  but  the  change  seems  scarcely  required. 

^   Reading  Porsons  a'ipi)rofiai  'ytv. 
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I  have  suffered,  though  thou  wilt  get  an  evil  name.    All  that 
I  deem  worthy  of  me  and  honest,  all  that  will  touch  thy  heart 
most  nearly,  will  I  utter  at  the  tomb  of  thy  sire  with  regret ' 
for  his  loss.     Old  king  beneath  this  tomb  of  stone  reposing, 
pay  back  thy  trust  !  I  ask  of  thee  my  wife  whom  Zeus  sent 
hither  unto  thee  to  keep  for  me.     I  know  thou  canst  never 
restore  her  to  me  thyself,  for  thou  art  dead  ;  but  this  thy 
daughter  will  never  allow  her  father  once  so  glorious,  whom 
I  invoke  in  his  grave,  to  bear  a  tarnished  name  ;  for  the 
decision  rests  with  her  now.     Thee,  too,  great  god  of  death, 
I  call  to  my  assistance,  who  hast  received  full  many  a  corpse, 
slain  by  me  for  Helen,  and  art  keeping  thy  wage  ;  either 
restore  those  dead  now  to  life  again,  or  compel  the  daughter 
to  show  herself  a  worthy  equal '  of  her  virtuous  sire,  and  give 
me  back  my  wife.     But  if  ye  will  rob  me  of  her,  I  will  tell 
you  that  which  she  omitted  in  her  speech.     Know  then, 
maiden,  I  by  an  oath  am  bound,  first,  to  meet  thy  brother 
sword  to  sword,  when  he  or  I  must  die  ;  there  is  no  alterna- 
tive.     But  if  he  refuse  to  meet  me  fairly  front  to  front,  and 
seek  by  famine  to  chase  away  us  suppliants  twain  at  this 
tomb,  I  am  resolved  to  slay  Helen,  and  then  to  plunge  this 
two-edged  sword  through  my  own  heart,  upon  the  top  of  the 
sepulchre,  that  our  streaming  blood  may  trickle  down  the 
tomb  ;  and  our  two  corpses  will  be  lying  side  by  side  upon 
this  polished  slab,  a  source  of  deathless  grief  to  thee,  and 
to  thy  sire  reproach.     Never  shall  thy  brother  wed  Helen, 
nor  shall  any  other ;  I  will  bear  her  hence  myself,  if  not  to 
my  house,  at  any  rate  to  death.    And  why  this  stern  resolve? 
Were  I  to  resort  to  women's  ways  and  weep,  I  should  be  a 
pitiful  creature,  not  a  man  of  action.     Slay  me,  if  it  seems 
thee  good  ;  I  will  not  die  ingloriously  ;  but  better  yi^ld  to 
what  I  say,  that  thou  mayst  act  with  justice,  and  I  recover 
my  wife. 

'.  Xauck  proposes  mtrtiv  for  MS.  iro9f/>. 
Hermann's  emendation  fit)  evtriiiovf:  irarpoq  ij<r<rut  is  here  followed. 
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Cho.  On  thee,  maiden,  it  rests  to  judge  between  these 
arguments.     Decide  in  such  a  way  as  to  please  one  and  all. 

The.   My  nature  and  my  inclination  lean  towards  piety  ; 
myself,  too,  I  respect,  and  I  will  never  sully  my  father's  fair 
name,  or  gratify  my  brother  at  the  cost  of  bringing  myself 
into  open  discredit.     For   justice   hath   her  temple  firmly 
founded  in  my  nature,  and  since  I  have  this  heritage  from 
Nereus  I  will  strive  to  save  Menelaus  ;  wherefore,  seeing  it 
is  Hera's  will  to  stand  thy  friend,  I  will  give  my  vote  with 
her.     May  Cypris  be  favourable  to  me  !  though  in  me  she 
hath   no    part,  and'    I   will    try  to   remain   a  maid  alway. 
As  for  thy  reproaches  against  my  father  at  this  tomb  ;  lo !  I 
have  the  same  words  to  utter;  I  should  be  wronging  thee, 
did   I   not  restore  thy  wife:   for   my  sire,   were   he   living! 
would  have  given  her  back  into  thy  keeping,  and  thee  to 
her.     [Yea,  for  there  is  recompense  for  these  things  as  well 
amongst  the  dead  as  amongst  all  those  who  breathe  the  breath 
of  life.     The  soul  indeed  of  the  dead  lives  no  more,  yet  hath 
it  a  consciousness  that  lasts  for  ever,  eternal  as  the  ether 
into  which  it  takes  the  final  plunge.^]  Briefly  then  to  end  the 
matter,  I  will  observe  strict  silence  on  all  that  ye  prayed  I 
should,  and  never  with  my  counsel  will  I  aid  my  brother's 
wanton  will.     For  I  am  doing  him  good  service,  though  he 
little  thinks  it,  if  I  turn  him  from  his  godless  life  to  holiness. 
Wherefore  devise '  yourselves  some  way  of  escape  ;  my  lips 
are   sealed;  I  will   not   cross   your   path.     First  with   the 
goddesses  begin,  and  of  the  one, -and  that  one  Cvpris, -crave 
permission  to  return  unto  thy  country ;  and  of  Hera,  that  her 
goodwill  may  abide  in  the  sa.ne  quarter,  even  her  scheme 
to  save  thee  and  thy  husband.     And  thou,  my  own  dead 
sire,  Shalt  never,  in  so  far  as  rests  with  me,  lo.se  thy  holy  name 
to  rank  with  evil-doers.  [£-^//  rHEONOF. 

*  Badham  rejects  this  line. 

*  Lines  1013-1016  aie  condemned  hy  Dindorf. 
Hermann's  correction  aVaxtr"  t^od6t^  ut-a. 
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Cho.  No  man  ever  prospered  by  unjust  practices,  but  in 
a  righteous  cause  there  is  hope  of  safety. 

Hel.  Menelaus,  on  the  maiden's  side  are  we  quite  safe. 
Thou  must  from  that  point  start,  and  by  contributing  thy 
advice,  devise  with  me  a  scheme  to  save  ourselves. 

Men.  Hearken  then  ;  thou  hast  been  a  long  while  in 
the  palace,  and  art  intimate  with  the  king's  attendants. 

Heu  What  dost  thou  mean  thereby?  for  thou  art  sug- 
gesting hopes,  as  if  resolved  on  some  plan  for  our  mutual 
help. 

Men.  Couldst  thou  persuade  one  of  those  who  have 
charge  of  cars  and  steeds  to  furnish  us  with  a  chariot  ? 

Hel.  I  might ;  but  what  escape  is  there  for  us  who  know 
nothing  of  the  country  and  the  barbarian's  kingdom? 

Men.  True;  a  dilemma.  Well,  supposing  I  conceal 
myself  in  the  palace  and  slay  the  king  with  this  two-edged 
sword  ? 

Hel.  His  sister  would  never  refrain  from  telling  her 
brother  that  thou  wert  meditating  his  death. 

Men.  We  have  not  so  much  as  a  ship  to  make  our 
escape  in  ;  for  the  sea  hath  swallowed  the  one  we  had. 

Hel.  Hear  me,  if  haply  even  a  woman  can  utter  words 
of  wisdom.  Dost  thou  consent  to  be  dead  in  word,  though 
not  really  so  ? 

Men.  'Tis  a  bad  omen  ;  still,  if  by  saying  so  I  shall  gain 
aught,  I  am  ready  to  be  dead  in  word,  though  not  in 
tleed. 

Hel.  I,  too,  will  mourn  thee  with  hair  cut  short  and 
dirges,  as  is  w<  men's  way,  before  this  impious  wretch. 

Me.n'.  What  saving  remedy  doth  this  afford  us  twain? 
'I'here  is  a  flavour  of  deception  '  in  thy  scheme. 

*  Rea.liiig  Hermann's  correction  a-rraioXri  for  MS.  raXaiiWin',  wliitli 
may  perhaps  mean  **  there  i-.  a  certain  staleness  about  that  suggestion." 
Nauck  retains  the  old  reading,  and  in  spite  of  Paley's  high  praise  of  the 
correction  it  does  not  seem  wholly  necessary  to  the  context. 
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Hel.  I  will  beg  the  king  of  this  country  leave  to  bury 
thee  in  a  cenotaph,  as  if  thou  hadst  really  died  at  sea. 

iMkn.  Suppose  he  grant  it ;  how,  e'en  then,  are  we  to 
escape  without  a  ship,  after  having  committed  me  to  my 
empty  tomb? 

Hel.  I  will  bid  him  give  me  a  vessel,  from  which  to  let 
drop  into  the  sea's  embrace  thy  funeral  offerings. 

Men.  a  clever  plan  in  truth,  save  in  one  particular; 
supi)ose  he  bid  thee  rear  the  tomb  upon  the  strand,  thy 
pretext  comes  to  naught. 

Hel.  But  I  shall  say  it  is  not  the  custom  in  Hellas  to 
bury  those  who  die  at  sea  upon  the  shore. 

Men.  Thou  removest  this  obstacle  too ;  I  then  will  sail 
with  thee  and  help  stow  the  funeral  garniture  in  the  same  ship. 

Hel.  Above  all,  it  is  necessary  that  thou  and  all  thy 
sailors  who  escaped  from  the  wreck  should  be  at  hand. 

Men.  He  sure  if  once  I  find  a  ship  at  her  moorings,  ihey 
shall  be  there  man  for  man,  each  with  his  sword. 

Hel.  Thou  must  direct  everything;  only  let  there  be 
winds  to  waft  our  sails  and  a  good  ship  to  speed  before 
them  ! 

Men.  So  shall  it  be ;  for  the  deities  will  cause  my  troubles 
to  cease.  But  from  whom  wilt  thou  say  thou  hadst  tidings 
of  my  death  ? 

Hel.  From  thee;  declare  thyself  the  one  and  only  sur- 
vivor, telling  how  thou  wert  sailing  with  the  son  of  Atreus, 
and  didst  see  him  perish. 

Men.  Of  a  truth  the  garments  I  have  thrown  about  me, 
will  bear  out  my  tale  that  they  were  rags  collected  from  the 
wreckage. 

Hel.  They  come  in  most  opportunely,  but  they  were 
near  being  lost  just  at  the  wrong  time.  Maybe  that  mis- 
fortune will  turn  to  fortune. 

Men.  Am  I  to  enter  the  palace  with  thee,  or  are  we  to  sit 
here  at  the  tomb  quietly  ? 
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Hel.  Abide  here ;  for  if  the  king  attempts  to  do  thee 
any  mischief,  this  tomb  and  thy  good  sword  will  protect 
thee.  But  I  will  go  within  and  cut  off  my  hair,  and  ex- 
change my  white  robe  for  sable  weeds,  and  rend  my  cheek 
w  ith  this  hand's  '  blood-thirsty  nail.  For  'tis  a  mighty 
struggle,  and  I  see  two  possible  issues  ;  either  I  must 
die  if  detected  in  my  plot,  or  else  to  my  country  shall  I 
come  and  save  thy  soul  alive.  O  Hera  !  awful  queen,  who 
sharest  the  couch  of  Zeus,  grant  some  respite  from  their 
toil  to  two  unhappy  wretches ;  to  thee  I  pray,  tossing  my 
arms  upward  to  heaven,  where  thou  hast  thy  home  in  the 
star-spangled  firmament.  Thou,  too,  that  didst  win  the 
prize  of  beauty  at  the  price  of  my  marriage  ;  O  Cypris  ! 
daughter  of  Dione,  destroy  me  not  utterly.  Thou  hast  in- 
jured me  enough  aforetime,  delivering-  up  my  name,  though 
not  my  person;  to  live  amongst  barbarians.  Oh  !  suffer  me  to 
die,  if  death  is  thy  desire,  in  my  native  land.  Why  art  thou 
so  insatiate  in  mischief,  employing  every  art  of  love,  of 
fraud,  and  guileful  schemes,  and  spells  that  bring  bloodshed 
on  families?  Wert  thou  but  moderate,  only  that  !— in  all 
else  thou  art  by  nature  man's  most  welcome  deity ;  and  I 
have  reason  to  say  so.  {^Exeunt  Helen  and  Menelaus. 

Cho.  Thee  let  me  invoke,  tearful  Philomel,  lurking 
^leath  the  leafy  covert  in  thy  place  of  song,  most  tuneful  of 
all  feathered  songsters,  oh !  come  to  aid  me  in  my  dirge, 
trilling  through  thy  tawny  throat,  as  I  sing  the  piteous  woes 
of  Helen,  and  the  tearful  fate  of  Trojan  dames  made  sub- 
ject to  Achiea's  spear,  on  the  day  that  there  came  to  their 
plains  one  who  sped  with  foreign  oar  across  the  dashing 
billows,  bringing  to  Piiam's  race  from  Lacedaemon  thee  his 

'  Adopting  the  emendation  of  Jacobs,  x*P^C  ^^r  xpobc^  which  is 
mentioned  with  approval  by  Paley.  If  xpo»C  >s  retained,  the  only 
possible  meaning  is  "which  draws  blood  from  the  skin  ;  "  (Hermann) 
a  doubtful  rendering. 

=*  Line  lioo  is  rejected  by  Nauck. 
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hapiess  bride,  O  Helen,'— even  Paris,  luckless  bridegroom, 
by  the  guidance  of  Aphrodite.  And  many  an  Achaean  hath 
breathed  his  last  amid  the  spearmen's  thrusts  and  hurtling  hail 
of  stones,  and  gone  to  his  sad  end  ;  for  these  their  wives  cut  off 
their  hair  in  sorrow,  and  their  houses  are  left  without  a 
bride  ;  and  one  ^  of  the  Achieans,  that  had  hut  a  single  ship, 
did  light  a  blazing  beacon  on  sea-girt  Kuboea,  and  destroy 
full  many  of  them,  wrecking  them  on  the  rocks  of  Caphareus 
and  the  shores  that  front  the  ^^gean  main,  by  the  treacherous 
gleam  he  kindled  ;  when  ^  thou,  O  Menelaus,  from  the  very 
day  of  thy  start,  didst  drift  to  harbourless  hills,  far  from  thy 
country  lx.'fore  the  breath  of  the  storm,  bearing  on  thy  ship 
a  prize*  that  was  no  prize,  but  a  phantom  made  by  Hera  out 
of  cloud  for  the  Danai  to  struggle  over.  What^  mortal 
claims,  by  searching  to  the  utmost  limit,  to  have  found  out 
the  nature  of  God,  or  of  his  opposite,  or  of  that  which  comes 
between,  seeing  as  he  doth  this  world  of  man  *  tossed  to  and 
fro  by  waves  of  contradiction  and  strange  vicissitudes  ? 
Thou,  Helen,  art  the  daughter  of  Zeus  ;  for  thy  sire  was  the 
bird  that  nestled  in  Leda's  bosom  ;  and  yet  for  all  that  art 
thou  become  a  by-word'  for  wickedness,  through  the  length 
and  breadth  of  Hellas,  as  faithless,  treacherous  wife  and 
godless  woman ;  nor  can   I  tell  what  certainty  is,  whatever 

*  Sekller's  i>  'EXtra  for  (uf  iVKt. 

'*  i.e.  Nauplius  in  revenge  for  his  son  Palamedes's  death,  cf.  suproy 
I.  767. 

^  The  corruption  here  is  beyond  all  reasonable  hope  of  emendation  ; 
Clark's  attempt  has  been  followed,  a\ifiH'a  i*  opta  fn\  MivtXa',  a^'  or 
VrriXifc,  ot^  tmxro.  This  is  only  one  of  numerous  suggestions  for  the 
MS.  words  fitXfa  /3af)/3opoi'  ffroXa^,  or'  itrvro,  which  are,  as  they  stand, 
quite  unintelligible. 

*  Badham's  emendation  of  yfp«c  in  each  case  lor  ripac. 

*  Matthiae's  correction  nV,  (ptjaiv — iifniv. 

*  Paley  proposes  to  read  rti  9%njT\  Hartung   rti  /.■Jporu/v  for  MS.  ra 

''   Hermann's  r^r'  iaxn(^tic,  for  roi  iaxt)  ffff. 


may  pass  for  it  amongst  men.  That  which  gods  pronounce 
have  I  found  true.  O  fools  !  all  ye  who  try  to  win  the  meed 
of  valour  through  war  and  serried  ranks  of  chivalry,  seeking 
thus  to  still  this  mortal  coil,  in  senselessness  ; '  for  if  bloody 
contests  are  to  decide,  there  will  never  be  any  lack  of  strife 
in  the  towns  of  men ;  the  maidens'  of  the  land  of  Priam  left 
their  bridal  bowers,  though  arbitration  might  have  put  thy 
(juarrel  right,  O  Helen.  And  now  Troy's  sons  are  in 
Hades'  keeping  in  the  world  below,  and  fire  hath  darted  on 
her  walls,  as  darts  the  flame  of  Zeus,  and  thou  art  bringing 
woe  on  woe  to  hapless  sufferers  in  their  misery.' 

The.  All  hail,  my  father's  tomb  !  I  buried  thee,  Proteus, 
at  the  place  where  men  pass  out,  that  I  might  often  greet 
thee  ;  and  so,  ever  as  I  go  out  and  in,  I,  thy  son  Theo- 
clymenus,  call  on  thee,  father.  Ho  !  servants,  to  the  palace 
take  my  hounds  and  hunting  nets  !  How  often  have  I 
blamed  myself  for  never  punishing  those  miscreants  with 
death  !  I  have  just  heard  that  a  son  of  Hellas  has  come 
openly  to  my  land,  escaping  the  notice  of  the  guard,  a  spy 
maybe  or  a  would-be  thief  of  Helen  ;  death  shall  be  his  lot 
if  only  I  can  catch  him.  Ha  !  I  find  all  my  plans  apparently 
frustrated  ;  the  daughter  of  Tyndareus  has  deserted  her  seat 
at  the  tomb  and  sailed  away  from  my  shores.  Ho  !  there, 
undo  the  bars,  loose  the  horses  from  their  stalls,  bring  forth 
my  chariot,  servants,  that  the  wife,  on  whom  my  heart  is 
set,  may  not  get  away  from  these  shores  unseen,  for  want  of 
any  trouble  I  can  take.  Yet  stay ;  for  I  see  the  object  of 
my  pursuit  is  still  in  the  palace,  and  has  not  fled.     How 

'  flfta^uir,  Musgrave. 

'  This  line  is  corrupt,  and  no  satisfactory  emendation  is  offered.  If 
at  (sc.  yvmiKfc)  is  read,  it  is  possible  to  extract  some  meaning  with 
small  change  of  MS.  reading.  Hartung  proposes  rai  Upiafii^at, 
Dindorf  ^  Uptofti^ai. 

This  line  is  also  corrupt,  and  possibly  an  interpolation,  o/XiVoic,  the 
▼ariant  for  'iXi'oii  is  here  followed,  for  which  Nauck  proposed  A«ti  oTf. 
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now,  lady,  why  hast  thou  arrayed  thee  in  sable  weeds  in- 
stead  of  white  raiment,  and  from  thy  f:iir  head  hast  shorn 
thy  tresses  with  the  steel,  bedewing  thy  cheeks  the  while 
with  tears  but  lately  shed?  Is  it  in  response  to  visions  of 
the  night  that  thou  art  mourning,  or,  because  thou  hast 
heard  some  warning  voice  within,  art  thus  distraught  with 
grief? 

Hel.  My  lord,— for  already  I  have  learnt  to  say  that 
name, — I  am  undone  ;  my  luck  is  gone  ;  I  cease  to  be. 

The.  In  what  misfortune  art  thou  plunged?  What  hath 
happened  ? 

Hel.  Menelaus,  ah  me  !  how  can  I  say  it?  is  dead,  my 
husband. 

The.  [I  show  no  exultation  in  this  news,  yet  am  I  blest 
herein.]' 

Hel.  #  •  #  ♦ 

The.  How  knowest  thou  ?    Did  Theonoe  tell  thee  this? 

Hel.  Both  she,  and  one  who  was  there  when  he  perished. 

The.  What !  hath  one  arrived  who  actually  announces 
this  for  certain  ? 

Hel.  One  hath  ;  oh  may  he  come  e'en  as  I  wish  him  to! 

The.  Who  and  where  is  he?  that  I  may  learn  this  more 
surely. 

Hel.  There  he  is,  sitting  crouched  beneath  the  shelter  of 
this  tomb. 

The.  Great  Apollo  I  what  a  bundle  of  unsightly  rags  ! 
Hel.  Ah  me  !  methinks  my  own  husband  too  is  in  like 
plight. 

The.  From  what  country  is  this  fellow?  whence  landed 
he  here  ? 

Hel.  From  Hellas,  one  of  the  Achaeans  who  sailed  with 
my  husband. 

The.  Whu  kind  of  death  doth  he  declare  that  Menelaus 
died? 

'   Hartung  rejects  this  hue. 
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Hkl.  The  most  piteous  of  all ;  amid  the  watery  waves  at 
sea. 

The.  On  what  part  of  the  savage  ocean  was  he  sailing? 

Hel.  Cast  up  on  the  harbourless  rocks  of  Libya. 

The.  How  was  it  this  man  did  not  perish  if  he  was  with 
him  aboard  ? 

Hel.  There  are  times  when  churls  have  more  luck  than 
their  betters. 

The.  Where  left  he  the  wreck,  on  coming  hither? 

Hel.  There,  where  perdition  catch  it,  but  not  Menelaus! 

The.  He  is  lost ;  but  on  what  vessel  came  this  man? 

Hel.  According  to  his  story  sailors  fell  in  with  him  and 
I>icked  him  up. 

The.  Where  then  is  that  mischievous  thing  that  was 
sent  to  Troy  in  thy  stead  ? 

Hel.  Dost  mean  the  phantom-form  of  cloud?  It  hath 
passed  into  the  air. 

The.  O  Priam,  and  thou  land  of  Troy,  how  fruitless  thy 
ruin  ! 

Hel.  I  too  have  shared  with  Priam's  race  their  mis- 
fortunes. 

The.  Did  this  fellow  leave  thy  husband  unburied,  or 
consign  him  to  the  grave  ? 

Hel.  Unburied  ;  woe  is  me  for  my  sad  lot  ! 

The.  Wherefore  hast  thou  shorn  the  tresses  of  thy  golden 
hair? 

Hel.  His  memory  lingers  fondly  in  this  heart,'  whate'er 
his  fate. 

Heath  veiy  ingeniously  suggests  that  at  the  words  tvOdd'  Cjv  Helen 
lays  her  hand  upon  her  heart.  Admitting  this  as  possible,  and  reading 
Seiiller's  Ji;  iror  loriv  or  oq  tot*  l<rriV,  a  more  intelligible  meaning  is 
obtained  than  by  adopting  Hermann's  ijQirfp  lariv  and  giving  a  double 
meaning  to  tvBaCe  (I)  as  Theoclymenus  would  understand  it  "in  that 
other  world,"  (2)  as  Helen  really  means  **  here  by  the  tomb."  Probably 
the  line  is  corrupt.     Nauck  suggests  uif  Tror  irf^aS'  Ctv  iroiTiQ. 
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Thf.   Are  thy  tears  in  genuine  sorrow  for  this  calamity? 

Hel.  An  easy  task  no  doubt  to  escape'  thy  sister's  de- 
lection  ! 

The.  No,  surely ;  impossible.  Wilt  thou  still  make  this 
tomb  thy  abode? 

Hel.  Why  jeer  at  me?  canst  thou  not  let  the  dead  man 
be? 

The.  No,  thy  loyalty^  to  thy  husband's  memory  makes 
thee  fly  from  me. 

Hel.  I  will  do  so  no  more  ;  prepare  at  once  for  my 
marriage. 

The.  Thou  hast  been  long  in  bringing  thyself  to  it ;  still 
I  do  commend  thee  now. 

Hel.  Dost  know  thy  part  ■*     Let  us  forget  the  past. 

The.  On  what  terms?  One  good  turn  deserves  another. 

Hel.  Let  us  make  peace  ;  be  reconciled  to  me. 

The.  I  relinquish  my  quarrel  with  thee ;  let  it  take 
wings  and  fly  away. 

Hel.  Then  by  thy  knees,  since  thou  art  my  friend 
indeed, — 

The.  What  art  so  bent  on  winning,  that  to  me  thou 
stretchest  out  a  sui)pliant  hand  ? 

Hel.   My  dead  husband  would  I  fain  bury. 

The.  What  tomb  can  be  bestowed  on  lost  bodies?  Wilt 
thou  bury  a  shade  ? 

Hel.  In  Hellas  we  have  a  custom,  whene'er  one  is 
drowned  at  sea — 

The.  What  is  your  custom  ?  The  race  of  Pelops  truly 
hath  some  skill  in  matters  such  as  this. 

Hel.  To  hold  a  burial  with  woven  robes  that  wrap  no 
corpse. 

'  Reading  Hermann's  XaOflv,  the  line  being  strongly  ironical.  If 
Oavuv  is  retained,  the  meaning  would  be  "no  doubt  /Acu  vvouldst  bear 
thy  sister's  death  lightly  1  *' 

'^  Paley's  correction  Triart)  yap  ovva  .  .   .  ^fi'-yfif  ifif. 


HELEN. 


363 


The.  Perform  the  ceremony  ;  rear  the  tomb  where'er 
thou  wilt. 

Hel.  'Tis  not  thus  we  give  drowned  sailors  burial. 

The.  How  then?  I  know  nothing  of  your  customs  in 
Hellas. 

Hel.  We  unmoor,  and  carry  out  to  sea  all  that  is  the 
dead  man's  due. 

The.  What  am  I  to  give  thee  then  for  thy  dead  hus- 
band? 

Hel.  Myself  I  cannot  say;'  I  had  no  such  experience 
in  my  previous  happy  life. 

Ihe.  Stranger,  thou  art  the  bearer  of  tidings  I  welcome. 

Men.  Well,  I  do  not,  nor  yet  doth  the  dead  man. 

The.  How  do  ye  bury  those  who  have  been  drowned  at 
sea  ? 

Men.  Each  according  to  his  means. 

The.  As  far  as  wealth  goes,  name  thy  wishes  for  this 
lady's  sake. 

Men.  There  must  be  a  blood-offering  first  to  the  dead. 

The.  Blood  of  what?  Do  thou  show  me  and  I  will 
comply. 

Men.  Decide  that  thyself;  whatever  thou  givest  will 
suffice. 

The.  Amongst  barbarians  'tis  customary  to  sacrifice  a 
horse  or  bull. 

Men.  If  thou  givest  at  all,  let  there  be  nothing  mean  ii) 
thy  gift. 

The.  I  have  no  lack  of  such  in  my  rich  herds. 
Men.  Next  an  empty  bier  is  decked  and  carried  in  pro- 
cession. 

The.  It  shall  be  so  ;  what  else  is  it  customary  to  add  ? 
Men.  Bronze  arms  ;  for  war  was  his  delight. 
The.  These  will  be  worthy  of  the  race  of  Pelops,  and 
these  will  we  give. 

*  Hermann's  correction  ovk  o7^'  /ywy',  diriipo^  k.t.X. 
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Mkn.  And  with  them  all  the  fair  increase  of  productive 
earth. 

The.  And  next,  how  do  ye  pour  these  olTerings  into  the 
billows? 

Men.  There  must  be  a  ship  ready  and  rowers. 

The.  How  far  from  the  shore  does  the  ship  put  out  ? 

Men.  So  far  that  the  foam  in  her  wake  can  scarce  be 
seen  from  the  strand. 

The.  Why  so  ? '  wherefore  doth  Hellas  observe  this 
custom  ? 

Men.  That  the  billow  may  not  cast  up  again  our  ex- 
piatory offerings. 

The.  Phcenician  rowers  will  soon  cover  the  distance. 

Men.  Twill  be  well  done,  and  gratifying  to  Menelaus,  too. 

The.  Canst  thou  not  perform  these  rites  well  enough 
without  Helen? 

Men.  This  task  belongs  to  mother,  wife,  or  children. 

The.  ' lis  her  task  then,  according  to  thee,  to  bury  her 
husband. 

Men.  To  be  sure  ;  piety  demands  that  the  dead  be  not 
lobbed  of  their  due. 

The.  Well,  let  her  go  ;  'tis  my  interest  to  foster  piety 
in  a  wife.  And  thou,  enter  the  house  and  choose  adorn- 
ment for  the  dead.  Thyself,  too,  will  I  not  send  empty- 
handed  away,  since  thou  hast  done  her  a  service.  And 
for  the  good  news  thou  hast  brought  me,  thou  shalt  receive 
raiment  instead  of  going  bare,  and  food,  too,  that  thou 
mayst  reach  thy  country ;  for  as  it  is,  I  see  thou  art  in 
sorry  plight.  As  for  thee,  poor  lady,  waste  not  thyself^  in  a 
hopeless  case ;  Menelaus  has  met  his  doom,  and  thy  dead 
husband  cannot  come  to  life. 

*  The  note  of  interrogation  is  due  to  Schafer. 

*  Nauck,  with  some  old  editions,  gives  Tpvxov  ai)  travrqv,  but  Her- 
mann and  others,  following  the  Florence  MS.,  read  rpvxovva  aavrijv, 
and  supjK)se  a  lacuna  after  1.  1285.     The  sense,  however,  is  clear. 
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Men.  This  then  is  thy  duty,  fair  young  wife  ;  be  content 
with  thy  present  husband,  and  forget  him  who  has  no  exis- 
tence ;  for  this  is  thy  best  course  in  face  of  what  is  happen- 
ing. And  if  ever  I  come  to  Hellas  and  secure  my  safety, 
I  will  clear  thee  of  thy  former  ill-repute,  if  thou  prove  a 
dutiful  wife  to  thy  true  husband. 
'  Hel.  I  will ;  never  shall  my  husband  have  cause  to  blame 
me  ;  thou  shalt  thyself  attend  us  and  be  witness"  thereto. 
Now  go  within,  poor  wanderer,  and  seek  the  bath,  and 
change  thy  raiment.  I  will  show  my  kindness  to  thee,  and 
that  without  delay.  For  thou  wilt  perform  all  service  due 
with  kindlier  feeling  for  my  dear  lord  Menelaus,  if  at  my 
liands  thou  meet  with  thy  deserts. 

[^j:^//«/ Theoclvmenus,  Helen,  Menelaus. 

Cho.  Through  wooded  glen,  o'er  torrent's  flood,  and 
ocean's  booming  waves  rushed  the  mountain-goddess,  mother 
of  the  gods,  in  frantic  haste,  once  long  ago,  yearning  for  her 
daughter  lost,  whose  name  men  dare  not  utter ;  loudly 
rattled  the  Bacchic  castanets  in  shrill  accord,  what  time 
those  maidens,  swift  as  whirlwinds,  sped  forth  with  the 
goddess '  on  her  chariot  yoked  to  wild  creatures,  in  quest  of 
her  that  was  ravished  from  the  circling  choir  of  virgins ; 
here  was  Artemis  with  her  bow,  and  there  the  grim-eyed^ 
goddess,  sheathed  in  mail,  and  spear  in  hand.  .  .  .^  But  Zeus 
looked  down  from  his  throne  in  heaven,  and  turned  the 
issue  otherwhither.  Soon  as  the  mother  ceased  from  her 
wild  wandering  toil,  in  seeking*  her  daughter  stolen  so 
subtly  as  to  baffle  all  pursuit,  she  crossed  the  snow-capped 
heights  of  Ida's  nymphs  ;   and  in  anguish  cast  her  down 

'  Hermann's  correction  ^ei'C«<Ty  (■(^  aar'n'aQ. 

*  Hermann's  Vtpyunra. 

'  To  complete  the  sense,  Hermann  and  Dindorf  give  a  conjectural 
line  containing  a  finite  verb,  thus  irpov^utpfiutt'To'  Ztvg  ^  iSpavutp,  omitting; 
it  after  ai7o^w»'. 

*  fiariifova'  dnopovc,  Hermann. 
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amongst  the  rocks  and  brushwood  deep  in  snow ;  and,  deny- 
ing to  man  all  increase  to  his  tillage  from  those  barren  fields, 
she  wasted  the  human  race  ;  nor  would  she  let  the  leafy  ten- 
drils yield  luxuriant  fodder  for  the  cattle,  wherefore  many '  a 
beast  lay  dying ;  no  sacrifice  was  offered  to  the  gods,  and 
on  the  altars  were  no  cakes  to  burn  ;  yea,  and  she  made 
the  dew-fed  founts  of  crystal  water  to  cease  their  flow,  in  her 
insatiate  sorrow  for  her  child.  But  when  for  gods  and 
tribes  of  men  alike  she  made  an  end  to  festal  cheer,  Zeus 
spoke  out,  seeking  to  sooth  the  mother's  moody  soul,  "  Ye 
stately  Graces,  go  banish  from  Demeter's  angry  heart  the 
grief  her  wanderings*  bring  upon  her  for  her  child,  and  go, 
ye  Muses  too,  with  tuneful  choir."  Thereon  did  Cypris, 
fairest  of  the  blessed  gods,  first  catch  up  the  crashing 
cymbals,  native  to  that  land,  and  the  drum  with  tight- 
stretched  skin,  and  then  Demeter  smiled,  and  in  her  hand 
did  take  the  deep-toned  flute,  well  pleased  with  its  loud  note. 
Thou  hast  wedded  as  thou  never  shouldst  have  done  ' 
in  defiance  of  all  right,  and  thou  hast  incurred,  my  daughter, 
the  wrath  of  the  great  mother  by  disregarding  her  sacrifices. 
Oh  !  mighty  is  the  virtue  in  a  dress  of  dappled  fawn-skin, 
in  ivy  green  that  twineth  round  a  sacred  thyrsus,  in 
whirling  tambourines  struck  as  they  revolve  in  air,  in  tresses 
wildly  streaming  for  the  revelry  of  Bromius,  and  likewise 
in  the  sleepless  vigils  of  the  goddess,  when '  the  moon  looks 

^    Rciding  iroX'tutv  (Hermann)  though  Nauck  has  7roX£4ii»'  =  cities. 

•^  a\av,  so  Bothe  for  MS.  tiXnX^. 

'  The  translation  follows  Paley's  conjecture  Uvfurac  for  invptotrar  ; 
this  requires  perhaps  the  least  change  in  a  very  difficult  and  probably 
corrupt  passage.  The  various  emendations  are  discussed  at  length  in 
Paley's  larger  edition.  The  allusion  seems  to  be  to  Helen's  guilty 
passion  for  Paris,  which  is  an  insult  to  the  majesty  of  Cyliele. 

*  Reading  Hermann's  conjecture  tln-t  viv  on^aaiv  l^^aXt  aikava  which 
is  adopted  in  Paley's  text  as  the  most  satisfactory  emendation  of  tins 
very  corrupt  passage.  The  la-^t  line  of  this  choral  ode  is  generally 
regarded  as  a  clum>y  interpolation. 
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down  and  sheds  her  radiance  o'er  the  scene.     [Thou  wert 
confident  in  thy  charms  alone.] 

IIel.  My  friends,  within  the  palace  all  goes  well  for  us ; 
for  the  daughter  of  Proteus,  who  is  privy  to  our  stealthy 
scheme,  told  her  brother  nothing  when  questioned  as  to  my 
husband's  coming,  but  for  my  sake  declared  him  dead 
and  buried.  Most  ^  fortunate  it  is  my  lord  hath  had  the 
luck  to  get  these  weapons  ;  for  he  is  now  himself  clad  in  the 
harness  he  was  to  plunge  into  the  sea,  his  stalwart  arm 
thrust  through  the  buckler's  strap,  and  in  his  right  hand  a 
spear,  on  pretence  of  joining  in  homage  to  the  dead.  He  hath 
girded  himself  most  serviceably  for  the  fray,  as  if  to  triumph 
o'er  a  host  of  barbarian  foes  when  once  we  are  aboard  yon 
oared  ship;  instead^  of  his  rags  from  the  wreck  hath  he 
donned  the  robes  I  gave  for  his  attire,  and  I  have  bathed 
his  limbs  in  water  from  the  stream,  a  bath  he  long  hath 
wanted.  But  I  must  be  silent,  for  from  the  house  comes 
forth  the  man  who  thinks  he  has  me  in  his  power,  prepared 
to  be  his  bride ;  and  thy  goodwill  I  also  claim  and  thy  strict 
silence,  if  haply,  when  we  save  ourselves,  we  may  save  thee 

too  some  day. 

The.  Advance  in  order,  servants,  as  the  stranger  hath 
directed,  bearing  the  funeral  gifts  the  sea  demands.  But 
tliou,  Helen,  if  thou  wilt  not  misconstrue  my  words,  be  per- 
suaded and  here  abide  ;  for  thou  wilt  do  thy  husband  equal 
service  whether  thou  art  present  or  not.  For  1  am  afraid 
that  some  sudden  shock  of  fond  regret  may  prompt  thee  to 

'  This  line  is  corrupt,  an<l  may,  as  Hermann  suggests,  he  made  up  of 
parts  of  two.   Nauck's  reading  is  here  followed,  KdAXurra  5fi  rud'  i'}pira<r' 

^  To  avoid  the  awkwardness  involved  in  the  somewhat  doul,>tful 
Cireek  irtTrXovQ  afifi\l/a^  .  .  .  ayw  vtv,  Pierson  ingeniously  proposes 
irinXovt,  ^'  aft€.4^a(T^  .  .  .  *yw  viv,  to  which  however  Paley  objects  that 
oftfi^-nv  cannot  lie  used  of  one  who  effects  a  change  upon  another,  while 
Hermann  somewhat  hypercritically  remarks  that  by  this  change  the 
several  actions  desciibed  take  an  unnatural  order. 
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plunge  into  the  swollen  tide,  in  an  ecstasy  of  gratitude  toward 
thy  former  husband  ;  for  thy  grief  for  him,  though  he  is  lost, 
is  running  to  excess. 

Hel.  O  my  new '  lord,  needs  must  I  honour  him 
with  whom  I  first  shared  married  joys ;  for  I  could 
even  die  with  my  husband,  so  well  I  loved  him  ;  yet  how 
could  he  thank  me,  were  I  to  share  death's  doom  with 
him?  Still,  let  me  go  and  pay  his  funeral  rites  unto  the  dead 
in  person.  The  gods  grant  thee  the  boon  I  wish  and  this 
stranger  too,  for  the  assistance  he  is  lending  here  !  And 
thou  shalt  find  in  me  a  wife  fit  to  share  thy  house,  since  thou 
art  rendering  kindness  to  Menelaus  and  to  me  ;  for  surely  these 
events  are  to  some  good  fortune  tending.  But  now  appoint 
someone  to  give  us  a  ship  wherein  to  convey  these  gifts, 
that  I  may  find  thy  kindness  made  complete. 

The.  (to  an  attendant.)  Go  thou,  and  furnish  them  with 
a  Sidonian  galley  of  fifty  oars  and  rowers  also. 

Hel.  Shall  not  he  command  the  ship  who  is  ordering  the 
funeral  ? 

The.   Most  certainly;  my  sailors  are  to  obey  him. 

Hel.  Repeat  the  order,  that  they  may  clearly  understand 
thee. 

The.  I  repeat  it,  and  will  do  so  yet  again  if  that  is  thy 
pleasure. 

Hel.  Good  luck  to  thee  and  to  me  in  my  designs! 

The.  Oh  !  waste  not  thy  fair  complexion  with  excessive 
weeping. 

Hel.  This  day  shall  show  my  gratitude  to  thee. 

The.  The  state  of  the  dead  is  nothingness;  to  toil  for 
them  is  vain. 

Hel.  In  what  I  say,  this  world,  as  well  as  that,  hath  share. 

The.  Thou  shalt  not  find  in  me  a  husband  at  all  inferior 
to  Menelaus. 

^  Elmsley's  correction  cati  of. 
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Hel.  With  thee  have  I  no  fault  to  find ;  good  luck  is  all  I 
need.' 

The.  That  rests  with  thyself,  if  thou  show  thyself  a 
loving  wife  to  me. 

Hel.  This  is  not  a  lesson  I  shall  have  to  learn  now,  to 
love  my  friends. 

The.  Is  it  thy  wish  that  I  should  escort  thee  in  person 
with  active  aid  ? 

Hel.  God  forbid  !  become  not  thy  servant's  servant,  O 
king  ! 

1'he.  Up  and  away  !  I  am  not  concerned  with  customs 
M-hich  the  race  of  Pelops  holds.  My  house  is  pure,  for 
Menelaus  did  not  die  here  ;  go  some  one  now  and  bid  my 
vassal  chiefs  bring  marriage-otferings  to  my  palace ;  for  the 
whole  earth  must  re-echo  in  glad  accord  the  hymn  of 
my  wedding  with  Helen,  to  make  men  envious.  Go, 
stranger,  and  pour  into  the  sea's  embrace  these  oflTerings  to 
Helen's  former  lord,  and  then  speed  back  again  with  my 
bride,  that  after  sharing  with  me  her  marriage-feast  thou 
mayst  set  out  for  home,  or  here  abide  in  happiness. 

\^Exit  Theoclvmenus. 

Men.  O  Zeus,  who  art  called  the  father  of  all  and  god  of 
wisdom,  look  down  on  us  and  change  our  woe  to  joy  !  Lend 
us  thy  ready  help,  as  we  seek  to  drag  our  fortunes  up  the 
rugged  hill ;  if  with  but  thy  finger-tip  thou  touch  us,we  shall 
reach  our  longed-for  goal.  Sufficient  are  the  troubles  we  ere 
this  have  undergone.  Full  oft  have  I  invoked  you  gods  to 
hear  my  joys  and  sorrows  ; '  I  do  not  deserxe  to  be  for  ever 
unhappy,  but  to  advance  and  prosper.  Grant  me  but  this 
one  boon,  and  so  will  ye  crown  my  future  with  blessing. 

[^Exeunt  Menelaus  and  Helen. 

Cho.  Hail !    thou  swift  Phoenician  ship  of  Sidon  !  dear 

*  f(e  III.     So  Musgrave  for  \kt\n. 

*  Paley's  reading  xpr\<n'  ifxov  kXvhv  kciI  Xvirp*. 
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to  the   rowers,^  mother  to    the    foam,  leader  of  fair  dol- 
phins' gambols,  what  time  the  deep  is  hushed  and  still,  and 
Ocean's  azure  child,  the  queen  of  calm,  takes  up  her  parable 
and  says :    *'  Away  !  and  spread  your  canvas  to  the  ocean- 
breeze.     Ho  !   sailors,   ho  !    come  grip  your  oars   of  pine, 
speeding  Helen  on  her  way  to  the  sheltered  beach  where 
Perseus  dwelt  of  yore."^     It   may  be  thou  wilt  find  the 
daughters'  of  Leucippus  beside  the  brimming  river*  or  before 
the  temple  of  Pallas,  when  at  last  with  dance  and  revelry 
thou  joinest  in  the  merry  midnight  festival '  of  Hyacinthus, 
him  whom  Phcebus  slew  in  the  lists  by  a  quoit  ^  hurled  o'er 
the   mark  ;    wherefore   did   the   son    of  Zeus   ordain   that 
Laconia's  land  should  set  apart  that  day  for  sacrifice  ;  there 
too'  shalt  thou  find  the  tender  maid,'  whom  ye  left®  in  your 
house,  for  as  yet  no  nuptial  torch  has  shed  its  light  for  her. 
Oh  !  for  wings  to  cleave  the  air  in  the  track  of  Libyan  cranes, 
whose  serried  ranks  leave  far  behind  the  wintry  storm  at  the 
shrill  summons  of  some  veteran  leader,  who  raises  his  ex- 
ultant cry  as  he  wings  his  way  o'er  plains  that  know  no  rain  '® 
and  yet  bear  fruitful  increase.    Ye  feathered  birds  with  necks 
outstretched,  comrades  of  the  racing  clouds,  on !  on  !  till  ye 
reach  the  Pleiads  in  their  central  station  and  Orion,  lord  of 
the  night  ;  and  as  ye  settle  on  Eurotas'  banks  proclaim  the 

'  ii^xffiqt  Barnes. 

*  i.e.  to  Mycena%  said  to  have  been  founded  by  Perseus. 

^  The  daughters  of  Leucippus  were  priestesses  of  Athena  and  Artemi<: ; 
possibly  the  name  survivetl  as  a  title  for  all  such  priestesses  after  them. 

*  i.f.  the  Eurotas  in  Sparta,  and  the  temple  of  the  *'  Brazen  House." 
'  wxiav  (v<ppo<Tvyav.     So  Matthiae. 

*  rpoY'p  aWp/io»'«  ^lOKov.     So  Dobree. 

''  Hyacinthus  was  a  beautiful  youth  beloved  by  Apollo  who  acci- 
dentally killed  him  with  the  blow  of  a  quoit.  After  his  death  the 
festival  of  the  Hyacinthia  was  instituted  in  his  honour. 

*  i.e,  Hermione. 

*  Xtirhtiv.     So  Hermann,  who  supplies  the  lacuna  after  olroif  with 

BdWovnav  ir  0a\afAOiQ. 

^'^  It  was  believed  by  the  ancients  that  no  rain  fell  in  Egypt. 
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glad  tidings  that  Menelaus  hath  sacked  the  city  of  Dardanus, 
and  will  soon  be  home.  Ye  sons  of  Tyndareus  at  length 
appear,  speeding  in  your  chariot  through  the  sky,  denizens 
of  heaven's  courts  beneath  the  radiant  whirling '  stars, 
guide  this'^  lady  Helen  safely  o'er  the  azure  main,  across  the 
foam-flecked  billows  of  the  deep-blue  sea,  sending  the  mari- 
ners a  favouring  gale  from  Zeus  ;  and  from  your  sister  snatch 
the  ill-repute  of  wedding  with  a  barbarian,  even  the  punish- 
ment ^  bequeathed  to  her  from  that  strife  on  Ida's  mount, 
albeit  she  never  went  to  the  land*  of  Ilium,  to  the  battlements 
of  Phoebus. 

Mes.  {entering  hurriedly^  O  king,  [at  last '  have  I  found 
thee  in  the  palace ;  for  new]  tidings  of  woe  art  thou  soon  to 
hear  from  me. 

The.  How  now? 

Mes.  Make  haste  to  woo  a  new  wife;  for  Helen  hath 
escaped. 

The.  Borne  aloft  on  soaring  wings,  or  treading  still  the 
earth  ? 

Mes.  Menelaus  has  succeeded  in  bearing  her  hence; 
'twas  he  that  brought  the  news  of  his  own  death. 

The.  O  monstrous  story  !  what  ship  conveyed  her  from 
these  shores  ?     Thy  tale  is  past  belief. 

Mes.  The  very  ship  thou  didst  thyself  give  the  stranger  ; 
and  that  thou  mayest  briefly  know  all,  he  is  gone,  taking  thy 
sailors  with  him. 

The.   How  was  it  ?    I  long  to  know,  for  I  never  gave  it  a 

'  Anaxaj;oras,  whose  theories  are  frequently  alluded  to  by  Euripides, 
held  that  the  heaven  rotated  round  the  earth.  This  may  be  alluded  to, 
but  the  line  is  probably  corrupt. 

*  raali  for  MS.  raq.     So  Bad  ham. 

'  Scaliger  iroivaBttff  for  MS.  iror7j9(t<T\ 

*  ydv  ovK  iXOovera.      So  Musgrave  for  rav  oIk  tXQovaav. 

*  Hermann's  emendation,  rd  fidKurr',  is  followed  in  preference  to  the 
many  others  offered.  Niuck  regards  the  words  here  inclosed  as 
spurious. 
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thought  that  a  single  arm   could   master  all  those   sailors 
with  whom  thou  wert  despatched. 

Mks.  Soon  as  the  daughter  of  Zeus  had  left  this  royal 
mansion  and  come  unto  the  sea,  daintily  picking  her  way, 
most  craftily  she  set  to  mourn  her  husband,  though  he  was 
not  dead  but  at  her  side.  Now  when  we  reached  thy  docks 
well  walled,  we  began  to  launch  the  fastest  of  Sidonian 
ships,  with  her  full  complement  of  fifty  rowers,  and  eac  h 
task  in  due  succession  followed  ;  some  set  up  the  mast, 
others  ranged  the  oars  with  their  blades  ready,'  and  stored  Mhe 
white  sails  within  the  hold,  and  the  rudder  was  let  down  astern 
and  fastened  securely.  While  we  were  thus  employed,  those 
Hellenes,  who  had  been  fellow- voyagers  with  Menelaus, 
were  watching  us,  it  seems,  and  they  drew  nigh  the  beach, 
clad  in  the  rags  of  shipwrecked  men,— well  built  enough,  but 
squalid  to  look  upon.  And  the  son  of  Atreus,  directly  he 
saw  them  approach,  bespoke  them,  craftily  introducing  the 
reason  for  his  mourning:  "Ye  hapless  mariners,  how  have 
ye  come  hither?  your  Achaean  ship  where  wrecked?  Are  ye 
here  to  help  bury  dead  Atreus*  son,  whose  missing  body  this 
lady,  daughter  of  Tyndareus,  is  honouring  with  a  cenotaph  ?  ' 
Then  they  with  feigned  tears  proceeded  to  the  ship,  bear- 
ing aboard  the  offerings  to  be  thrown  into  the  deep  for  Mene- 
laus.  Thereat  were  we  suspicious,  and  communed  amongst 
ourselves  regarding  the  number  of  extra  passengers ;  but  still 
we  kept  silence  out  of  respect  for  thy  orders,  for  by  intrust- 
mg  the  command  of  the  vessel  to  the  stranger  thou  didst 
thus  spoil   all.      Now   the   other  victims  gave  no  trouble, 

'  Paley  retaining  rapnov  rt  xnpi  translates  the  passage  "  one  set  up 
the  mast,  another  placed  the  oar,  and  arranged  the  oarage  to  the 
rower's  hand."  But  Lightfoot's  suggestion,  TafoCo  car//p€i,  which  is 
here  followed,  seems  very  plausible,  on  the  aulhwrity  of  I  ph.  T.  i34St 
where  the  same  phrase  occurs.  Badham's  rapaov  t  ivtipe  seems  a 
doubtful  improvement. 

^  Paley  conjectures  hfuPd  or  liiriCri  for  MS.  «ic  iv  i>,  but  without 
absolutely  rejecting  the  old  reading. 
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and  we  easily  put  them  aboard  ;  only  the  bull  refused  to  go 
forward  along  the  gangway,  but  rolled  his  eyes  around  and 
kept  bellowing,  and,  arching  his  back  and  glaring  askance 
toward  his  horns,  he  would  not  let  us  touch  him.  But  Helen's 
lord  cried  out :  *'  O  !  ye  who  laid  waste  the  town  of  Ilium, 
come  pick  up  yon  bull,  the  dead  man's  offering,  on  your 
stout  shoulders,  as  is  the  way  in  Hellas,  and  cast  him  into  the 
hold  ;"  and  as  he  spoke  he  drew  his  sword  in  readiness. 
Then  they  at  his  command  came  and  caught  up  the  bull  and 
carried  him  bodily  on  to  the  deck.  And  Menelaus  stroked 
the  horse  on  neck  and  brow,  coaxing  it  to  go  aboard.  At 
length,  when  the  ship  was  fully  freighted,  Helen  climbed  the 
ladder  with  graceful  step  and  took  her  seat  midway  betwixt 
the  rowers'  benches,  and  he  sat  by  her  side,  even  Menelaus 
who  was  called  dead ;  and  the  rest,  equally  divided  on  the 
right  and  left  side  of  the  ship,  sat  them  down,  each  beside  his 
man,  with  swords  concealed  beneath  their  cloaks,  and  the 
billows  soon  were  echoing  to  the  rowers'  song,  as  we  heard 
the  boatswain's  note.  Now  when  we  were  put  out  a  space, 
not  very  far  nor  very  near,  the  helmsman  asked,  "Shall 
we,  sir  stranger,  sail  yet  further  on  our  course,  or  will  this 
serve  ?  For  thine  it  is  to  command  the  ship."  And  he 
answered :  **'Tis  far  enough  for  me,"  while  in  his  right  hand  he 
gripped  his  sword  and  stepped  on  to  the  prow;  then  standing 
o'er  the  bull  to  slay  it,  never  a  word  said  he  of  any  dead  man, 
but  cut  its  throat  and  thus  made  prayer:  *' Poseidon,  lord  of 
the  sea,  whose  home  is  in  the  deep,  and  ye  holy  daughters  of 
Nereus,  bring  me  and  my  wife  safe  and  sound  to  Nauplia's 
strand  from  hence  !  "  Anon  a  gush  of  blood,  fair  omen  for 
the  stranger,  spouted  into  the  tide.  One  cried,  *'  There  is 
treachery  in  this  voyage;  why  should  we  now  sail  to  Nauplia?' 
Give  the  order,  helmsman,  turn  thy  rudder."  But  the  son  of 
Atreus,  standing  where  he  slew  the  bull,  called  to  his  com- 
rades,  "  Why  do  ye,  the  pick  of  Hellas,  delay   to  smite 

'  'SavirXiav  is  Paley's  conjecture  for  the  cornipt  Sa^iav. 
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and  slay  the  barbarians  and  fling  them  from  the  ship  into  the 
waves?"    While  to  thy  crew  the  boatswain  rried  the  opposite 
command  :     "  Ho  !    some  of  you  cat(  h  up  chance  spars, 
break  up  the  benches,  or  snatch  the  oar-blade  from  the  thole, 
and  beat  out  the  brains  of  these  our  foreign  foes."     Forth- 
with up  sprang  each  man,  the  one  part  armed  with  |)oles  that 
sailors  use,  the  other  with  swords.  And  the  ship  ran  down  with 
blood ;  while  Helen  from  her  seat  u[)on  the  stern  thus  cheered 
them  on:  *' Where  is  the  fame  ye  won  in  Troy?  show  it 
against  these  barbarians."      Tlien  as  they  hasted  to  the  fray, 
some  would  fall  and  some  rise  up  again,  while  others  hadst 
tJiou  seen  laid  low  in  death.      Hut  Menelaus  in  full  armour, 
made  his  way,  sword  in  hand,  to  any  point  where  his  watch- 
ful eye  perceived  his  comrades  in  distress;  so  we  lea[>t  from 
the  ship  and  swam,  and  he  cleared  the  benches  of  thy  rowers. 
Then  did  the  j^rince '  set  himself  to  steer,  and  bade  them 
make  a  straight  course  to  Hellas.     So  they  set  u\)  the  mast, 
and  fiivouring  breezes  blew ;  and  they  are  clear  away,  while 
I,  from  de-ith  escaped,  let  myself  down  by  the  anchor  chain 
into  the  sea  ;  and,  just  as  I  was  spent,  one  threw  me  a  rope 
and  rescued  me,  and  drew  me  to  land  to  bring  to  thee  this 
message.    Ah !  there  is  naught  more  serviceable  to  mankind 
than  a  prudent  distrust. 

Cho.   I  would  never  have  believed  that  Menelaus  could 
have  eluded  us  and  thee,  O  king,  in  the  way  he  did  on  hi5 


commg. 


The.  Woe  is  me  !  cozened  by  a  woman's  tricks  !  My 
bride  hath  escaped  me.  If  the  ship  could  have  been  pur- 
sued and  overtaken,  I  would  have  used  every  means  forth- 
with to  catch  the  strangers ;  as  it  is,  I  will  avenge  myself 
upon  my  treacherous  sister,  in  that  she  saw  Menelaus  in  my 
palace  and  did  not  tell  me.  Wherefore  shall  she  nevermore 
deceive  another  by  her  prophetic  art. 

'  Kirchhoff's  diaKra,  *'bade  the  steersman  make  straight  for,"  is  a 
simple  correction,  k"  ar^r  is  necessary. 
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PoR.  Ho,  there  !  whither  away  .so  fast,  my  lord?  on  what 
bloody  thought  intent  ? 

Thf.  Whither  Justice  calls  me.     Out  of  my  path  ! 

PoR.  I  will  not  loose  thy  robe,  for  on  grievous  mischief 
art  thou  bent. 

Thf.  .Shalt  thou,  a  slave,  control  thy  master  ? 

PoR.  Yea,  for  I  am  in  my  senses. 

Thf.   I  should  not  say  so,  if  thou  wilt  not  let  me — 

PoR.   Nay,  but  that  I  never  will. 

The.   Slay  my  sister  most  accursed. 

PoR.  Say  rather,  most  righteous. 

The.  "  Righteous  "  ?  she  who  betrayed  me. 

PoR.  There  is  an  honourable  treachery,  which  'tis  right  to 
commit. 

Thf.  By  giving  my  bride  to  another? 

Pc»R.  Only  to  those  who  had  a  better  right. 

The.  Who  hath  any  rights  o'er  mine? 

PoK.  He  that  received  her  from  her  father. 

The.  Nay,  but  fortune  gave  her  to  me. 

Pok.  And  destiny  took  her  away. 

The.  Tis  not  for  thee  to  decide  my  affairs. 

PoR.  Only  supposing  mine  be  the  better  counsel. 

The.  So  I  am  thy  subject,  not  thy  ruler. 

PoR.  Aye,  a  subject  bound  to  do  the  right,  and  eschew 
the  wrong. 

The,  It  seems  thou  art  eager  to  be  slain. 

PoR.  Slay  me ;  thy  sister  shalt  thou  never  slay  with  my 
consent,  but  me  perchance ;  for  ^  to  die  for  their  masters  is 
the  fairest  death  that  noble  slaves  can  find. 

Dio.  Restrain  those  bursts  of  rage  that  hurry  thee  to  undue 
lengths,  O  Theoclymenus,  king  of  this  country.  We  are 
the  twin  sons  of  Zeus  that  call  to  thee  by  name,  whom  Leda 
bore  one  day,  with  Helen  too  who  hath  fled  from  thy  palace. 


'  uti  was  here  inserted  by  Hermann  and  Porsoiu 
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For  thou  art  wroth  for  a  marriage  never  destined  for  thee ;  nor 
is  thy  sister  Theonoe,  dau-hter  of  a  Nereid  goddess,  wrong- 
in-  thee  because  she  honours  the  word  of  Cod  and  her  father's 
just  behests.     For  it  was  ordained  that  Helen  should  abide 
within  thy  halls  up  till  the  present  time,  but  since  Troy  is 
razed  to  the  ground   [and  she   hath  lent   her  name  to  the 
j^oddesses,  no  longer  need  she  stay » ],  now  must  she  be  umtecl 
in  the  self-same  wedlock  as  before,  and  reach  her  home  and 
share  it  with  her  husband.     Withhold  then   thy  malignant 
blade  from  thy  si^er,  and  believe  that  she  herein  is  actm- 
with  discretion.     Long,  long  ago  had  we  our  sister  saved, 
Iseeincr  that  Zeus  has  made  us  gods,  but  we  were  too  weak  for 
destiny  as  well  as  the  deities,  who  willed  these  things  to  be. 
This  is  my  bidding  to  thee  ;  while  to  my  sister  I  say,  *'Siil 
on  with  thy  husband ;  and  ye  shall  have  a  prosperous  breeze ; 
for  we  thy  brethren  twain,  will  course  along  the  deep  and 
bring  you  safely  to  your  fatherland.     And  when  at  last  thy 
goal  is  reached  and  thy  life  ended,  thou  shalt  be  famous  as  a 
eoddess,  and  with  thy  twin  brethren  share  the  drink-offermg, 
and  like  us  receive  gifts  from  men,  for  such  is  the  will  of  Zeus. 
Yea   and  that  spot'  where  the  son  of  Maia  first  appointed 
thee  a  home  when  from  Sparta  he  removed  thee,  after  steal 
ing  an  image  of  thee  from  heaven's  mansions  to  prevent  thv 
marria-e  with  Paris,  even  the  isle'  that  lies  like  a  sentinel 
alonc^  tlie  Attic  coast,  shall  henceforth  be  called  by  thy  name 
amoncrst  men,  for  that  it  welcomed  thee  when  stolen  frotii 
thy  home.     Moreover,   Heaven  ordains  that  the  wanderer 
Menelaus  shall  find  a  home  within  an  island  of  the  blest . 
for  to  noble  souls  hath  the  deity  no  dislike,  albeit  these  oft 
suffer  more  than  those  of  no  account. 

1  Various  attempts  have  been  made  to  redeem  the  awkwardness  of 
this  line,  which  is  probably  an  inter^ation,  as  Nauck  considers  it 

«  This  has  been  identified  by  some  as  Cranae.  a  long  narrow  islan  l 
oiTSunium.     Others  call  it  Maori.  _ 

^Reading  with  Hermann  ^oowoov  Trap'  'Arry  rtrafiytiv  v^fov  X^V- 
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The.  Ye  sons  of  Leda  and  of  Zeus,  I  will  forego  my 
former  quarrel  about  your  sister,  nor  seek  to  slay  mine  own 
any  more.  Let  Helen  to  her  home  repair,  if  such  is 
Heaven's  pleasure.  Ye  know  that  ye  are  sprung  of  the  same 
stock  '  as  your  sister,  best  of  women,  chastest  too  ;  hail  then 
for  the  true  nobility  of  Helen's  soul,  a  (,uality  too  seldom 
found  amongst  her  sex  ! 

Cho.  Many  are  the  forms  the  heavenly  will  assumes;  and 
many  a  thing  God  brings  to  pass  contrary  to  expectation  r 
that  whu  h  was  looked  for  is  not  accomplished,  while  Heaven 
finds  out  a  way  for  what  we  never  hoped ;  e'en  such  has  been 
the  issue  here. 

'  Nauck  suspects  these  closing  lines  of  the  play,  but  they  are  almost 
nece<=sary  for  the  conclusion. 
»  Hermann  after  Canter  reads  vfioyifovc.  which  Paley  follows. 
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Outline    Portraits.      2   vols.     ^s. 
each. 

C-^SAR.  Commentaries  on  the 
Qallic  and  Civil  Wars.  Trans- 
lated by  \V.  A.  McDcvitte,  B.A. 

CAMOENS'  Lusiad  ;  or,  the  Dis- 
covery of  India.  An  Epic  Poem. 
Translated  by  W.  J.  Mickle.  5th 
Edition,  revised  by  E.  R.  Hodges, 
.M.C.P.     3j.  6d. 

CARAFAS  (The)  of  Maddaloni. 
Naples  under  Spanish  Dominion. 
Translated  from  the  German  of 
Alfred  de  Reumont.     y.  6d. 

CARPENTERS     (Dr.     W.    B.) 

Zoology.      Revised    PMition,    by 

W.  S.  Dallas,  F.L.S.     With  very 

numerous  Woodcuts.    Vol.  I.    6j. 

(  Vol.  II.  out  ofprini. 


CARPENTER'S  Mechanical 
Philosophy,  Astronomy,  and 
Horology.     181  Woodcuts.     5^. 

Vegetable    Physiology  and 

Systematic  Botany.  Revised 
Edition,  by  E.  I^ankeslcr,  M.D., 
&c.  With  very  numerous  Wood- 
cuts.    6j. 

Animal  Physiology.    Revised 

Edition.  With  upwards  of  300 
Wfx>dcuts.     6j. 

CARREL.  History  of  the 
Counter  Revolution  in  Eng- 
land for  the  Re-estat>lishment  of 
Popery  under  Chailes  II.  and 
James  II.,  by  Armand  Carrel  ; 
together  wiih  Fox's  History  of 
the  Reign  of  James  II.  and  Lord 
Lonsdale's  Memoir  of  the  Reign 
of  James  II.     ^s.  6</. 

CASTLE  (E.)  Schools  and 
Masters  of  Fence,  from  the 
.\Iidd!e  Ages  to  the  End  of  the 
Eighteenth  Century.  By  Egerton 
Castle,  M.A.,  F.S.A.  With  a 
Complete  Bibliography.IIlustrated 
with  140  Reproductions  of  Old 
Engravings  and  6  iMates  of 
Swords,  showing  114  Examples. 
6x. 

CATTERMOLE'S  Evenings  at 
Haddon  Hall.  W.th  24  En- 
gravings  on  Steel  from  designs  by 
Cattermole,  the  Letterpress  by  the 
Baroness  de  Caral>ella.     5J. 

CATULLUS.  Tibullus,  and  the 
Vigil  of  Venus.  A  Literal  Prose 
Translation.     5J. 

CELLINI  (Betivenuto).  Me- 
moirs of,  written  by  Himself. 
Translated  by  Thomas  Roscoe. 
3/.  dd. 

CERVANTES'  Don  Quixote  de 
la   Mancha.      Motteux's  Trans 
lation   revised.     2  vols.     3/.  dd. 
each. 

Galatea.      A    Pastoral    Ro- 


mance.    Translated  by  G.  W.  J. 
(iyll.     y.  6./'. 
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CERVANTES'  Exemplary 
Novels.  Translated  by  Walter 
K.  Kelly.     3^.  M. 

CHAUCER'S    Poetical    Works. 
Edited  by  Robert  Bell.     Revised   \ 
Edition,  with  a  Preliminary  E<say    ' 
by  Prof.  VV.  W.  Skeat,  M.A.     4 
vols.     3-^  dd.  each. 

CHESS   CONGRESS  of  1862. 

A  Collection  of  the  (iames  played. 
Edited  by  J.  Lowenthal.      5^. 

CHBVREUL  on  Colour.  I'rans- 
lated  from  the  French  by  Charles 
Martel.  Third  Edition,  with  ; 
Plates,  5f.  ;  or  with  an  ad<litional 
series  of  16  Plates  in  Colours, 
7^.  (>d. 

CHILLING  WORTH'S  Religion   , 
of  Protestants.     A  Safe  Way  to 
Salvation.     3^.  6^. 

CHINA,  PicLorial,  Descriptive, 
and  Historical.  With  Map  and 
nearly  100  Illustrations.     5^. 

CHRONICLES  OF  THE  CRU- 
SADES. Contemporary  Narra 
lives  of  the  Crusade  of  Richard 
Creur  de  Lion,  by  Richard  of 
Devizes  and  Geoffrey  de  Vinsauf ; 
and  of  the  Crusade  at  St.  Louis, 
by  Lord  John  de  Joinville.     5^. 

CICERO'S  Orations.  Translated 
by  Prof.  C.  D.  Yonge,  M.A.  4 
vols.     5^.  each. 

Letters.  Translated  by  Evelyn 

S.  Shuckburtjh.    4  vols.    %s.  each. 
[  Vols.  I.  and  II.  ready. 

On    Oratory   and    Orators. 

With  Letters  to  (^)uintus  and 
Brutus.  Translated  by  the  Rev. 
J.  S.  Watson,  M.A.     5^. 

On  the  Nature  of  the  Gods, 

Divination,  Fate,  l.aws,  a  Re- 
public, Consulship.  Translated 
by  Prof.  C  I).  Vonge,  M.A.,  and 
Francis  Barham.     55. 

Academics,  De  Finibus,  and 

Tusculan    Questions.      By    Prof. 
".D.  Yonge,  M.A.     Cc 


CICERO'S  Offices  ;  or.  Moral 
Duties.  Cato  Major,  an  Essay 
on  Old  Age;  I^-elius,  an  Essay 
on  Friendship ;  Scipio's  Dream ; 
Paradoxes  ;  Letter  to  Quintus  on 
Magistrates.  Translated  by  C.  R. 
Edmonds.     3^.  M. 

CORNELIUS    NEPOS.— ^(f*' 

Justin. 

CLARK'S  (Hugh)  Introduction 
to  Heraldry.  i8th  Edition,  Re- 
vised and  Knlarged  by  J.  R. 
IManchd,  Rouge  Croix.  With 
nearly  looo  Illustrations.  55^.  Or 
with  the  Illustrations  Coloured, 
15.. 

CLASSIC  TALES,  containing 
kasselas.  Vicar  of  Wakelieltl, 
(lulliver's  Travels,  and  The  Senti- 
mental Journey,     is.dd. 

COLERIDGE'S  (S.  T.)  Friend. 
A  Series  of  K.^says  on  Morals, 
I'olitics,  and  Religion.     35.  6d. 

Aids  to  Reflection,  an«l  the 

Confessions  ok  an  Inc^uiring 
Spirit,  to  which  are  added  the 
Essays  on  Faith  and  the  Book 
of  Common  Prayer,     y.  6d. 

Lectures    and    Notes    on 

Shakespeare  and  other  English 
Poets.    Edited  by  T.  Ashe    3^.  6</. 

Blographia  Literaria;  to- 
gether with  Two  I.ay  Sermons. 
3j.  6d. 

Table-Talk   and    Omniana. 

Edited  by  T.  Ashe,  li.A.     3s.  6ii. 

Miscellanies,  Esthetic  and 

Literary;  to  which  is  added, 
Thk  Theory  of  Life.  Col- 
lected and  arranged  by  T.  Ashe, 
B.A.     3J.  M, 

COMTE'S  Positive  Philosophy. 
Translated  and  condens^  by 
Harriet  Martincau.  With  Intro- 
duction by  Frederic  Harrison. 
3  vols.     5^.  each. 


Contained  in  Bo  Jin's  Libraries. 


COMTE'S  Philosophy  of  the 
Sciences,  being  an  Ex^K)sition  of 
the  Principles  of  the  Cotirs  de 
Philosophic  Positive.  By  G.  II. 
Lewes.     5J. 

CONDE'S  History  of  the  Do- 
minion of  the  Arabs  in  Spain. 
Translated  by  Mrs.  Foster.  3 
vols.     3 J.  (id.  each. 

COOPER'S  Biographical  Dic- 
tionary. Containing  Concise 
Notices  (upwards  of  15,000)  of 
Eminent  Persons  of  all  Ages  and 
Countries.  By  Thompson  Cooper, 
F.S.A.  With  a  Supplement, 
bringing  the  work  down  to  1883. 
2  vols.     5j.  each. 

COWPER'S  Complet*  Works. 
Edited  by  Robert  Southey.  Illus- 
trated with  45  Engravings.  8  vols. 
"^s.  dd.  each. 

I.  to  IV. — Memoir  and  Corres- 
pondence 

V.  and  VI.— Poetical  Works. 

VII.  and  VIII.  —Translation  of 
Homer's  Iliad  and 
Odyssey. 

COXE'S  Memoirs  of  the  Duke  of 
Marlborough.  With  his  original 
Correspondence.  By  W.  Coxe, 
M.A.,  P.R.S.  Revised  edition 
by  John  Wade.  3  vols.  3J.  (id. 
each. 

*,*  An  Atlas  of  the  plans  of 
Marlborough's  campaigns,  410. 
I  or.  dd. 


History    of   the    House    of  ; 

Austria  (12 18-1792).  With  a  ; 
Continuation  from  the  Accession  ! 
of  Francis  I.  to  the  Revolution  of  ! 
1848.     4  vols.     y.  dd.  each. 

CRAIK'S  ( G.  L. )  Pursuit  of  Know- 
ledge under  Difficulties.     Illus-   I 
trated  by  Anecdotes  and  Memoirs.    I 
Revised   edition,   with   numerous   , 
Woodcut  Portraits  and  Plates.    5^.    | 

CRUIKSHANK'S  Three  Courses 
and  a  DMsert ;  comprising  three   I 
Sets    of    Talcs,    West   Country,    I 


Irish,  and  Legal ;  and  a  Melange. 
With  50  humorous  Illustrations 
by  George  Cruikshank.     5j-. 

CRUIKSHANK'S  Punch  and 
Judy.  The  Dialogue  of  the 
Puppet  Show  ;  an  Account  of  its 
Origin,  &c.  With  24  Illustra- 
tions, and  Coloured  Plates,  de- 
signed and  engraved  by  G.  Cruik- 
shank.    5j. 

CUNNINGHAM'S  Lives  of  the 
Most  Eminent  British  Painters. 
A  New  Edition,  with  Notes  and 
Sixteen  fresh  Lives.  By  Mrs. 
Heaton.     3  vols.     3J.  dd.  each. 

DANTE.  Divine  Comedy.  Trans- 
lated by  the  Rev.  H.  F.  Gary, 
M.A.     y.  dd. 

Translated  into  English  Verse 

by  I.  C.  Wright,  M.A.  3rd  Edi- 
tion, revised.  With  Portrait,  and 
34  Illustrations  on  Steel,  after 
Flax  man. 

The  Inferno.  A  Literal  Prose 

Translation,  with  the  Text  of  the 
Original  printed  on  the  same  page. 
By  John  A.  Carlyle,  M.D.     5^. 

The  Purgatorlo.     A  Literal 


Prose  Translation,  with  the  Text 
printed  on  the  same  page.  By 
W.  S.  Dugdale.     5j. 

DE  COMMINES  (Philip),  Me- 
moirsof.  Contaming  the  Histories 
of  Louis  XI.  and  Charles  VIII., 
Kings  of  France,  and  Charles 
the  Bold,  Duke  of  Burgundy. 
Together  with  the  Scandalous 
Chronicle,  or  Secret  History  of 
Louis  XL,  by  Jean  de  Troyes. 
Translated  by  Andrew  R.  Scoble. 
With  Portraits.  2  vols.  3^.  dd. 
each. 

DEFOE'S  Novels  and  Mlaoel- 
laneous  Worka.  With  Prefaces 
and  Notes,  including  those  attri- 
buted to  Sir  W.  Scott.  7  vols. 
y.  dd.  each. 

I. — Captain     Singleton,    an 
Colonel  Jack. 
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III. 

IV. 

V. 
VI. 


DiiFOES  Novels  &c.,  coniiniud. 
II. — Memoirs    of  a    Cavalier, 
Captain      Carlcton, 
Dickory  Cronke,  (Sic. 

-Moll  Flanders,  and  the 
History  of  the  IJevil. 

-Koxana,  and  Life  of  Mrs. 
Christian  Davies. 

-  History  of  the  (ireat  riajjue 
f)f  London,  166$  ;  The 
Storm  (1703)  ;  and  the 
True-l)orn  Englishman. 

-Duncan    Camplxill,    New 
Voyage     round     the 
World,    and     Political 
Tracts. 
VII. — Robinson  Crusoe. 

DE  LOLME  on  the  Constitution 
of  England.  Edited  l>y  John 
Macgregor.     3J.  6</. 

DEMMIN'S  History  of  Arms 
and  Armour,  from  the  Earliest 
Period.  By  Auguste  Demmin. 
Translated  by  C.  C.  Black,  M.A. 
With  nearly  2000  Illustrations. 
7j.  6</. 

DEMOSTHENES'  Orations. 
Translated  by  C.  Kann  Kennetly. 
5  v(ils.  Vol.  I.,  3J,  (xi.  ;  Vols. 
II. -V.,  5 J.  each. 

DE  STAEL'S  Corinne  or  Italy. 
By  Madame  de  Stael.  Trans- 
lated by  Emily  Baldwin  and 
Paulina  Driver.     31.  dd. 

DEVEY'S  Logic,  or  the  Science 
of  Inference.  A  Popular  Manual. 
By  J.  Devey.     51. 

DICTIONARY  of  LaUn  and 
Greek  Quotations ;  including 
Proverbs,  Maxims,  Mottixis,  Law 
Terms  and  Phrases.  With  all  the 
Quantities  marked,  and  English 
Translations.  With  Index  Verb- 
orum  (622  pages),     y. 

DICTIONARY  of  Obsolete  and 
Provincial  Engliah.  Compiled 
by  Thomas  Wright,  M.A.,  F.S.A., 
&c.     2  vols.     5^.  each. 


DIDRON'S  Christian  loona- 
graphy  :  a  1 1 i story  of  Christian 
Art  in  the  Middle  Ages.  Trans- 
lated by  E.  J.  Millington  and 
completed  by  Margaret  Stokes. 
With  240  Illustrations.  2  vols. 
5^.  each. 

DIOGENES  LAERTIUS.  Lives 
and  Opinions  of  the  Ancient 
Phiiosophers.  Translated  by 
Prof.  C.  I).  Vonge,  M.A.     5J. 

DOBREE'S  Adversaria.  Edited 
by  the  late  Prof.  Wagner.  2  vols. 
5jr.  each. 

D ODD'S  Epigrammatists.  A 
Selection  from  the  Epigrammatic 
Literature  of  Ancient,  Mediieval, 
and  Modern  Times.  By  the  Rev. 
Henry  Philip  Dodd,  M.A.  Ox- 
ford. 2nd  Edition,  revised  and 
enlarged,     ds. 

DONALDSON'S  The  Theatre  of 
the  Greeks.  A  Treatise  on  the 
History  and  Exhibition  of  the 
Greek  Drama.  With  numerous 
Illustrations  and  3  Plans.  By  John 
William  Donaldson,  D.D.     51. 

DRAPER'S  History  of  the 
Intellectual  Development  of 
Europe.  By  John  WilUam  Draper, 
M.D.,  LL.D.     2  vols.     51.  each. 

DUN  LOP'S  History  of  FicUon. 
A  new  Edition.  Kevised  by 
Henry  Wilson.    2  vols.    5J.  each. 

DYER  (Dr.  T.  H.).  Pompeii :  its 
Buildings  ahd  Antiquities.  By 
T.  II.  Dyer,  LL.D.  With  nearly 
300  Wood  Engravings,  a  large 
Map,  and  a  Plan  of  the  Forum. 

The  City  of  Rome  :  its  History 

and   Monuments.     Witd  Illustra- 
tions.    5j. 

DYER  (T.  F.  T.)  British  Popular 
Customs,  Present  and  Past. 
An  Account  of  the  various  Games 
and  Customs  associated  with  Dif- 
ferent Days  of  the  Year  in  the 


Containea  hi  Bo/in*s  Libraries. 


EARLY  TRAVELS  IN  PALES- 
TINE. b:dited  by  Th»jmas 
Wright,  M.A.  With  Map  of 
Jerusalem.     51. 

EBERS'  Egyptian  Princess.  An 
Historical  Novel.  By  (iet>rge 
El)ers.  Translated  by  E.  S. 
Buchheim.     3T.  6d. 

EDGEWORTH'S  Stories  for 
ChUdren.  With  8  Illustrations 
by  L  Speed.     V-  6^/. 

ELZE'S  William  Shakespeare. 
—Sfe  Shakksi'eare. 

EMERSON'S    Works.       3   vols. 
31.  (yi.  each. 

I. —  Essays,  Lectures,  and  Poems. 

II. — English  Traifs,  Nature,  and 
Conduct  of  Life. 

IIT.-  .Society and  Solitude — I>ctters 
and  Soci.il   Aims  — Miscel- 
laneous    Papers    (hitherto 
unc'»llected)  —  May    Day, 
and  other  Poems. 

ELLIS  (G.)  f  peciraens  of  Early 
English  Metrical  Romances. 
With  nn  Historical  Introduction 
c»n  the  Rise  and  IVogress  Kji 
Romantic  Composition  in  France 
and  England.  Revised  Edition, 
by  J.  O.  Halliwell,  E.R.S.     5^. 

ENWEMOSER'S  History  of 
Magic.  Translated  liy  William 
Howitt.     2  vols.     5i.  each. 

EPICTETUS.  The  Discourses  of. 
With  the  ENCffFiRiDioN  and 
Fragments.  Translated  by  George 
Long,  M.A.     5 J. 

EURIPIDES.  A  New  Literal 
Translation  in  Prose.  By  E.  P. 
Coleridge,  M.A.   2  vols.    5 j.  each. 

EUTROPIUS.-.9^^  Justin. 

EUSEBIUS  PAMPHILUS, 
Ecclesiastical  History  of.  1  rans- 
lafed  by  Rev.  C.  F.  Cruse,  M.A.  5^. 


EVELYN'S  Diary  and  Corre- 
spondence. Edited  from  the 
Original  MSB.  by  W.  Bray, 
F.A.S.  With  45  Engravings.  4 
vols.     5^.  each. 

FAIRHOLT'S  Costume  in  Eng- 
land. A  I  Fistory  of  Dress  to  the 
end  of  the  Eighteenth  Century. 
3rd  Edition,  revised,  by  Viscount 
Dillon,  V.P.S.A.  Illustrated  with 
above  700  Engravings.  2  vols. 
5^.  each. 

FIELDING'S  Adventures  of 
JoFeph  Andrews  and  his  Friend 
Mr  Abraham  Adams.  With 
Cruikshank's  Illustrations.   y.6d, 

History    of   Tom   Jones,    a 

Foundling.     With   Cruikshank's 
2  vols.    3/.  bd.  each. 


Illustrations. 


Amelia, 

Illustrations 


W^ith  Cruikshank's 

^'LAXMAN'S  Lectures  on  Sculp- 
ture. By  John  Flaxman,  k.A. 
With  Portrait  and  53  Plates.     6s. 

FLORENCE  of  WORCESTER'S 
Chronicle,  with  the  Two  Con- 
tinuUions  :  comprising  Annals  of 
P'nglish  History,  from  the  De- 
parture of  the  Romans  to  the 
Reign  of  Edward  I.  Translated 
l>y  Thomas  Forester,  M.A.     $5. 

FOs>TER'S  (John)  Life  and  Cor- 
respondence p:dite.l  by  J.  E. 
Ryland.     2  vols.     t^s.  6d.  each. 

Critical  Essays.     Edited  by 

J.    v..   Ryland.      2  vols.      3J.  td. 
each. 

Essays :  on  Decision  of  Cha- 
racter ;  on  a  Man's  writing  Me- 
moirs of  Himself;  on  the  epithet 
Romantic ;  on  the  aversion  of 
Men  of  Taste  to  Evangelical  Re- 
ligion.    3j.  (xL 

Essays  on  the  Evils  of  Popular 

Ignorance  ;  to  which  is  added,  a 
British  Isles,  arranged  according 
to  the  Calendar.  By  the  Rev. 
T.  F.  Thiselton   Dyer,  M.A.     5^. 
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Discourse  on  the  Propagation  of 
Christianity  in  India,     y.  6d. 

FOSTER'S  Essays  on  the  Im- 
provement of  Time.  With  Notes 
OF  vSrrmons  and  other    Pieces. 

FoBterlana.      Selected  and 

Edited  by  I  lenry  Ci.  Bohn.   3^.  6d. 

GASPARY'S  History  of  Italian 
Litcratiire.  Translated  hy  Her- 
mann Oelsner,  M.A.,  Ph.D. 
Vol.  I.  [Preparing. 

QEOFFREY  OF  MONMOUTH, 
Chronicle   of.  —  See   Six  0.   E. 

Chronicles. 

GESTA  ROMANORUM,  or  En- 
tertaining Moral  Stories  invented 
by  the  Monks.  Translated  by  the 
Rev.  Charles  Swan.  Revised 
Edition,  by  Wynnard  Hooper, 
B.A.     5^. 

GILD  AS,  Chronicles  of. — See  Six 
O.  E.  Chronicles. 

GIBBON'S  Decline  and  Fall  of 
the  Roman  Empire.  Complete 
and  Unabridged,  with  Variorum 
Notes.  Edited  by  an  English 
Churchman.  With  2  Maps  and 
Portrait.     7  vols.     3^.  6t/.  each. 

GILBART'S  History,  Principles, 
and  Practice  of  Banking.  By 
the  late  J.  W.  Gilbart,  F.R.S. 
New  Edition,  revised  by  A.  S. 
Michie.     2  vols.     \os. 

GIL  BLAS,  The  Adventures  of. 
Translated  from  the  French  of 
Lesage  by  Smollett.  With  24 
EngravK.gs  on  Steel,  after  Smirke, 
and  10  Etchings  by  George  Cruik- 
shank.     6j. 

GIRALDUS  CAMBRENSIS' 
Historical  Works.  Translated 
by  Th.  I-'orester,  M.A.,  and  Sir 
R.  Colt  Hoare  Revised  Edition, 
Edited  by  Thomas  Wright,  M.A  , 
F.S.A.     S^- 


GOETHE'S  Works.  Translated 
into  English  by  various  hands. 
14  vols.     y.  (ki.  each 

I.  and  II.— Autobiography   and 
Annals. 
III.— Faust.      Two     Parts,    com- 
plete.    (Swan  wick.) 
IV. — Novels  and  Tales, 
v.— Wilhelm  Meister's  Appren- 
ticeship. 
VI.  — Conversations    with    Ecker- 
mann  and  Soret. 
VIII.— Dramatic  Works. 
IX.— Wilhelm  Meister's  Travels. 
X. — Tour  in   Italy,  and  Second 
Residence  in  Rome. 
XI. — Miscellaneous  Travels. 
XII. — Early     and      Miscellaneous 

Letters. 
XIII. — Correspondence  with  Zelter. 
XIV.— Reineke  Fox,  West-Eastern 
Divan  and  Achilleid. 

GOETHE'S  Faust  Part  I.  Ger- 
man Text  with  Haywar<l's  Prose 
Translation  and  Notes.  Revised 
by  C.  A.  Buchheim,  Ph.D.     $s. 

GOLDSMITH'S  Works.  A  new 
Edition,  by  J.  W.  M.  Gibbs.  5 
vols.     35.  6(i.  each. 

GRAMMONT'S  Memoirs  of  the 
Court  of  Charles  II  FMited  by 
Sir  Walter  Scott.  Together  with 
the  BoscoBF.L  Tracts,  including 
two  not  before  published,  A'c 
New  Edition.     55. 

GRAY'S  Letters.  Edited  by  the 
Rev.  D.  C.  Tovey,  M.A. 

[In  (he  press. 

GREEK  ANTHOLOGY.  Trans- 
lated by  George  Burges,  M.A.    5^. 

GREEK  ROMANCES  of  HeUo- 
dorus,  Longus,  and  Achilles 
Tatlus — viz..  The  Adventures  of 
Theagenes  &  Chariclea  ;  Amours 
of  Daphnis  and  Chloe  ;  and  Loves 
of  Clitopho  and  I^eucip}^.  Trans- 
lated by   Rev.    R.   Smith,   M.A. 


Contained  in  Bohn's  Libraries. 
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GREGORY'S  Letters  on  the 
Evidences.  Doctrines,  &  Duties 
of  the  Christian  Religion.  By 
Dr.  Olinthus  Grej^ory.     35.  dd. 

GREENE,  MARLOWE,  and 
BEN  JONSON.  Poems  of. 
Edited  by  Robeit  Bell.     ^s.  6d. 

GRIMM'S  TALES  With  the 
Notes  of  the  Original.  Tr.mslated 
by  Mrs.  A.  Hunt.  With  Intro- 
duction by  Andrew  Lang,  M.A. 
2  vols.     31.  6ii.  each. 

Gammer  Grethel;  or,  Ger- 


man Fairy  Tales  and  Popular 
Stories.  Containing  42  Fairy 
Tales.  Trans,  by  Edgar  Taylor. 
With  numerous  Woinicuts  after 
(jeorge  Cruikshank  and  Ludwig 
(irimm.      3^.  Gd. 

GROSSI'S  Marco  Visconti. 
Translated  by  A.  F.  D.  The 
Ballads  rendered  into  English 
Verse  by  C.  M.  P.     3J.  6d. 

GUIZOT'S  History  of  the  Origin 
of  Representative  Government 
In  Europe.  Translated  by  A.  R. 
Scoble.     p.  6d. 

History  of  the  English  Re- 
volution of  1640.  From  the 
Accession  of  Charles  I.  to  his 
Death.  Translated  by  William 
Ilazlitt.     3J.  (>d. 

History  of  Civilisation,  from 


the  Fall  of  the  Roman  Empire  to 
the  PVench  Revolution.  Trans- 
lated by  William  Ilazlitt.  3  vols. 
ys.  6d.  each. 

HALL'S  (Rev.  Robert)  Miscel- 
laneous Works  and  Remains. 
Zs.  6d. 

HARDWICK'S  History  of  the 
Articles  of  Religion.  By  the  late 
C.  Hard  wick.  Revised  by  the 
Rev.  Francis  Procter,  M.A.    51. 

HAUFF'S  Tales.  The  Caravan— 
The  Sheik  of  Alexandria— The 
Inn  in  the  Spessart.  Trans,  from 
the  German  by  S.  Mendel.  31.  6<i. 


HAWTHORNE'S  Tales.  4  vols. 
p.  6d.  each. 

I-  — Twice-told   Talcs,    and   the 

Snow  Image. 
II.-   Scarlet  Letter, and  the  House 
with  the  Seven  Gables. 
ni. — Transformation  [The  Marble 
Fo un],  and  Blithedale  Ro- 
mance. 
IV. — Mosses  from  an  Old  Manse. 

HAZLITTS  Table-talk.  Essays 
on  Men  and  Manners.  By  W. 
Hazlitt.     3J.  6d. 

Lectures  on  the  Literature 

of  the  Age  of  Elizabeth  and  on 
Characters  of  Shakespeare's  Plays 
3x.  6d. 

Lectures    on    the    English 

Poets,  and  on  the  English  Comic 
Writers.     3^-.  6d. 

The  Plain  Speaker.  Opinions 

on  Books,  Men,  and  Things.  y.6d. 

Round  Tab  e.     p.  6ii. 

Sketches  ar  d  Essays,   z^.td. 

The  Spirit  of  the  Age ;    or, 

Contemporary  Portraits.  Edited 
by  W.  Carew  Hazlitt.     3^.  6d. 

HEATON'S  Concise  History  of 
Painting.  New  Edition,  revised 
by  Cosmo  Monkhouse.     5^. 

HEGEL'S  Lectures  on  the  Philo- 
sophy  of  History.  Translated  by 
J.  Sibree,  M.A. 

HEINE'S     Poems,    Complete. 
Translated  by  Edgar  A.  Bowring, 
C.B.     3J.  6d. 

——  Travel-Pictures,  including  the 
Tour  in  the  Harz,  Nordeiney,  and 
Book  of  Ideas,  together  with  the 
Romantic  School.  Translated  by 
Francis  Storr.  A  New  Edition, 
revised  throughout.  With  Appen- 
dices and  Maps.     3J.  6d. 

HELP'S  Life  of  Christopher 
Columbus,  the  Discoverer  of 
America.  By  Sir  Arthur  Helps, 
K.C.B.     y.6d. 
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HELP'S  Life  of  Hernando  Cortes, 
and  the  Conquest  of  Mexico.  2 
vols.     3^-  6</.  each. 

Life  of  Pizarro.    jj.  6 /. 

Life  of  Las  Casas  the  A^K)slle 

of  the  Indies.     35.  6//. 

HENDERSON  (E.)  Select  His- 
torical Documen's  of  the  Middle 
Ages,  includmg  the  most  famous 
Charters  relating  to  England,  the 
Emi)ire,  the  Church,  &c.,  from 
the  6th  to  the  14th  Centuries. 
Translated  from  the  I>atln  and 
edited  by  Ernest  E.  Henderson, 
A.B.,  A.M.,  I'h.l).     5^. 

HENFREY'S  Guide  to  EngUsh 
Coins,  from  the  Conquest  to  the 
present  time.  New  and  revised 
Edition  by  C.  E.  Keary,  M.A., 
E.S.A.     6j. 

HENRY  OF  HUNTINGDON'S 
History  of  the  English.  Trans- 
lated by  T.  Eorestcr,  MA.     5^. 

HENRY'S  ( Matthew)  Exposition 
of  the  B  3ok  of  the  Psalms.     5?. 

HELIODORUS.  Theagenes  and 
Chariclea.  —  See  Grkek  Ro- 
ma ncf.s. 

HERODOTUS.  Translated  by  the 
Rev.  Henry  Cary,  M.A.     3*.  6</. 

Notes  on.  Original  and  Se- 
lected from  the  best  Con^nienta- 
tors.  By  H.  W.  Turner,  M  A. 
With  Col  .ured  Map      51. 

Analysis  and  Summary  of. 

By  J.  T.  Wheeler.     5^ 

HE3I0D,  CALLIMACHUS,and 
THEOGNIS.  Translated  by  the 
Rev.  J.  Banks,  M.A.     S-v. 

HOFFMAN  J^'S  (E.  T.  vv.  The 
Serapion  Brethren.  Translated 
from  the  Cicrman  by  Lt.-Col.  Alex. 
Ewing.     2  vols.     3i.  6t/.  each. 

HOGG'S  (Jabez)  Elements  of 
Experimental  and  Natural 
Philosophy.  VViih  400  Wood- 
cuts.    S'- 


HOLBEIN'S  Dance  of  Death 
and  B.ble  Cats.  Upwards  of  150 
Subjects,  engraved  in  facsimile, 
with  Inlroduclion  and  Descrip- 
tions by  F'rancis  Douce  and  Dr. 
Thomas  Frognall  Dilxien      5^. 

HOMER'S  Iliad  Translated  into 
English  I'rose  by  T.  A.  Buckley, 
B.A.     $5. 

Odyssey.    Hymns,  Epigrams, 

and  Battle  of  the  Er<»g$  and  Mice. 
Translated  into  English  Prv>se  by 
T.  A.  Buckley,  B  A.     5^. 

See  also  Cowi-ER  and  Pofe. 


HOOPER'S  (G  )  Waterloo:  The 
Downfall  of  the  First  Napo- 
leon: a  History  of  the  Campaign 
of  1815.  By  (ieorge  Hooper. 
W^ith  Maps  and  I'lans.     3 J.  (xi. 

The    Campaign  <  f   Sedan : 

The  l>ownfall  of  the  Second  Em- 
pire, August  -  Seplemix.'r,  1870. 
With  (iencral  Map  and  Six  Plans 
of  Battle.     JJ.  dii- 

HORACE.  A  new  literal  Prose 
translatiun,  by  A.  Hamdlon  liryce, 
LL. D.     3^.  6</. 

HUGO'S  (Victor)  Dramatic 
Works.  Hcrnani  —  Ruy  Bias  — 
The  King's  Diversion.  Translated 
by  Mrs.  Newton  Crosland  and 
E.  L.  Slous.     3J.  (>d. 

Poems,  chiefly  Lyrical.  Trans- 
lated by  various  Writers,  now  first 
collected  by  j.  H.  L.  Williams. 
3J.  6./. 

HUM;B0LDT'S  cosmos.  Trans- 
lated by  E  C.  Olte,  B.  H.  Paul, 
and  W.  S.  Dallas,  E.L.S.  5  vols. 
3^.  6./.  each,  excepting  \'ol.  V.  $<. 

Personal    Narrative    of   his 

Travels  to  the  Equinoctial  Regions 
of  Ameiica  during  the  years  1799- 
1804.  Translated  by  T.  Ross.  3 
vols.     5^.  each. 

Views  of  Nature.    Translated 


by  E.  C.  Ott^  and  H.  G.  Bohn. 
5^- 


Contained  in  Bohn's  Libraries. 
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HUMPHREYS'  Coin  Collectors' 
Manual.  By  H.  N.  Humphreys. 
With  upwards  of  140  Illustrations 
on  Wood  and  Steel.  2  vols.  5x. 
each. 

HUNGARY:  its  History  and  Re- 
volution, together  with  a  copious 
Memoir  of  Kossuth.     3J.  (ai. 

HUTCHINSON  (Colonel).  Me- 
moirs of  the  Life  of.  By  his 
Widow,  Lucy  :  together  with  her 
Autobiography,  and  an  Account 
of  the  Siege  of  Lathom  House. 
y.  6d. 

HUNT'S  Poetry  of  Science.  By 
Richard  Hunt.  3rd  Edition,  re- 
vised and  enlarged.     5.^. 

INDIA  BEFORE  THE  SEPOY 
MUTINY.  A  Pictorial,  De- 
scriptive,  and  Historical  Ac- 
count, from  the  Earliest  Times 
to  the  Annexation  of  the  Punjab. 
With  upwards  of  100  Engravings 
on  W^ood,  and  a  Map.     5^. 

INGULPH'S  Chronicles  of  the 
Abbey  of  Croyland,  with  the 
Continuation  by  Peter  of  Blois 
and  other  Writers.  Translated  by 
H.  T.  Riley,  M.A.     51. 

IR'VING'S  (Washington)  Com- 
plete Works.  1 5  vols.  With  Por- 
traits, &c.     y.  (>d.  each. 

I.  — Salmagundi,      Knicker- 
bocker's History  of  New 
York. 
II. — The  Sketch  Book,  and  the 
Life  of  Oliver  Goldsmith. 
III.— Bracebridge   Hall,    Abbots- 
ford  and  Newstead  Abbey. 
IV. — The  Alhambra,  Tales  of  a 
Traveller. 
V.  -  Chronicle  of  the   Conquest 
of  Granada,    Legends  of 
the  Conquest  of  Spain. 
VI.  &  VII. — Life    and    Voyages  of 
Columbus,  together  with 
the  Voyages  of  his  Com- 
panions. 
VIII. — Astoria,    A    Tour    on    the 
Prairies. 


Irving's  Works  continxud. 

XI. — Life  of  Mahomet,  Livesof  the 
Successors  of  Mahomet. 
X. — Adventures  of  Captain  Bon- 
neville, U.S.A.,  Wolfert's 
Roost. 
XI. — Biographies    and    Miscella- 
neous Papers. 
XII.-XV.— Life  of  George  Wash- 
ington.    4  vols. 

Life    and    Letters.     By  his 

Nephew,  Pierre  E.  Irving.    2  vols. 
3j.  (>d.  each. 

ISOCRATES,  The  Orations  of. 
Translated  by  J.  H.  Freese,  M.A. 
Vol.  I.     5J. 

JAMES'S  (G.  P.  R.)  Life  of 
Richard  Coeur  de  Lion.  2  vols. 
3 J.  (xi.  each. 

The  Life  and  Times  of  Louis 

XTV.     2  vols.     3J.  6t/.  each. 

JAMESON'S  (Mrs.)  Shake- 
speare's Heroines.  Character- 
istics of  Women :  Moral,  Poetical, 
and  Historical.  By  Mrs.  Jameson. 
35.  6^. 

JESSE'S  (E.)  Anecdotes  of  Dogs. 
With  40  Woodcuts  and  34  Steel 
Engravings.     5^. 

JESSE'S  (J.  H.)  Memoirs  of  the 
Court  of  England  dxoring  the 
Reign  of  the  Stuarts,  including 
the  Protectorate.  3  vols.  With 
42  Portraits.     51.  each. 

Memo'rs  of  the  Pretenders 

and  theL  Adherents.     With  6 
Portraits.     5^. 

JOHNSON'S  Lives  of  the  Poets. 
Edited  by  Mrs.  Alexander  Napier, 
with  Introduction  by  Professor 
Hales.     3  vols.     y.  6d.  each. 

JOSEPHUS  (Flavlus),  The  Works 
of.  Whiston's  Translation,  re- 
vised by  Rev.  A.  R.  Shilleto,  M.A. 
With  Topographical  and  Geo- 
graphical Notes  by  Colonel  Sir 
C.  W.  Wilson,  K.C.B.  5  vols. 
y.  6d.  each. 
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JOYCE'S  Scientific  Dialogues. 
With  numerous  Woodcuts,     ^s. 

JUKES  BROWNE  (A.  J),  The 
Building  of  the  British  Isleg: 
a  Study  in  Geographical  Kvohi- 
tion.  Illustrated  by  numerous 
Maps  and  Woodcuts.  2nd  Edition, 
revised,  is.  dd. 

Student's    Handbook     of 

Physical  Qeology.  With  nu- 
merous Diaj^ranis  and  Illustra- 
tions.     2nd    Edition,    much    en- 


T 


larged,  "js.  (xi. 

The  Student's  Handbook  of 

Historical  Geology.  With  nu- 
merous Diagrams  and  Illustra- 
tions.    6t. 

JULIAN,  the  Emporor  Contain- 
ing Gregory  Nazianzen's  Two  In- 
vectives and  Libanus'  Mimody, 
with  Julian's  extant  Thcosophical 
Works.  Translated  by  C.  W. 
King,  MA.     5^. 

JUSTIN,  CORNELIUS  NEPOS, 
and  EUTROPIUS  Translated 
by  the  Rev.  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A. 

JUVENAL,  PERSIUS,  SUL- 
PICIAandLUCILIUS.  Trans- 
lated  by  L.  Evans,  M.A.     5^ 

JUNiaS'S  Letters.  With  all  the 
Notes  of  Woodfall's  Edition,  and 
important  Additions.  2  vols.  ^s.6<jI. 
each. 

KANTS  Critique  of  Pure  Reason. 
Translated  by  J.  M.  D.  Meiklc 
John.     $s. 

Prolegomena   and    Meta- 

phyiical  Foundation  s  of  Natural 
Science.  Translated  by  E.  Bel  tort 
Bax.     5^. 

KEIGHTLEY'S  (Tuomas)  My- 
thology of  Ancient  Greece  and 
Italy.  4th  Edition,  revised  by 
Leonard  Schmitr,  Ph.D,  LL.D. 
With  12  Plates  from  the  Antique. 


KEIGHTLEY'S  Fairy  Myth- 
ology, illustrative  of  the  Romance 
and  Superstition  of  Various  Coun- 
tries. Revised  Edition,  wi'h 
Frontispiece  by  Cruik-hank.     ^s. 

'LK  FONTAINE'S  Fables.  Trans- 
lated into  English  Verse  by  Elizur 
Wright.  New  Edition,  with  Notes, 
by  j.  W.  M.  Gibbs.     ^s.dd. 

LAMARTINE'S  History  of  the 
Girondists.  Translated  by  H.T. 
Ryde.      3  vols.     31.  6</.  each. 

History  of  the  Restoration 

of  Monarchy  in  France  (a  Setjuel 
to  the  History  of  the  (iirondists). 
4  vols.     3J.  6d.  each. 

History  of  the  French  Re 

volution  of  1848.     3J.  (ki. 

LAMB'S  (Charles)  Essays  of  Elia 
and  Eliana.     Complete  Edition. 

Specimens  of  English  Dra- 
matic Poets  of  the  Time  of 
Elizabeth.     3^.  Ga. 

Memorials    and  Letters    of 

Charles  Lamb.  By  Serjeant 
Talfourd.  New  Edition,  revised, 
by  W.  Carew  Hazlitt.  2  vols. 
3^.  (>d.  each. 

LANZI'S  History  of  Painting  In 
Italy,  from  the  Period  i>f  the 
Revival  of  the  Fine  Arts  to  the 
End  of  the  Eighteenth  Century. 
Translated  by  Thomas  Roscoe. 
3  vols.     3J.  6d.  each. 

LAPPENBERG'S  History  of 
England  under  the  Anglo- 
Saxon  Kings.  Translated  by 
B.  Thorpe,  E.S.A.  New  edition, 
revised  by  E.  C.  Otle.  2  vols. 
3 J.  6d,  each. 

LECTURES  ON  PAINTING, 
by  Barry,  Opie,  Fuseli.  Edited 
by  R.  Wornum.     5^. 

LEONARDO  DA  VINCI'S 
Treatise  on   Painting.     Trans- 


Contained  in  Bohn's  Libraries. 
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lated  by  T.  F.  Rigaud,  R.A.. 
With  a  Life  of  Leonardo  by  John 
William  Brown.  With  numerous 
Plates.     51. 

LELAND'S  lUnerary.  Edited  by 
Laurence  Gomme,  F.S.A.   Vol.  I. 

[/«  the  Press. 

LEPSIUS'S  Letters  from  Egypt, 
Ethiopia,  and  the  Peninsula  of 
Sinai  Translated  by  L.  and 
J.  B.  Horner.     With  Maps.     5^^. 

LESSING'S  Dramatic  Works, 
Complete.  Edited  by  Ernest  Bell, 
M.A.  W'ith  Memoir  of  Le.ssing 
by  Helen  Zimmern.  2  vols. 
3 J.  6d.  each. 

Laokoon,  Dramatic  Notes, 

and  the  Representation  of 
Death  by  the  Ancients.  Trans- 
lated by  F2.  C.  Beasley  and  Helen 
Zimmern.  Edited  by  Edward 
Bell,  M.A.  With  a  Frontispiece 
of  the  I^aokoon  group.     3^.  6d. 

LILLY'S  Introduction  to  Astro- 
logy. With  a  Gram.mar  of 
Astrology  and  Tables  for  Cal- 
culating Nativities,  by  Zadkiel.  51. 

LIVY'S  History  of  Rome.  Trans- 
lated by  Dr.  Spillan,  C.  Edmonds, 
and  others.     4  vols.     $s.  each. 

LOCKE'S  Philosophical  Works. 
Edited  by  T.  A.  St.  John.  2  vols. 
3 J.  6d.  each. 

Life  and  Letters:     By  Lord 

King.     3 J.  6d. 

LOCKHART  (J.  G.)— .S>^  Burns. 

LO  DGE'S  Portraits  of  Illustrious 
Personages  of  Great  Britain, 
with  Biographical  and  Historical 
Memoirs.  240  Portraits  engraved 
on  Steel,  with  the  respective  Bio- 
graphies unabridged.  8  vols.  5/. 
each. 

LONGFELLOW'S  Prose 
Works.  With  16  tullpage  Wood 
Engravings.     5j. 


LOUDON'S  (Mrs.)  Natural 
History.  Revised  edition,  by 
W.  S.  Dallas,  F.L.9.  With 
numerous  Woodcut  Illus.     5/. 

LOWNDES'  Bibliographer's 
Manual  of  English  Literature. 
Enlarged  Edition.  By  H.  G. 
Bohn.  6  V"ls.  cloth,  51.  each. 
Or  4  vols,  half  morocco,  2/.  2s. 

LONGUS.  Daphnis  and  Chloe. 
— See  Greek  Romances. 

LUCAN'S  Pharsalla.  Translated 
by  11.  T.  Riley,  M.A.     55. 

LUC  I  AN' S  Dialogues  of  the 
Gods,  of  the  Sea  Gods,  and 
of  the  Dead.  Translated  by 
Howard  W^illiams,  M.A.     55. 

LUCRETIUS.  Translated  by  the 
Rev.  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A.     51. 

LUTHER'S  Table-Talk.  Trars- 
lated  and  Edited  by  William 
Hazlitt.     3J.  6d. 

Autobiography.  —  See 

MiCHELET. 

MACHIAVELLI'S  History  of 
Florence,  together  with  the 
Prince,  Savonarola,  various  His- 
torical Tracts,  and  a  Memoir  of 
Machiavelli.     31.  (>d. 

MALLET'S  Northern  Antlqul- 
ties,  or  an  Historical  Account  of 
the  Manners,  Customs,  Religions 
and  Laws,  Maritime  Expeditions 
and  Discoveries,  Language  and 
Literature,  of  the  Ancient  Scandi- 
navians. Translated  by  Bishop 
Percy.  Revised  and  Enlarged 
Edition,  with  a  Translation  of  the 
Prose  Edda,  by  J.  A.  Black- 
well.     5j. 

MANTELL'S  (Dr.)  Petrifactions 
and  their  Teachings.  With  nu- 
merous illustrative  Woodcuta.  6s, 

Wonders  of  Geology.     8th 

Edition,  revised  by  T.  Papert 
Jones,  FG.S.  With  a  coloured 
Geological  Map  of  England, 
Plates,  and  upwards  ol  200 
Woodcuts.    2  vols.    Ts.  6d.  each. 
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MANZONI.  The  Betrothed : 
being  a  Translation  of  '  I  Pro- 
messi  Sposi.'  By  Alessandro 
Manioni.  With  numerous  Wood- 
cuts.    5j. 

MAKCO  POLO'S  Travels ;  the 
Translation  of  Marsden  revised 
by  T.  Wright,  M.A.,  F.S.A.     5^. 

MARRYAT'S  (Capt.  R  N.) 
Masterman  Ready.  With  93 
Woodcuts.     3j.  6rf. 

Mission  ;  or,  Scenes  in  Africa. 

Illustrated  by  Gilbert  and  Dahiel. 

Pirate  and  Three  Cutters. 


With  8  Steel  Engravings,  from 
Drawings  by  Clarkson  Stanfield, 
R.  A.     3J.  td. 

Prlvateersman.      8  Engrav- 


ings on  Steel,     y.  60 
Settlers  in  Canada. 


10  En- 


gravings by  Gilbert  and  Dalziel.  , 
3J.  6d. 

Poor  Jack.      With   16  Illus- 


trations after  Clarkson  Stansfield, 
R.A.     2,5.  6d. 

Peter  Simple  With  8  full- 
page  Illustrations.     3^.  td. 

Midshipman  Easy.     With  8 

full- page  Illustrations,     y.  (xi. 

MARTIAL'S  Epigrams,  complete. 
Translated  into  Prose,  each  ac- 
companied by  one  or  more  V>rse 
Translations  selected  from  the 
Works  of  English  Poets,  and 
other  sources.     7j.  (xi. 

MARTINEAU'S  (Harriet)  His- 
tory of  England,  from  1800- 
1815.     3J.  td. 

History  of  the  Thirty  Years' 

Peace,  a.d.    1815-46.      4  vols. 
3^.  6d.  each. 

See  Comte^ s  Positive  Philosophy. 

MATTHEW  PARIS'S  English 
History,  from  the  Year  1235  to 
1273.  Translated  by  Rev.  J.  A. 
Giles,  D.C.L.     3  vols.    5j.  each. 


MATTHEW  OF  WESTMIN- 
STER'S Flowers  of  History, 
from  the  l)eginning  of  the  World' 
to  A.D.  1307.  Translated  by  C.  D. 
Yonge,  M.A.     2  vols.     51.  each. 

MAXWELL'S  Victories  of  Wel- 
lington and  the  British  Armies. 
Frontispiece  and  5  Portraits.     51. 

MENZEL'S  History  of  G^ermany, 
fiom  the  Earliest  Period  to  1842. 
3  vols.    y.  (id.  each. 

MICHAEL  ANGELO  AND 
RAPHAEL,  their  Lives  and 
Works.  By  Duppa  and  Quatre- 
mere  de  Qumcy.  With  Portraits, 
and  Engravings  on  .Steel.     5J. 

MICHELET'S  Luther's  Auto- 
biography, Trans,  by  William 
Ilazlitt.  With  an  Appendix  (no 
pages)  of  Notes.     3 J.  (yd. 

History  of  the  French  Revo- 
lution from  its  earliest  indications 
to  the  flight  of  the  King  in  1791. 
y.  6t/. 

MIONET'S  History  of  the  French 
Revolution,  from  1789  to  18 14. 
y.dd. 

MILL  (J.  S.).  Early  Essays  by 
John  Stuart  Mill.  Collected  from 
various  sources  by  J.  W.  M.  Gibbs. 
3J.  bd. 

MILLER  (Professor).  History 
Philosophically  Illustrated,  from 
the  Fall  of  the  Roman  Empire  to 
the  French  Revolution.  4  vols. 
3 J.  dd.  each. 

MILTON'S  Prose  Works.  Edited 
by  J.  A.  St.  John.  5  vols.  y.  6d. 
each. 

Poetical  Works,  with  a  Me- 
moir and  Critical  Remarks  by 
James  Montgomery,  an  Index  to 
Paradise  Lost,  Todd's  Verbal  Index 
to  all  the  Poems,  and  a  Selection 
of  Explanatory  Notes  by  Henry 
G.  Bohn.  Illustrated  with  120 
Wood  Engravings  from  Drawings 
by  W.  Harvey.  2  vols.  y.  6d. 
each. 


Contained  in  Bohn's  Libraries, 
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MITFORD'S  (Miss)  Our  Village 
Sketches  of  Rural  Character  and 
Scenery.  With  2  Engravings  on 
Steel.     2  vols.     y.  (hi.  each. 

MOLIERE'S    DramaUc  Works. 

A    new    Translation    in  English 

Prose,   by  C.    H.   Wall.  3   vols. 
y.  dd.  each. 

MONTAGU.  The  Letters  and 
Works  of  Lady  Mary  Wortley 
Montagu.  Edited  by  her  great- 
grandson.  Lord  Wharncliffc's  Edi- 
tion, and  revised  by  W.  Moy 
Thomas.  New  Edition,  revised, 
with  5  Portraits.    2  vols.    5^.  each. 

MONTAIGNE'S  Essays.  Cotton's 
Translation,  revised  by  W.  C. 
Hazlitt.  New  Edition.  3  iols. 
3 J.  dd.  eacli. 

MONTESQUIEU'S  Spirit  of 
Laws.  New  Edition,  revised  and 
corrected.  By  J.  V.  Pritchard, 
AM.     2  vols.     3  J.  dd.  each. 

MOTLEY  (J.  L.).  The  Rise  of 
the  Dutch  Republic.  A  History. 
By  John  Lothrop  Motley.  New 
Kdititm,  with  Biographical  Intro- 
duction by  Moncure  D.  Conway. 
3  vols.     3 J.  dd.  each. 

MORPHY'S  O^mes  of  Chess. 
Being  the  Matches  and  best  Games 
played  by  the  American  Champion, 
with  Explanatory  and  Analytical 
Notes  by  J.  Uiwenthal.     y. 

MUDIE'S  British  Birds;  or.  His- 
tory- of  the  Feathered  Tribes  of  the 
British  Islands.  Revised  by  W. 
C.  L.  Martin.  With  52  Figures 
of  Birds  and  7  Coloured  Plates  of 
Eggs.     2  vols. 

NEANDER  (Dr.  A.).  History 
of  the  Christian  Religion  and 
Church.  Trans,  from  the  German 
byJ.Torrey.    10  vols.  3^.6^/.  each. 

Life  of  Jesus  Christ.    Trans 

lated   by  J.   McClintock   and   C. 
Blumenthal.     v.  dd. 


NEANDER  (Dr.  A.).    History  of 
the  Planting  and  Training  of 
the  Christian    Church  by  the 
Apostles.     Translated   by   J.  E. 
Kyland.     2  vols.     3^.  dd.  each. 

Lectures  on  the  History  of 

ChrlsUan  Dogmas.  Edited  by 
Dr.  Jacobi.  Translated  by  J.  E. 
Ryland.     2  vols.    31.  dd.  each. 

Memorials  of  Christian  Life 

In  the  Early  and  Middle  Ages  ; 
including  Light  in  Dark  Places. 
Trans,  by  J.  E.  Ryland.     y.  dd. 

NIBELUNGEN  LIED.  The 
Lay  of  the  Nibelungs,  metrically 
translated  from  the  old  German 
text  by  Alice  Horton,  and  edited 
by  Edward  Bell,  M.A.  To  which 
is  prefixed  the  Essay  on  the  Nibe- 
lungen  Lied  by  Thomas  Carlyle. 

NEW  TESTAMENT  (The)  in 
Greek.  Grieshach's  Text,  with 
various  Readings  at  the  foot  of 
the  page,  and  Parallel  References 
m  the  margin  ;  also  a  Critical 
Introduction  and  Chronological 
Tables.  By  an  eminent  Scholar, 
with  a  Greek  and  English  Lexicon. 
3r(i  Edition,  revised  and  corrected. 
Two  Facsimiles  of  Greek  Manu- 
scripts.    900  pages.     5j. 

The  Lexicon  may  be  had  sepa- 
rately, price  2J. 

NICOLINI'S  History  of   the 

Jesuits:   their  Origin,    Progress, 

Doctrines,  and  Designs.     With  8 
Portraits.     5^. 

NORTH  (R.)  Lives  of  the  Right 
Hon.  Francis  North,  Baron  Guild- 
ford, the  Hon.  Sir  Dudley  North, 
and  the  Hon.  and  Rev.  Dr.  John 
North.  By  the  Hon.  Roger 
North.  Together  with  the  Auto- 
biography of  the  Author.  Edited 
by  Augustus  Jessopp,  D.  D.  3  vols. 
3J.  (>d.  each. 

NUGENT'S    (Lord)    Memorials 
of  Hampden,    his  Party   and 
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Timea.  With  a  Memoir  of  the 
Author,  an  Autograph  Letter,  and 
Portrait.     ^J. 

OCKLEY  (3.)  History  of  the 
Saracens  and  their  Col  quests 
in  Syria,  Persia,  and  Eg3npt. 
By  Simon  Ockley,  B.D.,  Professor 
of  Arabic  in  the  University  of 
Cambiidge.     y.  6</ 

OMAN  (J.  C.)  The  Great  Indian 
Epics:  the  Stories  of  the  Rama- 
YANA  and  the  Mahabmarata. 
By  John  Campbell  Oman,  Prin- 
cipal of  Khalsa  Collq^e,  Amritsar. 
With  Notes,  Appendices,  and 
Illustrations.     V-  ^• 

ORDERICUS  VITALIS'  Eccle 
siastical  History  of  England 
and  Normandy.  Translated  by 
T.  Forester,  M.A.  To  which  is 
added  the  Chronicle  of  St. 
EvROULi.     4  vols.     5 J.  each. 

OVID'S  Works, complete.  Literally 
translated  into  Prose.  3  vols. 
5t.  each. 

PASCAL'S  Thoughts.  Translated 
from  the  Text  of  M.  Auguste 
Molinier  by  C.  Kegan  Paul.  3rd 
Edition.     Zs.  6d. 

PAULI'S  (Dr.  R.)  Life  of  Alfred 
the  Great.  Translated  from  the 
(German.  To  which  is  appended 
Alfred's  Angi.o-Saxon  Version 
OF  Okosius.  With  a  literal 
Translation  interpaged,  Notes, 
and  an  Anglo-Saxon  CiRammar 
and  Glossary,  by  B.  Thorpe.  55. 

PAUSANIAS'  Description  of 
Greece.  Newly  translated  by  A.  R. 
Shilleto,  M.A.    2  vols.    5 J.  each. 

PEARSON'S  Exposition  of  the 
Creed.  Edited  by  E.  Walford, 
M.A.     S^- 

PEPYS'  Diary  and  Correspond- 
ence. Deciphered  by  the  Rev. 
J.  Smith,  M.A.,  from  the  original 
Shorthand  MS.  in  the  Pepysian 


Library.  Edited  by  lx)rd  Bray- 
brooke.  4  vols.  With  31  En- 
gravings.    5^.  each. 

PERCY'S  Rellques  of  Ancient 
English  Poetry.  With  an  Essay 
on  Ancient  Minstrels  and  a  Cilos- 
sary.  Edited  by  J.  V.  I'ritchard, 
A.M.     2  vols.     3J.  6f/.  each. 

PERSIUS.— 5'<'^  Juvenal. 

PETRARCH'S  Sonnets,  Tri- 
umphs and  other  Poems. 
Translated  into  English  Verse  by 
various  Hands.  With  a  Life  of 
the  Poet  by  Thomas  Campbell. 
With  Portrait  and  15  Steel  En- 
gravings.      ^s. 

PHILO  -  JUD^US,  Works  of. 
Translated  by  Prof.  C.  D.  Yonge, 
M.A.     4  vols.     5J.  each. 

PICKERING'S  History  of  the 
Races  of  Man,  and  their  Cieo- 
graphical  Di.stribution.  With  An 
Analytical  Sy.noi'sis  of  the 
Natural  History  ok  Man  by 
Dr.  Hall.  With  a  Map  of  the 
World  and  12  coloured  Plates.  5^. 

PINDAR.  Translated  into  Prose 
by  Dawson  W.  Turner.  To  which 
is  added  the  Metrical  Version  by 
Abraham  Moore.      <sS. 

PLANCHE.  History  of  British 
Costume,  from  the  Earliest  Time 
to  the  Close  of  the  Eighteenth 
Century.  By  J.  R.  Blanche, 
Somerset  Herald.  With  upwards 
of  400  Illustrations.     S^- 

PLATO'S  Works.    Literally  trans- 
lated,    with     Introduction     and 
Notes.     6  vols.     5 J.  each. 
I.— The    Apology   of    Socrates, 
Crito,   Phx^do,  Gorgias,  Pro- 
tagoras, Phx^drus,  Thea^tetus, 
Euthyphron,  Lysis.      Trans- 
lated by  the  Rev.  H.  Carey. 
II.— The  Republic,    Timneus,    and 
Critias.  Translated  by  Henry 
Davis. 


Contaimd  iji  Bohn's  Libraries. 
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Plato's  Works  continued. 

III. — Meno.  Euthydemus,  The 
Sophist,  Statesman,  Cratylus, 
Parmenides,an<l  the  Banquet. 
Translated  byO.  Burges. 

IV. — l*hilebus,  Charmides.  Laches, 
Menexenus,  Hippias,  Ion, 
The  Two  Alcibiadcs,  The- 
ages,  Rivals,  Hipj)archus, 
Minos,  Clitopho,  Epistles. 
Translated  by  G.  Burges. 

V. — The    Lavis.       Translated    by 
G.  lUirges. 

VI.— The  Doubtful  Works.  Trans- 
lated by  G.  Piurges. 

Siimciary  and   Analysis  of 

the  Dialogues.    With  Analytica'. 
Index.     By  A.  D.iy,  LL.D.     5^. 

PLAUTUS'S  Comedies.  Trans- 
lated by  H.  T.  Riley,  M.A.  2 
vols.     5^  each. 

PLINY'S  •  Natural  History. 
Translated  by  the  late  John 
Bostock,  M.D.,  F.R.S.,and  II.  T. 
Riley,  M.A.     6  vols.     5^.  each. 

PLINY.  The  Letters  of  Pliny 
the  Younger.  Mehnoth's  trans- 
lation, revised  by  the  Rev.  Y.  C. 
T.  Bosanquct,  M.A.     5^. 

PLOTINUS,  Select  Works  of. 
Translated  by  Thomas  Taylor. 
With  an  Introduction  containing 
the  substance  of  Porphyry's  Plo- 
tinus.  Eu^ited  by  G.  R.  S.  Mead, 
B.A.,  M.R.A.S.     5J. 

PLUTARCH'S  Lives.  Translated 
by  A.  Stewart,  M.A.,  and  George 
Long,  M.A.    4  vols.    3^.  6d.  each. 

Morals.  Theosophical  Essays. 

Translated  by  C.  W.  King,  M.A. 

Morals.      Ethical    Essays. 

Translated   by   the   Rev.    A.    R. 
Shilleto,  M.A.     51. 

POETRY  OP  AMERICA.  Se- 
lections   from    One    Hundred 


American   Poets,   from    1776    to 
1876.     By  W.  J.  Linton,     y  6d. 

POLITICAL    CYCLOPiEDIA. 

A  Dictionary  of  I'olitical,  Con- 
stituiional.  Statistical,  and  Fo- 
rensic Knowledge  ;  forming  a 
Work  of  Reference  on  subjects  of 
Civil  Administration,  Political 
Economy,  Finance.  Commerce, 
Laws,  and  Social  Relations.  4 
vols.     3J.  6ii.  each 

POPE'S  Poetical  Works.    Edited, 
with   copious   Notes,    by    Rol>ert 
Carrutbers.   With  numerous  Illus 
trations.     2  vols.     51.  each. 

Homer's   Iliad.      Edited    Wy 

the  Rev.  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A. 
Illustraic<l  by  the  entire  Series  of 
Flaxman's  Designs.     51. 

Homer's  Odyssey,  with   the 


Battle  of  Frogs  and  Mice,  Hymns, 
&c.,  by  other  translators.  Edited 
by  the  Rev.  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A. 
With  the  entire  Scries  of  Flax- 
man's  Designs.     5J. 

Life,   including   many   of  his 


letters.     By   Robert  Carruthers. 
With  numerous  Illustrations.     51. 

POUSHKIN'S  Prose  Tales:  The 
Captain's  Daughter — Doubrovsky 
—  The  Queen  of  Spades  —  An 
Amateur  Peasant  Girl— The  Shot 
— The  Snow  Storm — The  Post- 
master —  The  Coffin  Maker  — 
Kirdjali — The  Egyptian  Nights- 
Peter  the  Great's  Negro.  Trans- 
lated by  T.  Keane.     3J.  6d. 

PROPERTIUS.  Translated  by 
Rev.  P.  J.  F.  Gantillon,  M.A., 
and  accompanied  by  Poetical 
Versions,  from  various  sources. 
3J.  6d. 

PROVERBS,  Handbook  of.  Con- 
taining an  entire  Republication 
of  Ray's  Collection  of  English 
Proverbs,  with  his  additions  from 
Foreign  Languages  and  a  com- 
plete Alphabetical  Index;  in  which 
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are  intr-.'luced  large  additions  as 
well  of  Tfoverbs  as  of  Sayings, 
Senten-es,  Maxims,  and  Phrases, 
collected  by  H.  G.  Bohn.     55. 

PROVERBS,  A  Polyglot  of 
Foreign.  Comprising  French, 
Italian,  German,  Dutch,  Spanish, 
Portuguese,  and  Danish.  With 
English  Translations  ik.  a  General 
Index  by  H.  G   Bohn      5^. 

POTTERY  AND  PORCELAIN, 
and  other  Objects  of  Verm.  Com- 
prising an  Illustrated  Catalogue  of 
the  Bernal  Collection  of  Works 
of  Art,  with  the  prices  at  which 
they  were  sold  by  auction,  and 
names  of  the  possessors.  To  which 
are  added,  an  Introductory  Lecture 
on  Pottery  and  Porcelain,  and  an 
Engraved  List  of  all  the  knov^n  \ 
Marks  and  Monograms.  By  I  lenry 
G.  B<»hn.  With  numerous  Wood 
Engravings,  55. ;  or  with  Coloured 
Illustrati<  ns,  \os.  (xi. 

PROUTS (Father) Rellquea.  Col- 
lected and  airar.gcd  by  Rev.  F. 
Mahony.  Copy  ight  edition  with 
the  Author's  last  corrections  and 
additions.  New  issue,  with  21 
Etchings  by  D.  Maclise,  K.A. 
Nearly  600  pages.     $5. 

QUINTILIAN'S   Infltltutea  of 

Oratory,    or    Education     of    an 

Orator.     Translated  by  the  Rev. 

S.  Watson,  M.A.     2  vols.     51. 

each. 

RACINE'S  (Jean)  Dramatic 
Works.  A  metrical  English  ver- 
sion. By  R.  Bruce  Boswell,  M.A. 
Oxon.     2  vols.     3j.  (>d.  each. 

RANKE'S  History  of  the  Popes, 
their  Church  and  State,  and  e.<^p2- 
cially  of  their  Conflicts  with  Pro- 
testantism in  the  i6th  and  ijih 
centuries.  Translated  by  E. 
Foster.     3  vols.     3j.  (>d.  cact:. 

History  of   Servla  and  the 


Sarvian  Revolution.      With  an 


Account  of  the  Insurrection  in 
Bosnia.  Translated  by  Mrs.  Kerr. 
y.  6d. 

REUMONT  (Alfred  de).  See 
Carafas. 

RECREATIONS  In  SHOOTING. 
By  '  Craven.'  With  62  Engravings 
on  Wood  after  Harvey,  and  9 
Engravings  on  Steel,  chiefly  after 
A   Cooper,  R.A.     5^* 

RENNIE'S  Insect  Architecture. 
Revised  and  enlarijed  by  Rev. 
J.  G.  Wotxi,  M.A.  With  186 
Woodcut  Illustrations.     5^. 

REYNOLD'S  (Sir  J.)  Literary 
Works.  Edited  by  H.  W.  Beechy. 
2  vols.     3^.  (>J.  each. 

RICARDO  on  the  Principles  of 
Political  Economy  and  Taxa- 
tion. Edited  by  E.  C.  K.  Conner, 
M.A.     5  J. 

RICHTER  (Jean  Paul  Friedrich). 
Levana.  a  Treatise  on  Education: 
together  with  the  Autio biography 
(a  Fragment),  and  a  short  Pre- 
fatory Memoir.     3 J.  6./. 

Flower.  Fruit,   and   Thorn 

Piece.^.  or  the  Wedded  Life. Death, 
and  Marriage  of  Firmian  Stanis- 
lajas  Siebt^nkae^,  Parish  Advocate 
in  the  Parish  of  Xuhschnappcl. 
Newly  translated  by  Lt.  -Col.  Alex. 
Ewing.     y.  6t/. 

ROGER  DE  HOVEDEN'S  An- 
nals of  English  Hii:tory,  com- 
prising the  History  of  England 
and  of  other  Countries  of  Europe 
from  A.  I).  732  to  A.  i>.  1201. 
Translated  by  H.  T.  Riley,  M.A. 
2  vols.     5 J.  each. 

ROGER  OF  WENDOVERS 
Flowers  of  History,  comprising 
the  History  of  England  from  the 
Descent  of  the  Saxons  to  A.n. 
I23S,formerlyascribed  to  Matthew 

Pans.     Translated  by  J.  A.  Giles, 
D.C.L.     2  vols.     5^.  each. 


Contained  in  Bohn's  Libraries. 
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ROME  in  the  NINETEENTH 
CENTURY,  Containing  a  com- 
plete Account  of  the  Ruins  of  the 
Ancient  City,  the  Remains  of  the 
Middle  Ages,  and  the  Monuments 
of  Moilern  Times.  By  C.  A.  Eaton. 
With  34  Steel  Engravings.  2  vols. 
5f.  each. 

See  Burn  and  Dver. 


ROSCOE'S  (W.)  Life  and  PonU- 
ficate  of  Leo  X.  Final  edition, 
revised  by  Thomas  Roscoe.  2 
vols.     31.  6t/.  each. 

Life  of  Lorenzo  de'  Medici, 


called  •  the  Magnificent.'  With 
his  poems,  letters,  &c.  loth 
Edition,  revised,  with  Memoir  of 
Roscoe  by  his  Son.     y.  dd. 

RUSSIA  History  of,  from  the 
earliest  Period,  compiled  from 
the  most  authentic  sources  by 
Walter  K.  Kelly.  With  Portraits. 
2  \'ols.     3 J.  (id.  each. 

SALLUST,  FLORUS,  and  VEL- 
LEIUS      PATERCULUS. 

Translated  by  J.  S.Watson,  M.A. 

SCHILLER'S  Works.  Translated 
by  various  hands.  7  vols.  3;.  6i/. 
each  : — 

I. — History  of  the  Thirty  Years* 
War. 

II. — History  of  the  Revolt  in  the 
Netherlands,  the  Trials  of 
Counts  Egmont  and  Horn, 
the  Siege  of  Antwerp,  and 
the  I  )isturbancesin  France 
preceding  the  Reign  of 
Henry  IV. 

III. — Don  Carlos,  Mary  Stuart, 
Maid  of  Orleans,  Bride  of 
Messina,  together  with  the 
Use  of  the  Chorus  in 
Tragedy  (a  short  Essay). 

These   Dramas  are  all 
translated  in  metre. 


Schiller's  Works  continued. 

IV.— Robbers  (  with  Schiller's 
original  Preface),  Fiesco, 
Love  and  Intrigue,  De- 
metrius, Ghost  Seer,  Sport 
of  Divinity. 

The  Dramas  in  this 
volume  are  translated  into 
Prose. 

V\ — Poems. 

VI. —Essays,  /Esthetical  and  Philo- 
sophical. 

VII.— Wallenstein's  Camp,  Pic- 
colomini  and  Death  of 
Wallenstein,  William  Tell. 

SCHILLER  and  GOETHE. 
Correspondence  between,  from 
A.D.  1794-1805.  Translated  by 
L.  Dora  Schmitz.  2  vols.  3^.  dd. 
each. 

SCHLEGEL'S  (F.)  Lectures  on 
the  Philosophy  of  Life  and  the 
Philosophy  of  Language.  Trans- 
lated by  the  Rev.  A.  J.  W.  Mor- 
rison, M.A.     3j.  dd. 

Lectures  on  the  History  of 

Literature,  Ancient  and  Modern. 
Translated  from  the  German.  31.6^'. 

Lectures  on  the  Philosophy 

of  History.     Translated  by  J.  B. 
Robertson,     ^s.  6d. 

Lectures  on  Modem  History, 


together  with  the  Lectures  entitled 
Ccesar  and  Alexander,  and  The 
Beginning  of  our  History.  Trans- 
lated by  L.  Purcell  and  R.  H. 
Whitetock.     ^s.  6d. 


-Slsthetic  and  Miscellanooua 

Works.      Translated    by   E.    J. 
Millington.     31.  6</. 

SCHLEGEL  (A.  W  )  Lectures 
on  Dramatic  Art  a  tid  Literature. 
Translated  by  J.  Black.  Revised 
Edition,  by  the  Rev.  A.  J.  W. 
Morrison,  M.A.     3^.  6d. 
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SCHOPENHAUER  on  the  Four- 
fold Root  of  the  Principle  of 
SufBclent  Reason,  ami  On  the 
Will  in  Nai-ure,  Translated  by 
Madame  llillebrand.     5j. 

Essays.     Selected  and  Trans- 


lated. With  a  Hiographical  Intro- 
duction and  Sketch  of  his  Philo- 
sophy, by  E.  Belfort  Bax.     5J. 

SCHOITW'S  Earth,  Plants,  and 
Man.  Translated  by  A.  Henfrey. 
With  coloured  Map  of  the  Geo- 
graphy of  Plants.      5i. 

SCHUMANN  (Robert).  His  Life 
and  Works,  by  August  Reissinann. 
Translated  by  A.  L.  Alger.    3j.  6rf. 

Early  Letters.  Originally  pub- 


blished  by  his  Wife.  Translated 
by  May  Herbert.  With  a  Preface 
by  Sir  Cieorge  Grove,  D.C.L. 
y.  dd. 

SENECA  on  Benefits.  Newly 
translated  by  A.  Stewart,  M.A. 
y.  (yi. 

Minor  Essaj  a  and  On  Clem- 
ency. Translated  by  A.  Stewart, 
M.A,     5j. 

SHAKESPEARE'S  Dramatic 
Art.  The  History  and  Character 
of  Shakespeare's  Plays.  By  Dr. 
Hermann  Ulrici.  Translated  by 
L.  Dora  Schmitz.  2  vols.  3^.  6^/. 
each. 

SHAKESPEARE  (WilUam).  A 
Literary  Biography  by  Karl  Elze, 
Ph.D.,  LL.D.  Translated  by 
L.  Dora  Schmitz.     51. 

SHARPE  (S.)  The  History  of 
Egypt,  from  the  Earliest  Times 
till  the  Conquest  by  the  Arabs, 
A.D.  640.  By  Samuel  Sharpe. 
2  Maps  and  upwards  of  400  Illus- 
trative Woodcuts.  2  vols.  5J.  each. 

SHERIDAN'S  Dramatic  Works, 
Complete.  With  Life  by  G.  G.  S. 
y.td. 


SISMONDI'S  History  of  the 
Literature  of  the  South  01 
Europe.  Translated  by  Thomas 
Roscoe.     2  vols.     3J.  (xi.  each. 

SIX   OLD  ENGLISH  CHRON 

ICLES:  viz.,  Asskr's  Likk  oi- 
Alfred  and  thkChroniclr-sof 
Ethelwerd,  Gildas.Nennius, 

(lEOKFREY  OK   MONMOUTH,  AND 

Richard  ok  Cirencester. 
Edited  by  J.  A.  Giles,  D.C.L.    y. 

SYNONYMS  and  ANTONYMS, 
or  Kindred  Words  and  their 
Oppositea,  Collected  and  Con- 
trasted by  Ven.  C.J.  Smith,  M.A. 
Revised  Edition.     5j. 

SMITH'S  (Adam)  The  Wealth  of 
Nations.  Edited  by  E.  Belfort 
Bax.     2  vols.     3^.  6</.  each. 

Theory  of  Moral  Sentiments ; 


with  his  Essay  on  the  First  For- 
mation of  Languages  ;  to  which  is 
added  a  Memoir  of  the  Author  by 
Dugald  Stewart.     3^.  6</. 

SMYTH'S  (Professor)  Lectures 
on  Modem  History;  from  the 
Irruption  of  the  Northern  Nations 
to  the  close  of  the  American  Re- 
volution.    2  vols.     3 J.  (yl.  each. 

Lectures  on  the  French  Re- 
volution.    2  vols.     3i.  6^/.  each. 

SMITH'S  (  Pye )  Greology  and 
Scripture.     2nd  F'dition.     5^. 

SMOLLETT'S  Adventures  of 
Roderick  Random.  With  short 
Memoir  and  Bibliography,  and 
Cruikshank's  Illustrations.    31.  (id. 

Adventures  of  Peregrine 


Pickle,  in  which  are  included  the 
Memoirs  of  a  Lady  of  Quality. 
With  Bibliography  and  Cruik- 
shank's Illustrations.  2  vols.  3^.6^/. 
each. 


Contained  in  Bohtis  Libraries. 
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SMOLLETT'S  The  Expedition 
of  Humphry  Clinker.  With 
Bibliography  and  Cruikshank's 
Illustrations.     3^.  dd. 

SOCRATES  (sumamed  •  Scholas- 
tlous ').  The  Ecclesiastical  His- 
tory of  (a.  d.  305-445).  Translated 
from  the  Greek.     5^. 

SOPHOCLES.  The  Tragedies  of. 
A  New  Prose  Tran.slation,  with 
Memoir,  Notes,  &;c.,  by  E.  P. 
Coleridge.     51. 

The  Oxford  Translation.    5^. 

SOUTH  EY'S  Life  of  Nelson. 
With  Facsimiles  of  Nelson's  writ- 
ing. Portraits,  Plans,  and  upwards 
of  50  Engravings  on  Steel  and 
Wood.     5  J. 

Life  of  Wesley,  and  the  Rise 


and  Irogress  of  Methodism.     5^. 

Robert  Southey.     The  Story 

of  his  Life  written  in  his  Letters. 
With  an  Introduction.  Edited  by 
John  Dennis,     y.  (ni. 

SOZOMEN'S  Ecclesiastical  His- 
tory. Comprising  a  History  of 
the  Church  from  A.D.  324-440. 
Translated  from  the  Greek.  To- 
gether with  the  Ecclesiastical 
History  of  Philostorgius,  as 
epitomised  by  Photius.  Trans- 
lated from  the  Greek  by  Rev.  E. 
Walford,  M.A.     5r. 

SPINOZA  S  Chief  Works.  Trans- 
lated, with  Introduction, by  R.H.M. 
Elwes.    2  vols.    5j.  each. 

STANLEY'S  Classified  Synopsis 
of  the  Principal  Painters  of  the 
Dutch  and  Flemish  Schools. 
By  George  Stanley.     5J. 

STARLING'S  (Miss)  Noble  Deeds 
of  Women;  or,  Examples  of 
Female  Courage,  Fortitude,  and 
Virtue.  With  14  Steel  Engrav- 
ings.     K,s 


STAUNTON'S  Chess  -  Player's 
Handbook.  A  Popular  and  Scien- 
tific Introduction  to  the  Game. 
With  numerous  Diagrams.     5^. 


—  Chess  Praxis.  A  Supplement 
to  the  Chess-player's  Handbook. 
Containing  the  most  important 
modern  improvementsin  the  Open- 
ings ;  Code  of  Chess  Laws ;  and 
a  Selection  of  Morphy's  Games. 
Annotated,     ^j. 

—  Chess-player's  Companion. 
Comprising  a  Treatise  on  Odds, 
Collection  of  Match  Games,  and  a 
Selection  of  Original  Problems.  5^. 


Chess  Tournament  of  1851. 

A  Collection  of  Games  played  at 
this  celebrated  assemblage.  With 
Introduction  and  Notes.     5^. 

STOCKHARDT'S  Experimental 
Chemistry.  A  Handbook  for  the 
Study  of  the  Science  by  simple 
experiments.  Edited  by  C.  W. 
Heaton,  F.C.S.  With  numerous 
Woodcuts.  New  Edition,  revised 
throughout.      55. 

STRABO'S  G^graphy.  Trans- 
lated by  W.  Falconer,  M.A., 
and  H.  C.  Hamilton.  3  vols. 
5 J.  each. 

STRICKLAND'S  (Agnee)  Lives 
of  the  Queens  of  England,  from 
the  Norman  Conquest.  Revised 
Edition.  With  6  Portraits.  6  vols. 
51.  each. 

Life  of  Mary  Queen  of  Soots. 

2  vols.     5 J.  each. 

Lives  of  the  Tudor  and  Stuart 

Prinoeeses.     With  Portraits.     5^. 

STUART  and  REVETT'S  Anti- 
quities of  Athens,  and  other 
Monuments  of  Greece;  to  which 
is  added,  a  Glos.sary  of  Terms  used 
in  Grecian  Architecture.  With  71 
Plates  engraved  on  Steel,  and 
numerous  Woodcut  Capitals.     $s. 
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SUETONIUS'  Llvee  of  the  Twelve 
Csesara  and  Livea  of  the  Gram- 
marians. The  translation  of 
Thomson,  revised  by  T.  Forester. 

SULLY.  Memoirs  of  the  Duke 
of,  Prime  Minister  to  Henry 
the  Great.  Translated  from  the 
French.  With  4  Portraits.  4  vols. 
3J.  6t/.  each. 

SWIFT'S  Prose  Works.  Edited 
by  Temple  Scott.  With  a  Bio- 
graphical Introduction  by  the  Right 
Hon.  W.  E.  H.  Lecky,  M.P. 
With  Portraits  and  Facsimiles. 
\  I  vols.     3j.  6«/.  each. 

\^Vols.  I.- IV.  ^  VIII.  ready. 
I. —  Edited  by  Temple  Scott. 
With  a  Bioj;raphical  In- 
troduction by  the  Right 
Hon.  W.  E.  H,  Lecky, 
M.  P.  Containing  :  —  A 
Tale  of  a  Tub,  The  Battle 
of  the  Books,  and  other 
early  works. 

II. --Thejournal to  Stella.  Edited 

by  Frederick  Ryland,M.  A. 

With  2  Portraits  of  Stella, 

and  a  Facsimile  of  one  of 

the  Letters. 
II I. &  IV. — Writings  on  Religion  and 

the   Church.      Edited  by 

Temple  Scott. 
V. — Historical    and    Political 

Tracts  (English).     Edited 

by  Tempi*,'  Scott 
VIII  -Gulliver's  Travels.      Edited 

by  G.   R.  Dennis.     With 

Portrait  and  Maps. 

The  order  and  contents  of 
the  remaining  volumes  will 
probably  l)e  as  follows  : — 

VI  &VII.— Historical  and  Political 
Tracts  (Irish). 
IX. — Contributions    to   the    *  Ex- 
aminer,' 'Tatler,'    'Spec- 
tator,' &c. 
X. — Historical  Writings. 
XI. — Literary  Essays  and  Biblio- 
graphy. 


STOWE  (Mrs.H.B.)  Uncle  Tom's 
Cabin,  or  Life  among  the  Lowly. 
With  Introiluctory  Remarks  by 
Rev.  J.  Sherman.  With  8  full- 
page  Illustrations.     31. 6</. 

TACITUS.  The  Works  of.  Liter- 
ally  translated.     2  vols.     5j.  each. 

TALES  OF  THE  GENII;  or, the 
Delightful  Lessons  of  I  loram,  the 
Son  of  Asniar.  Translated  from 
the  Persian  by  Sir  Charles  Morell. 
Numerous  Woodcuts  and  12  Steel 
Engravings.     5^. 

TASSO'3  Jerusalem  Delivered. 
Translated  into  English  Spenserian 
Verse  by  J.  H.  Wirten.  With  8 
Engravings  on  Steel  and  24  Woo<l- 
culs  by  Thurston.     51. 

TAYLOR'S  (Bishop  Jeremy) 
Holy  Living  and  Dying,  wiih 
Prayers  containing  the  Whole  Duty 
of  a  Christian  and  the  parts  of  De- 
votion fitted  to  ail  Occasions  and 
furnished  for  all  Necessities.  35. 6</. 

TEN  BRINK.— .9^*  Brink. 

TERENCE  and  PHffiDRUS. 
Liter.-'.lly  translated  byll.T.  Riley, 
M..\.    To wh'chib  atided,  Smart's 

MEiRICALVRRSIONOFPn.libRUS. 

THEOCRITUS.  BION,  MOS- 
CHUS,  and  TYRT^US.  Liter- 
ally translated  by  the  Rev.  J. 
Banks,  M.A.  To  which  are  ap- 
pended the  Metrical  V^crsions  of 
Chapman,     ^s. 

THEODORET  and  EVAGRIUS. 
Hisloiies  of  ihe  Church  Jrom  A. n. 
332  to  A.I>.  427  ;  and  from  a.d. 
431  to  A.D.  544.  Translated  from 
the  Greek.     5J. 

THIERRY'S  History  of  the 
Conquest  of  England  by  the 
Normans ;  its  Causes,  and  its 
Consequences  in  England,  Scot- 
land, IrelamI,  and  the  Continent. 
Translated  by  William  Hazlitt. 
2  vols.     3^.  dd.  each. 


Contained  in  Bohn's  Libraries. 
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THUCYDIDES.  The  Pelopon- 
nesian  War.  Literally  translated 
by  the  Rev.  H.  Dale.  2  vols. 
3j.  6</.  each. 

An  Analysis  and  Summary 

of.     With  Chronological  Table  of 
Events,  Ac.     By  J.  T.  Wheeler. 

THUDICHUM  (J.  L.  W.)  A  Trea- 
Use  on  Wines:  their  Origin, 
Nature,  and  Varieties.  With  Prac- 
tical Directions  for  Viticulture  and 
Vinification.  By  J.  L.  W.  Thudi- 
chum,  M.D.,  F.R.C.P.  (Lond.). 
Illustrated.     51. 

URE'S  (Dr.  A.)  Cotton  Manufac- 
ture of  Great  Britain,  systemati- 
cally investigated.  Revised  Edit, 
by  P.  L.  Simmonds.  With  150 
original  Illustrations.  2  vols,  ^s, 
each. 

Philosophy  of  Manufiactures. 

Revised  Edition,  by  P.  L.  Sim- 
monds. With  numerous  Figures. 
Double  volume.     7^.  (id. 

VASARI'S  Lives  of  the  most 
Eminent  Painters,  Sculptors, 
and  Architects.  Translated  by 
Mrs.  J.  Foster,  with  a  Commen- 
tary by  J.  P.  Richter,  Ph.D.  6 
vols.     y.  td.  each. 

VIRGIL.  A  Literal  Prose  Trans- 
lation by  A.  Hamilton  Bryce, 
LL.D.,  F.R.S.E.  With  Portrait. 
p.  (>d. 

VOLTAIRE'S  Tales.  Translated 
by  R.  B.  Bos  well.  Vol.  I  ,  con- 
taining Bebouc,  Memnon,  Can- 
dide,  L'lngenu,  and  other  Tales. 
3J.  6d. 

WALTON  S  Complete  Angler, 
or  the  Contemplative  Man's  Re- 
creation, by  Iiaak  Walton  and 
Charles  Cotton.  Edited  by  Ed- 
ward Jesse.  To  which  is  added 
an  account  of  Fishing  Sutions. 


Tackle,  &c.,  by  Henry  G.  Bohn. 
With  Portrait  and  203  Engravings 
on  Wood  and  26  Engravings  on 
Steel.     5j. 

Lives  of  Donne,  Hooker,  &c. 

New  Edition  revised  by  A.  H. 
Bullen,  with  a  Memoir  of  Izaak 
Walton  by  Wm.  Dowling.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.     5^. 

WELLINGTON,  Life  of.  By 'An 
Old  Soldier.'  From  the  materials 
of  Maxwell.  With  Index  and  18 
Steel  Engravings.      5^. 

Victories  of.    See  Maxwell. 

WERNER'S  Templars  In 
Cyprus.  Translated  by  E.  A.  M. 
Lewis.     3j.  ()d. 

WESTROPP  (H.  M.)  A  Hand- 
book  of  Archaeology,  Egyptian, 
Greek,  Etruscan,  Roman.  By 
H.  M.  Westropp.  2nd  Edition, 
revised.  With  very  numerous 
Illustrations.     5^. 

WHITE'S  Natural  History  of 
Selbome,  with  Observations  on 
various  Parts  of  Nature,  and  the 
Naturalists'  Calendar.  WitK  Notes 
by  Sir  William  Jardine.  Edited 
by  Edward  Jesse.  With  40  Por- 
traits and  coloured  Plates.     $s. 

WHEATLE Y'S  A  Rational  Illus- 
tration of  the  Book  of  Common 
Pi-ayer.    3^.  6d.  i 

WHEELER'S  Noted  Names  of 
FioUon.  Dictionary  of.  Includ- 
ing also  Familiar  Pseudonyms, 
Surnames  bestowed  on  Eminent 
Men,  and  Analogous  Popular  Ap- 
pellations often  referred  to  in 
Literature  and  Conversation.  By 
W.  A.  Wheeler,  M.A.    5^. 

WIESELER'S  Chronologloal 
Synopsis  of  the  Four  Gospels. 
Translated  by  the  Rev.  Canon 
Venables.     3j.  6d. 
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WILLIAM  of  MALMESBURY'S 
Chronicle  of  the  Kings  of  Eng 
land,  from  the  Earliest  PericKl 
to  the  Reign  of  King  Stephen. 
Translated  by  the  Rev.  J.  Shari)C. 
E<lited  by  J.  A.  Giles,  D.C.L.    5^. 

XENOPHON'S  Works.  Trans- 
lated by  the  Rev.  J.  S.  Watson, 
M.A.,  and  the  Rev.  II.  Dale.  In 
3  vols.     5^.  each. 

YOUNG  (Arthur).  Travels  in 
France  during  the  years  1787, 
1788.  and  1789.  Edited  by 
M.  Belham  Edwards.     Jj.  6</. 


YOUNQ  (Arthur).  Tour  in  Ire- 
land, with  General  Observations 
on  the  state  of  the  country  during 
the  vears  1776  79.  Edited  by 
A.  \V.  Ilutton.  Wtlh  Complete 
bibliography  by  J.  P.  Ander- 
son, and  \Iap.  2  vols.  35.  (yd. 
each. 

YULE  TIDE  STORIES.  A  Col- 
lection of  Scandinavian  an<l  North- 
German  Popular  Talcs  and  Tra- 
ditions, from  the  Swedish,  Danish, 
and  German.   PMited  by  IJ. Thorpe. 

5^. 


( 
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NEW    AND     FORTHCOMING     VOLUMES    OF 

BONN'S  LIBRARIES. 


THE  PROSE  WORKS  OF  JONATHAN  SWIFT.  Edited  by 
Temple  Scott.  With  an  Introduction  by  the  Right  Hon.  W.  E.  H. 
I^cky,  M.P.     In  11  volumes,  y.  dd.  each. 

Vol.  I.—'  A  Tale  of  a  Tub,'  '  The  Battle  of  the  Books,'  and  other 
early  works.  Edited  by  Temple  Scott.  With  Tni.oduction  by  the 
Right  Hon.  W.  E.  H.  Lecky,  MP.     I',  r  trait  and  Facsimiles. 

Vol.  II.  -'The  Journal  to  Stella.'  F>lited  by  F.  Ryland,  M.A. 
With   a  Facsimile  Letter  and  two  Portraits  of  Stella. 

Vols.  HI  and  IV. -Writings  on  Religion  and  the  Church. 
Edited  by  Temple  Scott.     With  portraits  and  facsimiles  of  title  pages. 

V«.l.  V.  -Historical  and  Political  Tracts  (English).  Edited  by 
Temple  Scott.     With  Portrait  and  Facsimiles. 

Vol.  VIII  —Gulliver's  Travels.  Edited  by  G.  R.  Dennis.  With 
the  original  Maps  and  Illustrations. 

THE  LAY  OF  THE  NIBELUNGS.  Metrically  translated  from  the 
Old  German  text  by  Alice  Horton,  and  Edited  by  Edward  Bell,  M.A. 
With  the  Essay  on  the  Nibelungen  Lied  by  Thomas  Carlyle.     5^. 

GRAY'S  LETTERS.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  D.  C  Tovey,  M.A,  author 
of  '(iray  and  his  Friends'  &c.,  late  Clark  I^ecturer  at  Trinity  College, 
Cambridge.     Vol.  I.  \Skorily. 

CICERO'S  LETTERS.  The  whole  extant  Correspondence.  Trans- 
lated by  Evelyn  S.  Shuckburgh,  M.A.     In  4  vols.     5^.  each. 

[  Vols.  I.  and  II.    eady. 

THE    ROMAN    HISTORY    OF    APPIAN    OF    ALEXANDRIA. 

Translated  by  Horace  White,  M.A.,  LL.D.     With  Maps  and  Illus- 
trations.    2  vols.     6.r.  each. 

GASPARY'S  HISTORY  OF  ITALIAN  LITERATURE.  Trans- 
lated by  Hermann  Oelsner,  M.A.,  Ph.D.     Vol.  I.  [/«  the  press. 

THE  GREAT  INDIAN  EPICS.  The  Stories  of  the  Ramayana  and 
the  Mahabharata.  By  John  Campbell  Oman,  Principal  of  Khalsa 
College,  Amritsar.  With  Notes,  Appendices,  and  Illustrations. 
New  Exlition,  revised,  31.  iyd. 

LELAND'S  ITINERARY.  Edited  by  Laurence  Gommc.  F.S.A.  In 
several  volumes.  ^Preparing, 
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ROYAL   NAVY    HANDBOOKS. 

RDITKD   BY 

COMMANDER  C.  N.  ROBINSON,  R.N. 

Piofusely  Illustrated.     Crown  8vo.  5^.  each. 
Norw  Rtoiiy. 

1.  NAVAL   ADMINLSTRATION.      By   Admiral    Sir    K.    Vfsey 

Hamilton,  G.C.H.     With  I'ortniits  and  other  Illustrations. 

2.  THE  MECHANISM  OF  MEN-OF-WAR.     By  Fleet- En^nnecr 

Reginald  C.  Oldknow,  R.N.     With  6i  lllustratirms. 

TORPEDOES  AND  TORPEDO-VESSELS.  By  Lietitenant 
G.  E.  Armstrong,  late  R.N.     With  53  Illustrations. 

NAVAL  GUNNERY,  a  Description  and  History  of  the  Fighting 
Equipment  of  a  Man-of-War.  By  Captain  H.  (Jakhkit,  R.N,  With 
125  Illustrations. 

The  following  Volumes  are  in  preparation. 

THE  ENTRY  AND  TRAINING  OF  OFFICERS  AND 
MEN  OF  THE  ROYAL  NAVY  AND  THE  ROYAL  MARINES. 
By  Lieutenant  J.  N.  Allen,  late  R.N. 

NAVAL  STRATEGY  AND  THE  PROTECTION  OF  COM- 
MERCE.    By  Professor  J.  K.  Laughton,  R.N. 

THE  INTERNAL  ECONOMY  OF  A  MAN-OF-VVAR. 

NAVAL  ARCHITECTURE. 

DOCKYARDS  AND  COALING  STATIONS. 

NAVAL  TACTICS. 

NAVAL  HYGIENE. 

12.   THE  LAWS  OF  THE  SEA. 

PRESS   OPINIONS. 

'Commander  Robinson,  whose  able  work,  "The  British  Fleet,"  was  reviewed  in  these 
columns  in  November,  1894,  has  now  undertaken  the  editing  of  a  series  of  handbooks,  each 
of  which  will  deal  with  ore  p.-\rticular  subject  connected  with  that  great  creation,  the  Royal 
Navy.  Our  nation.il  literature  has  certainly  lacked  much  in  thi.>»  respect.  Such  books  as 
have  heretofore  been  produced  have  almost  invariably  been  of  a  character  too  scientific  and 
echnical  to  be  of  much  use  to  the  general  public.  The  series  now  being  issued  is  intended  to 
obviate  this  defect,  and  when  completed  w  ill  form  a  description,  both  historical  and  actual,  of  the 
Royal  Navy,  which  will  not  only  be  of  use  to  the  professional  student,  but  also  be  of  interest 
to  all  who  arc  concerned  in  the  maintenance  and  efficiency  of  the  Savy.'—Broad  Amnv. 

'The  series  of  naval  handbooks  edited  by  Commander  Robinson  has  made  a  most  hopeful 
beginning,  and  may  be  counted  upon  to  supply  the  growing  popular  demand  for  information 
n  re;?ard  to  the  Navy,  on  which  the  national  existence  depends.'— Ttrtus. 

•Messrs.  Bell's  series  of  "Royal  Navy  Handbooks"  promises  to  be  a  very  successful 
enterprise.  They  are  practical  and  definitely  informative,  and,  though  meant  for  the  use  of 
persons  closely  acquainted  with  their  subjects,  they  are  not  so  di»couragingly  technical  as  to 
>>«  aselesii  to  the  lay  seeker  after  knowledge.' — Bookman. 
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DRAMATIS   PERSON/E. 

Andromache. 

Maid. 

Chorus  of  Phthian  Women. 

IIermione. 

Menelais. 

molossits. 

Peleus. 

Ni'RSE  OF  IIermione. 

ORFi>rii>. 

Messengek. 
Thetis. 


Scene  —Before  the  tenure  of  Thetis  in  Thessaly. 


ANDROMACHE. 

And.  O  city  of  Thebes,^  glory  of  Asia,  whence  on  a  day  I 
came  to  Priam's  princely  home  with  many  a  rich  and  costly 
thing  in  my  dower,  affianced  unto  Hector  to  be  the  mother 
of  his  children,  I  Andromache,  envied  name  in  days  of 
yore,  but  now  of  all  women  [that  have  been  or  yet  shall  be] 
the  most  unfortunate  '^ ;  for  I  have  lived  to  see  my  husband 
Hector  slain  by  Achilles,  and  the  babe  Astyanax,  whom  I 
bore  my  lord,  hurled  from  the  towering  battlements,  when 
the  Hellenes  sacked  our  Trojan  home ;  and  I  myself  am  come 
to  Hellas  as  a  slave,  though  I  was  esteemed  a  daughter  of  a 
race  most  free,  given  to  Neoptolemus  that  island-prince,  and 
set  apart  for  him  as  his  special  prize  from  the  spoils  of  Troy. 
And  here  I  dwell  ui)on  the  boundaries  of  Phihia  and  Phar- 
salia's  town,  where  Thetis  erst,  the  goddess  of  the  sea,  abode 
with  Peleus  apart  from  the  world,  avoiding  the  throng  of 
men  ;  wherefore  the  folk  of  Thessaly  call  it  the  sacred  place 
of  Thetis,  in  honour  of  the  goddess's  marriage.  Here  dwells 
the  son  of  Achilles  and  suffers  Peleus  still  to  rule  Pharsalia, 
not  wishing  to  assume  the  sceptre  while  the  old  man  lives. 
Within  these  halls  have  I  born  a  boy  to  the  son  of 
Achilles,  my  master.  Now  aforetime  for  all  my  misery  I 
ever  had  a  hope  to  lead  me  on,  that,  if  my  child  were  safe,  I 
might  find  some  help  and  protection  from  ray  woes;  but 

'  i.e.  Thebes  in  Cilicia. 

^  Reading  ti  ric  .  .  .  Sv<rrvxe<frartj.  Line  7  is  probably  corrupt  in 
some  wav,  or  spurious  ;  oossibly  the  result  of  /wo  ancient  readings. 
Lascaris  gave  ovti^  .  .   .  Boarvx^oTtpeu 
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since  my  lord  in  scorn  of  his  bondmaid's  charms  hath  wedded 
7hat^paftrnv««Fmttme,  I  am  tormented  by  her  most  cruelly ; 
""  for  she  saiFh  that  I  by  secret  enchantment  am  making  her 
barren  and  distasteful  to  her  husband,  and  that  I  design  to 
take  her  place  in  this  house,  ousting  her  the  rightful  mistress 
by  force ;  whereas  I  at  first  submitted  against  my  will  and 
now  have  resigned  my  place  ;  be  almighty  Zeus  my  witness 
that '  it  was  not  of  my  own  free  will  I  became  her  rival ! 

Hut  I  cannot  convince  her,  and  she  longs  to  kill  me,  and 
her  father  Menelaus  is  an  accomplice  in  this.  E'en  now 
is  he  within,  arrived  from  Sparta  for  this  very  purpose, 
while  I  in  terror  am  come  to  take  up  a  position  here  in 
the  shrine  of  Thetis  adjoining  the  house,  if  haply  it  may 
save  me  from  death;  for  Peleus  and  his  descendants  hold  it 
in  honour  as  a  symbol  of  his  marriage  with  the  Nereid. 
My  only  son  am  I  secretly  conveying  to  a  neighbour's 
house  in  fear  for  his  life.  For  his  sire  stands  not  by  my 
side  to  lend  his  aid  and  cannot  avail  his  child  at  all,  being 
absent  in  the  land  of  Delphi,  where  he  is  offering  recompense 
to  Loxias  for  the  madness  he  committed,  when  on  a  day  he 
went  to  Pytho  and  demanded  of  Phoebus  satisfaction  ^  for  his 
father's  death,'  if  haply  his  prayer  might  avert  those  past 
sins  and  win  for  him  the  god's  goodwill  hereafter. 

Maid.  Mistress  mine,  be  sure  I  do  not  hesitate  to  call 
thee  by  that  name,  seeing  that  I  thought  it  thy  right  in  thine 
own  house  also,  when  we  dwelt  in  Troy  land  ;  as  I  was  ever 
thy  friend  and  thy  husband's  while  yet  he  was  alive,  so  now 
have  I  come  with  strange  tidings,  in  terror  lest  any  of 
our  masters  learn  hereof  but  still  out  of  pity  for  thee ;  for 
Menelaus  and  his  daughter  are  forming  dire  plots  against 
thee,  whereof  thou  must  beware. 

*  Nauck  regards  this  line  as  spurious. 

'  Reading  ov  'criVar,  Hermann's  correciion  for  ol  riVfi  or  rrtiv  t. 
'  Neoptolemus  demanded  satisfaction  for  his  father's  death  Inrcause 
Apollo  directed  the  fatal  arrow  of  Paris  which  killed  Achilles. 
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And.  Ah !  kind  companion  of  my  bondage,  for  such  thou 
art  to  her,  who,  erst  thy  queen,  is  now  sunk  in  misery ;  what 
are  they  doing  ?  What  new  schemes  are  they  devismg  m 
their  eagerness  to  take  away  my  wretched  life  ? 

Maid.  Alas!  poor  lady,  they  intend  to  slay  thy  son,  whom 
thou  hast  privily  conveyed  from  out  the  house. 

And.  Ah  me  !  Has  she '  heard  that  my  babe  was  put  out 
of  her  reach  ?     Who  told  her  ?    Woe  is  me  !  how  utterly 

undone !  -it 

Maid.  I  know  not,  but  thus  much  of  their  schemes  1 

heard  myself;  and  Menelaus  has  left   the  house  to  fetch 

him.  , 

And.  Then  am  I  lost ;  ah,  my  child!  those  vultures  twam 
will  take  and  slay  thee  ;  while  he  who  is  called  thy  father 

lingers  still  in  Delphi. 

Maid.  True,  for  had  he  been  here  thou  wouldst  not  have 
fared  so  hardly,  I  am  sure  ;  but,  as  it  is,  thou  art  friendless 

And.  Have  no  tidings  come  of  the  possible  arrival  of 

Peleus  ? 

Maid.  He  is  too  old  to  help  thee  if  he  came. 

And.  And  yet  I  sent  for  him  more  than  once. 

Maid.  Surely  thou  dost  not  suppose  that  any  of  thy  mes- 
sengers heed  thee  ? 

And.  Why  should  they  ?     Wilt  thou  then  go  for  me? 

Maid.  How  shall   I  explain  my  long  absence  from  the 

house?  V.     A    A 

And.  Thou  art  a  woman ;  thou  canst  invent  a  hundred 

ways. 

Maid.  There  is  a  risk,  for  Hermione  keeps  no  careless 

guard.  ,     r  •     J 

And.  Dost  look  to  that  ?     Thou  art  disowning  thy  fnends 

in  distress. 

Maid.  l^ljojjBOUeS^JE!^  wiOijhat^  ^ill  ^o^  for. 

*  1.^.  Hermione. 
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of  a  truth  a  woman  and  a  slave  is  not  of  much  account,  e'en 
if  aught  befall  me. 

And.  Go  then,  while  I  will  tell  to  heaven  the  lengthy  tale 
of  lamentation,  mourning,  and  weeping,  that  has  ever  been 
my  hard  lot ;  for  'tis  woman's  way  to  delight  in  present  mis- 
fortunes even  to  keeping  them  always  on  her  tongue  and 
lips.  lUit  I  have  many  reasons,  not  merely  one  for  tears, — 
my  city's  fall,  my  Hector's  deaih,  the  hardness  of  the  lot  to 
which  I  am  bound,  since  I  fell  on  slavery's  evil  days  unde- 
servedly. 'Tis  never  right  to  call  a  son  of  man  happy,  till 
thou  hast  seen  his  end,  to  judge  from  the  way  he  passes  it 
how  he  will  descend  to  that  other  world. 

'Twas  no  bride  Paris  took  with  him  to  the  towers  of 
Ilium,  but  a  curse  to  his  bed  when  he  brought  Helen  to  her 
bower.  For  her  sake,  O  Troy,  did  eager  warriors,  sailing 
from  Hellas  in  a  thousand  ships,  capture  and  make  thee  a 
prey  to  fire  and  sword  ;  and  the  son  of  sea-born  Thetis 
mounted  on  his  chariot  dragged  my  husband  Hector  round 
the  walls,  ah  woe  is  me  !  while  1  was  hurried  from  my 
chaml)er  to  the  beach,  with  slavery's  hateful  pall  upon  me. 
And  many  a  tear  I  shed  as  I  left  my  city,  my  bridal  bower, 
and  my  husband  in  the  dust.  Woe,  woe  is  me !  why  should 
I  prolong  my  life,  to  serve  Hermione?  Her  cruelty  it  is 
that  drives  \uc  hither  to  the  image  of  the  goddess  to  throw 
my  suppliant  arms  about  it,  melting  to  tears  as  doth  a  spring 
that  gushes  from  the  rock. 

Cho.  I^dy,  thus  keeping  thy  weary  station  without  pause 
upon  the  floor  of  Thetis'  shrine,  Phthian  though  I  am, 
to  thee  a  daughter  of  Asia  I  come,  to  see  if  I  can  devise 
some  remedy  for  these  perplexing  troubles,  which  have  in- 
volved thee  and  Hermione  in  fell  discord,  because  to  thy 
sorrow  thou  sharest  with  her  the  love  of  Achilles'  son. 
Recognize  thy  position,  weigh  the  present  evil  into  the 
which  thou  art  come.  Thou  art  a  Trojan  captive ;  thy  rival 
is   thy   mistress,  a   true-born   daughter  of  Sparta.      Leave 
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then  this  home  of  sacrifice,  the  shrine  of  our  sea-goddess. 
How  can  it  avail  thee  to  waste  thy  comeliness  and  disfigure 
it  by  weeping  by  reason  of  a  mistress's  harsh  usage?  Might 
will  prevail  against  thee ;  why  vainly  toil  in  thy  feebleness  ? 
Come,  quit  the  bright  sanctuary  of  the  Nereid  divine.  Re- 
cognize that  thou  art  in  bondage  on  a  foreign  soil,  in  a  strange 
city,  where  thou  seest  none  of  all  thy  friends,  luckless 
lady,  cast  on  evil  days.  Yea,  I  did  pity  ihee  most  truly, 
Trojan  dame,  when  thou  earnest  to  this  house ;  but  from 
ifear  of  my  mistress  I  hold  my  peace,  albeit  I  sympathize 
with  thee,  lest  she,  whom  Zeus's  daughter  bore,  discover  '  my 
good  will  toward  thee. 

Her.  With  a  crown  of  golden  workmanship  upon  my 
head  and  about  my  body  this  embroidered  robe  am  I  come 
hither  ;  no  presents  these  I  wear  from  the  palace  of  Achilles 
or  Peleus,  but  gifts  my  father  Menelaus  gave  me  together 
with  a  sumptuous  dower  from  Sparta  in  Laconia,  to  insure 
me  freedom  of  speech.  Such  is  my  answer  to  you '  5  but  as 
for  thee,  slave  and  captive,  thou  wouldst  fain  oust  me  and 
secure  this  palace  for  thyself,  and  thanks  to  thy  enchant- 
ment I  am  hated  by  my  husband  ;  thou  it  is  that  hast  made 
my  womb  barren  and  cheated  my  hopes;  for  Asia's 
daughters  have  clever  heads  for  such  villainy;  yet  will  I 
check  thee  therefrom,  nor  shall  this  temple  of  the  Nereid 
avail  thee  aught,  no !  neither  its  altar  or  shrine,  but  thou 
shalt  die.  But  if  or  god  or  man  should  haply  wish  to  save 
thee,  thou  must  atone  for  thy  proud  thoughts  of  happier  days 
now  past  by  humbling  thyself  and  crouching  prostrate  at  my 
knees,  by  sweeping  out  my  halls,  and  by  learning,  as  thou 
sprinklest  water  from  a  golden  ewer,  where  thou  now  art. 
Here  is  no  Hector,  no  Priam  with  his  gold,  but  a  city  of 
Hellas.  Yet  thou,  miserable  woman,  hast  gone  so  far  in 
^^'antonness  that  thou  canst  lay  thee  down  with  the  son  of 
the  very  man  that  slew  thy  husband,  and  bear  children  to 


(rpy.     So  Hermann  for  liy. 


*  i'.f.  the  Chorus. 
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the  murderer.  Such  is  all  the  race  of  barbarians ;  father 
and  daughter,  mother  and  son,  sister  and  brother  mate 
together ;  the  nearest  and  dearest  stain  their  path  with  each 
other's  blood,  and  no  law  restrains  such  horrors.  4kingjiot 
these  crimes  amongst  us,  for  here  we  count  it  shajne  that 
one  man  should  have  the  control  of  two  wives,  gind  men 
are  content  to  turn  their  attention  to  one  lawful  love,  that  is, 
all  who  care  to  live  an  honourable  life. 

Cho.  Women  are  by  nature  '  somewhat  jealous,  and  do 
ever  show  the  keenest  hate  to  rivals  in  their  love. 

And.  Ah !  well-a-day !  Youth  is  a  bane  to  mortals,  in  every 
case,  that  is,  where  a  man  embraces  injustice  in  his  early  days. 
Now  I  am  afraid  that  my  being  a  slave  will  prevent  thee 
listening  to  me  in  spite  of  many  a  just  plea,  or  if  I  win 
my  case,  I  fear  I  may  be  damaged  on  this  very  ground, 
for  the  high  and  mighty  cannot  brook  refuting  arguments 
from  their  inferiors ;  still  I  will  not  be  convicted  of  betray- 
ing my  own  cause.  Tell  me,  proud  young  wife,  what  assu- 
rance can  make  me  confident  of  wresting  from  thee  thy 
lawful  lord?  Is  it  that  Laconia's  capital  yields  to  Phrygia  ? 
is  it  that  my  fortune  outstrips  thine?  or  that  in  me  thou 
seest  a  free  woman  ?  Am  I  so  elated  by  my  youth,  my  full 
healthy  figure,  the  extent  of  my  city,  the  number  of  my 
friends  that  I  wish  to  supplant  thee  in  thy  home  ?  Is  my 
purpose  to  take  thy  place  and  rear  myself  a  race  of  slaves, 
mere  appendages  to  my  misery?  or,  supposing  thou  bear 
no  children,  will  any  one  endure  that  sons  of  mine  should 
rule  o'er  Phthia  ?  Ah  no  !  there  is  the  love  that  Hellas  bears 
me,  both  for  Hector's  sake  and  for  my  own  humble  rank 
forsooth,  that  never  knew  a  queen's  estate  in  Troy.  'Tis  not 
my  sorcery  that  makes  thy  husband  hate  thee,  nay,  but  thy 
own   failure  to  prove  thyself  his  help-meet.^     Herein  lies 

*  Nauck,   on   the   authority   of  Stobaeus,  reads   GtiXiia^   ^voi;   for 
'  This  line  is  regarded  by  Nauck  as  an  interpolation. 
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love's  only  charm  1  'tis  nQt^bc^tnj3aife,^ut_^^ 
lid^^  huebands'  heaHl^And  thoughitgSnthee  to  be  tol< 
tS'^lbeit  thy  city  in  I^conia  is  no  doubt  a  mighty  fact,  yet 
thou  findest  no  place  for  his  Scyros,  displaying  wealth  'midst 
poverty  and  setting  Menelaus  above  Achilles  :  and  that  is  what 
alienates  thy  lord.  JEakfi-heedj.  for  a  woman,  thou-h  bestowed 
upon  ajwftcihles»  husband,  must  be  with  hmi  contcaVwO^ 
"ne'iradvance  presumptuous  claim^^^^uppose  thou   hadst 
^•;;;;iddid^  pnnce  orTKrac^^  tTiTland  of  flood  and  meltmg 
snow    where  one  lord  shares  his  aff-ections  with  a  host  of 
wives,  wouldst  thou  have  slain  them  ?    If  so,  thou  wouldst 
have  set  a  stigma  of  insatiate  lust  on  all  our  sex.     A  shamefid 
charge '     And  yet  herein  we  suffer  more  than  men,  though 
we   make    a    good    stand   against    it.     Ah !    my  dear   lord 
Hector  for  thy  sake  would  I  e'en  brook  a  rival,  if  ever  Cypns 
led  thee  astray,  and  oft  in  days  gone  by  I  held  thy  bastard 
babes  to  my  own  breast,  to  spare  thee  any  cause  for  grief. 
By  this  course  I  bound  my  husband  to  me  by  virtue's  chams, 
whereas  thou  wilt  never  so  much  as  let  the  drops  of  dew 
from  heaven  above  settle  on  thy  lord,  in  thy  jealous  fear/ 
Oh !  seek  not  to  surpass  thy  mother  in  hankering  after  men, 
for  'tis  well  that  all  wise  children  should  avoid  the  habits  of 

such  evil  mothers. 

Cho.  Mistress  mine,  be  persuaded  to  come  to  terms  with 
her,  as  far  as  readily  comes  within  thy  power. 

Her.  Why  this  haughty  tone,  this  bandying  of  words,  as 
if,  forsooth,  thou,  not  I,  wert  the  virtuous  wife  ? 

And.  Thy  present  claims  at  any  rate  give  thee  small  title 

thereto. 

Her.  Woman,  may  my  bosom  never  harbour  such  ideas 

as  thine !  •  u- 

And.  Thou  art  young  to  speak  on  so  delicate  a  subject. 

^  i.€.  she  is  so  suspicious  that  he  can  scarcely  come  and  go  as  he 
pleases,  at  early  mom. 
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Her.  As  for  thee,  thou  dost  not  speak  thereof,  but,  as 
thou  canst,  dost  put  it  into  action  against  me. 

And.  Canst  thou  not  conceal  thy  pangs  of  jealousy? 

Her.  What !  doth  not  every  woman  put  this  first  of  all? 

And.  Yes,  if  her  experiences  are  happy  ;  otherwise,  there 
is  no  honour  in  speaking  of  them. 

Her.   Barbarians'  laws  are  not  a  standard  for  our  city. 

And.  Alike  in  Asia  and  in  Hellas  infimy  attends  base 
actions. 

Her.  Clever,  clever  quibbler  !  yet  die  thou  must  and  shalt. 

And.  Dost  see  the  image  of  Thetis  with  her  eye  upon 
thee? 

Her.  a  bitter  foe  to  thy  country  because  of  the  death  of 
Achilles. 

And.  Twas  not  I  that  slew  him,  but  Helen  that  mother 
of  thine. 

Her.  Pray,  is  it  thy  intention  to  probe  my  wounds  yet 
deeper  ? 

And.  Behold,  I  am  dumb,  my  lips  are  closed. 

Her.  Tell  me  that  which  was  my  only  reason  for  coming 
hither. 

And.  No  !  all  I  tell  thee  is.  thou  hast  less  wisdom  than 
thou  needest. 

Her.  Wilt  thou  leave    these   hallowed   precincts  of  the 
sea-goddess  ? 

And.  Yes,  if  I  am  not  to  die  for  it ;  otherwise,  I  never  will. 

Her.  Since  that  is  thy  resolve,  T  shall  not  even  wait  my 
lord's  return. 

And.  Nor  yet  will  I,  at  any  rate  ere  that,  surrender  to  thee. 

Her.  I  will  bring  fire  to  bear  on  thee,  and  pay  no  heed 
to  thy  entreaties. 

And.   Kindle  thy  blaze  then  ;  the  gods  will  witness  it. 

Her.  And  make  thy  flesh  to  writhe  by  cruel  wounds. 

And.  Begin  thy  butchery,  stain  the  altar  of  the  goddess 
with  blood,  for  she  will  visit  thy  iniquity. 
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Her.  Barbarian  creature,  hardened  in  impudence,  wdt 
thou  brave  death  itself?  Still  will  I  find  speedy  means  to 
make  ihee  quit  this  seat  of  thy  free-will ;  such  a  bait  have 
I  to  lure  thee  with.  But  I  will  hide  my  meaning,  which  the 
event  itself  shall  soon  declare.  Yes,  keep  thy  seat,  for  I 
will  make  thee  rise,  though  molten  lead  is  holding  thee  there, 
before  Achilles'  son,  thy  trusted  champion,  arrive. 

[Exit  Hfrmione. 

And.  My  trusted  champion,  yes  !  how  strange  it  is,  that, 
though  some  god  hath  devised  cures  for  mortals  against  the 
venom  of  reptiles,  no  man  ever  yet  hath  discovered  aught  to 
cure  a  woman's  venom,  which  is  far  worse  than  viper's  sting 
or  scorching  flame ;  so  terrible  a  curse  are  we  to  mankind. 

Cho    Ah  '  what  sorrows  did  the  son  of  Zeus  and  Maia 
herald,  in  the  day  he  came  to  Ida's  glen,  guiding  that  fair 
young  trio  of  goddesses,  all  girded  for  the  fray  in  bitter  rivalry 
about  their  beauty,  to  the  shepherd's  fold,  where  dwelt  the 
youthful  herdsman  all  alone  by  the  hearth  of  his  lonely  hut. 
Soon  as  they  reached  the  wooded  glen,  in  gushing  mountain 
springs  they  bathed  '  their  dazzling  skin,  then  sought  the  son 
of   Priam,    comparing    their    rival    charms    in    more    ihan 
rancorous  phrase.^     But  Cypris  won   the  day  by  her  de- 
ceitful   promises,   sweet-sounding  words,  but  fraught  with 
ruthless  overthrow  to   Phrygia's   hapless  town  and  Ilium's 
towers.     Would  God  his  mother  had  smitten  him  a  cruel 
death-blow^  on  the  head  before  he  made  his  home  on  Ida's 
slopes,  in  the  hour  Cassandra,  standing  by  the  holy  bay-tree, 
cried  out,  "Slay  him,  for  he  will.bring  most  grievous  bane  on 
Priam's  town."     To  every  prince  she  went,  to  every  elder 
sued  for  the  babe's  destruction.     Ah  !  had  they  listened, 

'  riUv.     So  Hermann.     a.'yXavra,  Musgrave.     fv 'poalf,  Aldus. 
=^  Reading  vTip^oXalc  Xoyu^v  lve<pp6vm'.     Hermann  places  a  stop 
after  n^a/ii^ar,  and  then  reads   vrrip^\alQ  Xoywv  I'  i%)6v«v. 
■^  yiofwv,  Hermann's  correction  for  lla^iv. 
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Ilium's  daughters  ne'er  had  felt  the  yoke  of  slavery,  and  ^ 
thou,  lady,  hadst  been  established  in  the  royal  palace';  and 
Hellas  had  been  freed  of  all  the  anguish  she  suffered  during  ' 
those  ten  long  years  her  sons  went  wandering,  spear  in  hand, 
around  the  walls  of  Troy ;  brides  had  never  been  left  deso- 
late, nor  hoary  fathers  childless. 

Men.  Behold  I  bring  thy  son  with  me,  whom  thou  didst 
steal  away  to  a  neighbours  house  without  my  daughter's 
knowledge.  Thou  wert  so  sure  this  image  of  the  goddess 
would  protect  thee  and  those  who  hid  him,  but  thou  hast 
not  proved  clever  enough  for  Menelaus.  And  so  if  thou 
refuse  to  leave  thy  staUon  here,  he  shall  be  slain  instead  ot 
thee.  Wherefore  weigh  it  well  :  wilt  die  thyself,  or  see  him 
slain  for  the  sin  whereof  thou  art  guilty  against  me  and  my 

daughter  ? 

And.  O  fame,  fame  !  full  many  a  man  ere  now  of  no 
account  hast  thou  to  high  estate  exalted.  Those,  indeed, 
who  truly  have  a  fair  repute,  I  count  blest ;  but  those  who 
get  it  by  false  pretences,  I  will  never  allow  have  aught  but 
the  accidental  appearance  of  wisdom.  Thou  for  instance, 
caitiff  that  thou  art,  didst  thou  ever  wrest  Troy  from  Priam 
with  thy  picked  troops  of  Hellenes  ?  thou  that  hast  raised 
such  a  storm,  at  the  word  of  thy  daughter,  a  mere  child, 
and  hast  entered  the  lists  with  a  poor  captive ;  unworthy  I 
count  thee  of  Troy's  capture,  and  Troy  still  more  disgraced 
by  thy  victory.  Those  who  only  in  appearance  are  men  of 
sense  make  an  outward  show,  but  inwardly  resemble  the 
common  herd,  save  it  be  in  wealth,  which  is  their  chiefest 

strength.* 

Come    now,    Menelaus,   let    us    discuss    this    argument. 

'  9v  r'  av.     So  Pflugk  for  ovti  oi-. 
'  i.e.  as  queen  in  Troy  after  Priam's  death. 
^  Hermann's  ememlation  or  for  oi'-c. 

*  Lines  330-332  are  condemned  by  Dobree  and  bracketed  by  Nauck 
as  spurious. 
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f        Suppose  I  am  slain  '  by  thy  daughter,  and  she  work  her  will 

on  me,  yet  can  she  never  escape  the  pollution  of  murder, 

and  public  opinion  will  make  thee  too  an  accomplice  in 

this  deed  ot  blood,  for  thy  share  in  the  business  must  needs 

implicate  thee.     But  even  supi>osing  I  escape  death  myself, 

will   ye   kill   my    child  ?    Even    then,  how  will   his  father 

brook  the  murder  of  his  child  ?     Troy  has  no  such  coward^s 

tale    to  tell    of  him  ;    nay,  he  will  follow  duty's  call ;  his 

actions  will  prove  him  a  worthy  scion  of  Peleus  and  Achilles. 

Thy  daughter  will  he  thrust  forth  from  his  house  ;  and  what 

wilt  thou  say  when  seeking  to  betroth  her  to  another  ?  wilt 

say  her  virtue  made  her  leave  a  worthless  lord  ?     Nay,  that 

will  be  false.     Who  then  will  wed  her  ?  wilt  thou  keep  her 

without    a   husband    in  thy   halls,    grown  grey   in  widow- 

hood?    Unhappy  wretch  !  dost  not  see  the  flood-gates  of 

trouble  opening  wide  for  thee  ?   How  many  a  wrong  against 

a  wife  wouldst  thou  prefer  thy  daughter  to  have  found  to 

suffering  what  I  now  describe?    We  ought  not  on  trifling 

grounds  to    promote    serious  mischief;    nor    should   men, 

if  we  women   are   so   deadly  a   curse,  brmg  their  nature 

down    to    our  level.     No!    if,  as  thy   daughter  asserts,  I 

am  practising  sorcery  against  her  and  makmg  her  barren, 

right    willingly   will    I,    without    any    crouchmg   at  altars, 

submit  in  my  own  person  to  the  penalty  that  lies  m  her  hus- 

band's  hands,  seeing  that  I  am  no  less  chargeable  with  mjur- 

ing  him  if  I  make  him  childless.     This  is  my  case ;  but  for 

thee,  there  is  one  thing  ^  I  fear  in  thy  disposition  ;  it  was  a 

quarrel  for  a  woman  that  really  induced  thee  to  destroy  poor 

Ilium's  town.  ^    ^ 

Cho.  Thou  hast  said  too  much  for  a  woman  speaking  to    JW  ^ 


^  rtOi'i|ira  ^;),  Reiske.  . 

«  ,\e.  I  am  afraid,  even  if  I  prove  the  malice  and  falseness  of  her 
charges  against  me,  you  will  not  punish  her,  for  yoar  partiality  and 
weakness  in  such  cases  is  well  known. 


, ,  ^  „^,^*iw^^^?^~ 
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men  ;  that  discretion  hath  shot  away  its  last  shaft  from  thy 

soul's  fiuiver/ 

Men.  Woman,  these  are  petty  matters,  unworthy,  as 
thou  sayest,  of  my  despotic  sway,  unworthy  too  of  Hellas. 
Yet  mark  this  well;  his  special  fancy  of  the  hour  is  of 
more  moment  to  a  man  than  Troy's  capture.  I  then 
have  set  myself  to  help  my  daughter  because  I  consider 
her  loss  of  a  wife's  rights  a  grave  matter  ;  for  whatever  else 
a  woman  suffers  is  secondary  to  this  ;  if  she  loses  her  hus- 
band's love  she  loses  her  life  therewith.  Now,  as  it  is  right 
Neoptolemus  should  rule  my  slaves,  so  my  friends  and  I 
should  have  control  of  his ;  for  friends,  if  thry  be  really  friends, 
keep  nothing  to  themselves,  but  have  all  in  common.  So  if 
I  wait  for  the  absent  instead  of  making  the  best  arrangement 
I  can  at  once  of  my  affairs,  I  show  weakness,  not  wisdom. 
Arise  then,  leave  the  goddess's  shrine,  for  by  thy  death  this 
child  escapeth  his,  whereas,  if  thou  refuse  to  die,  1  will  slay 
him  ;  for  one  of  you  twain  must  perish. 

And.  Ah  me  !  'tis  a  bitter  lot  thou  art  offering  about 
my  life  ;  whether  I  take  it  or  not  I  am  e(iually  unfortunate. 
Attend  to  me,  thou  who  for  a  trilling  cause  art  com- 
mitting an  awful  crime.  Why  art  thou  bent  on  slaying  me  ? 
What  reason  hast  thou?  What  city  have  I  betrayed?  Which 
of  thy  children  was  ever  slain  by  me  ?  What  house  have  I 
fired  ?  I  was  forced  to  be  my  master's  concubine  ;  and  spite 
of  that  wilt  thou  slay  me,  not  him  who  is  to  blame,  passing 
by  the  cause  and  hurrying  to  the  inevitable  result  ?  Ah  me  ! 
my  sorrows  !  Woe  for  my  hapless  country  !  How  cruel  my 
fate  !  Why  had  1  to  be  a  mother  too  and  take  upon  me  a 
double  load  of  suffering  ?  Yet  why  do  I  mourn  the  past,  and 
o'er  the  present  never  shed-  a  tear  or  compute  its  griefs?    I 

»  i.e.  there  is  no  more  to  l)e  saitl  on  that  subject.  The  suggestion  l>y 
Paley  of  iiiT'>itv<jai^  is  very  plausible. 

'  The  wora  'thxpidli^  which  strictly  means  **  to  extract  the  moisture" 
is  here  explained  by  tho  Schol.  as  =  laKpiio.     There  is  no  parallel  to 


_him     / 
your  I  I 


that  saw  Hector  butchered  and  dragged  behind  the  chariot, 

and  Ilium,  piteous  sight !  one  sheet  of  flame,  while  I  was 

haled  away  by  the  hair  of  my  head  to  the  Argive  ships  in 

slavery,  and  on  my  arrival  in  Phthia  was  assigned  to  Hector's 

murderer  as  his  mistress.     What  pleasure  then  has  life  for 

me  ?     Whither  am  I  to  turn  my  gaze  ?  to  the  present  or  the 

past  ?     My  babe  alone  was  left  me,  the  light  of  my  life ;  and 

him  these  ministers  of  death  would  slay.    No  !  they  shall  not, 

if  my  poor  life  can  save  him  ;  for  if  Ji£  be  ^savedjhope  in  biin 

lives ^n,  while  to  me  'twere  shame  to  refuse  to  die  fur 

son.     Lo  !  here  I  leave  the  altar  and  give  myself  into 

hands,  to  cut  or  stab,  to  bind  or  hang.     Ah  !   my  child,  to 

Hades  now  thy  mother  passes  to  save  thy  dear  life.     Yet  if 

thou  escape  thy  doom,  remember  me,  my  sufferings  and  my  i 

death,  and  tell  thy  father  how  1  fared,  with  fond  caress  and 

streaming  eye  and  arms  thrown  round  his  ntck.     Ah  !  yes, 

his  children  are  to  every  man  as  his  own  soul;  and^  whoso 

sneers  at  this  through  inexperience,  though  he  suffers  less 

anguish,  yet  tastes  the  bitter  in  his  cup  of  bliss. 

Cho.  Thy  tale  with  pity  fills  me  ;  for  every  man  alike, 
stranger  though  he  be,  feels  pity  for  another's  distress. 
Menelaus,  'tis  thy  duty  to  reconcile  thy  daughter  and  this 
captive,  giving  her  a  respite  from  sorrow. 

Men.  Ho  !  sirrahs,  catch  me  this  woman  ;  hold  her  fast; 
for  'tis  no  welcome  story  she  will  have  to  hear.  It  was  to 
make  thee  leave  the  holy  altar  of  the  goddess  that  1  held  ihy 
child's  death  before  thy  eyes,  and  so  induced  thee  to  give 
thyself  up  to  me  to  die.  So  stands  thy  case,  be  well 
assured ;   but  as  for  this  child,  my  daughter  shall  decide 

this  usage,  and  the  word,  though  left  in  the  text  by  most  editors  is,  as 
Dindorf  remarks,  almost  certainly  corrupt,  due  perhaps  to  a  gloss,  such 
as  lltralta  for  ilixriv<»-     (Cf.  Paley 's  note  ad  loc.) 

•  i.e.  the  childless  man  may  laugh  at  the  father  for  his  fondness  ;  he 
may  even  escape  some  paiji  and  annoyance  from  having  no  family,  but 
still  in  his  heart  he  feels  a  void  which  nothing  else  can  fill. 
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whether  she  will  slay  him  or  no.  Get  thee  hence  into  the 
house,  and  there  learn  to  bridle  thy  insolence  in  speaking  to 
the  free,  slave  that  thou  art. 

And.  Alas !  thou  hast  by  treachery  beguiled  me ;  I  was 

deceived. 

Men.  Proclaim  it  to  the  world  ;  I  do  not  deny  it. 

And.  Is  this  counted  cleverness  amongst  you  who  dwell 

by  the  Eurotas? 

Men.  Yes,  and  amongst   Trojans  too,   that   those  who 

suffer  should  retaliate. 

And.  Thinkest  thou  God's  hand  is  shortened,  and  that 
thou  wilt  not  be  punished? 

Men.  Whene'er  that  comes,  I  am  ready  to  bear  it.  But 
thy  life  will  I  have. 

And.  Wilt  likewise  slay  this  tender  chick,  whom  thou 
hast  snatched  from  'neath  my  wing? 

Men.  Not  I,  but  I  will  give  him  to  my  daughter  to  slay 

if  she  will. 

And.  Ah  me !  why  not  begin  my  mourning  then  for  thee, 

my  child? 

Men.  Of  a  truth  'tis  no  very  sure  hope  that  he  has  left. 

And.  O  citizens  of  Sparta,  the  bane  of  all  the  race  of 
men,  schemers  of  guile,  and  masters  in  lying,  devisers  of  evil 
plots,  with  crooked  minds  and  tortuous  methods  and  ne'er 
one  honest  thought,  'tis  wrong  that  ye  should  tlirive  in 
Hellas.  What  crime  is  wanting  in  your  list?  How  rife  is 
murder  with  you  !  How  covetous  ye  are  !  One  word  upon 
your  lips,  another  in  your  heart,  this  is  what  men  always  find 
with  you.  Perdition  catch  ye !  Still  death  is  not  so  grievous, 
as '  thou  thinkest,  to  me.  No  !  for  my  life  ended  in  the  day 
that  hapless  Troy  was  destroyed  with  my  lord,  that  glorious 
warrior,  whose  spear  oft  made  a  coward  like  thee  quit  the 
field  and  seek  thy  ship.    But  now  against  a  woman  hast  thou 

'  Hermann  alters  wf  into  oc,  i.e.  *•  ihe  death  you  have  determined  to 
inflict ; ''  but  the  change  seems  unnecessary. 


displayed  the  terrors  of  thy  panoply,  my  would  be  murderer. 
Strike  then !  for  this  my  tongue  shall  never  flatter  thee  or 
that  daughter  of  thine.  For  though  thou  wert  of  great 
account  in  Sparta,  why  so  was  I  in  Troy.  And  if  I  am 
now  in  sorry  plight,  presume  not   thou  on  this ;  thou  too 

may  St  be  so  yet.  ,  ^ 

Cho.  Never,  oh !  never  will  I  commend  rival  wives  or  sons 
of  different  mothers,  a  cause  of  strife,  of  bitterness,  and  grief 
in  every  house.     I  would  have  a  husband  content  with  one 
wife  whose  rights  he  shareth  with  no  other.   Not  even  in  states 
is  dual  monarchy  better  to  bear  than  undivided  rule  ;  it  only 
doubles  burdens  and  causes  faction  amongst  the  citizens. 
Often  too  will  the  Muse  sow  strife  'twixt  rivals'*  in  the  art  of 
minstrelsy.     Again,  when  strong  winds  are  drifting  mariners, 
the  divided  counsel  of  the  wise  is  not  conducive  to  steering, 
and  their  collective  wisdom  has  less  weight  than  the  inferior 
intelligence  of  the  single  man  who  has  sole  authority ;'  for  this 
is  the  essence  of  power  alike  in  house  and  state,  whene'er  men 
care  to  find  the  proper  moment.     This  Spartan,  the  daughter 
of  the  great  chief   Menelaus,   proves    this ;    for    she    hath 
kindled  hot  fury  against  a  rival,  and  is  bent  on  slaying  the 
hapless  Trojan  maid  and  her  child   to   further  her  bitter 
quarrel.     'Tis  a  murder  gods  and  laws  and  kindness  all  for- 
bid.    Ah  I  lady,  retribution  for  this  deed  will  visit  thee  yet. 
But  lo !  before  the  house  I  see  those  two  united  souls, 
condemned  to  die.     Alas  !  for  thee,  poor  lady,  and  for  thee, 
unhappy  child,  who  art  dying  on  account  of  thy  mother's 
marriage,  though  thou  hast  no  share  therein  and  canst  not 
be  blamed  by  the  royal  house. 

'  «;if»i^aropac  copom.  is  explained  as  meaning  -  brothers  by  different 
mothers  but  the  same  father."  ^  ^^ 

=*   Reading  rorwr  0'  viivov  (rvrff^yaratv  tvolv  for  rtrrorotr  9*  vfivoiv 
if^yaraw.     The  emendation  was  due  to  Hermann  (roruir)  and  Dnport. 

»  Such  is  Paley's  interpretation  of  this  very  difficult  piece  of  Greek. 
He  reads  ^,^vfla  ynofia  (nom.)  with  a  colon  after  the  latter  word  ;  and 
o  (*vi<i(Tic.  the  correction  of  Hermann  for  a. 
II.  ^ 


.M.  mil 
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And.   Behold  me  journeying  on  the  downward  path,  my 
hands  so  tightly  bound  with  cords  that  they  bleed. 

MoL.  O  mother,  mother  mine !  I  too  share  thy  downward 
path,  nestling  'nealh  thy  wing. 

And.  a  cruel  sacrifice  1  ye  rulers  of  Phthia  ! 

MoL.  Come,  father  !  succour  those  thou  lovest. 

And.  Rest'  there,  my  babe,  my  darling!  on  thy  mother's 
bosom,  e'en  in  death  and  in  the  grave. 

MoL.  Ah,  woe  is  me  !  what  will  become  of  me  and  thee 
too,  mother  mine  ? 

Men.  Away,  to  the  world  below  !  from  hostile  towers  yc 
came,  the  pair  of  you  ;  two  difTerent  causes  necessitate  your 
deaths  ;  my  sentence  takes  away  thy  life,  and  my  daughter 
Hermione's  requires  his ;  for  it  would  be  the  height  of  folly 
to  leave  our  foemen's  sons,  when  we  might  kill  them  and 
remove  the  danger  from  our  house. 

And.  O  husband  mine!  I  would  I  had  thy  strong  arm  and 
spear  to  aid  me,  son  of  Priam. 

MoL.  Ah,  woe  is  me  !  what  spell  can  I  now  find  to  turn 
death's  stroke  aside  ? 

And.  Embrace  thy  master's  knees,  my  child,  and  pray 
to  him. 

MoL.  Spare,  O  spare  my  life,  kind  master  ! 

And.  Mine  eyes  are  wet  with  tears,  which  trickle  down 
my  cheeks,  as  doth  a  sunless  spring  from  a  smooth  rock. 
Ah  me  ! 

MoL.  What  remedy,  alas  !  can  I  provide  me  'gainst  my 

ills? 

Men.  Why  fall  at  my  knees  in  supplication  ?  hard  as  the 
rock  and  deaf  as  the  wave  am  I.  My  own  friends  have  I 
helped,  but  for  thee  have  I  no  tie  of  affection  ;  for  verily  it 
cost  me  a  great  part  of  my  life  to  capture  Troy  and  thy 
mother ;  so  thou  shalt  reap  the  fruit  thereof  and  into  Hades' 
halls  descend. 

'  Ktlifo  h'lt  Nauck. 


Cho.  Behold !   I  see   Peleus   drawing   nigh ;   with  aged 

step  he  hasteth  hither. 

ki    [ca//i»g  oul  as  he  comes  in  stl'ht.]  What  means  this  ? 
I  ask  you  and  your  executioner ;  why  is  the  palace  in  an 
uoroar?  give  a  reason;  what  mean  your  lawless  machma- 
lions  ?  Menelaus,  hold  thy  hand.    Seek  not  to  outrun  justice. 
\ro  his  atUndani.]    Forward  !  faster,  faster  !  for  th.s  matter, 
mcthinks,  admits  of  no  delay ;  now  if  ever  wou  d  I  fa.n 
resume  the  vigour  of  my  youth.    First  however  will  I  breathe 
new  life  into  this  captive,  being  to  her  as  the  breeze  that 
blows  a  ship  before  the  wind.     Tell  me,  by  what  -".ght  have 
they  pinioned  thine  arms  and  are  dragging  thee  and  thy 
child  away  ?  like  a  ewe  with  her  lamb  art  thou  led  to  the 
slaughter,  while  I  and  thy  lord  were  far  away. 

And.  Behold  them  that  arc  haling  me  and  my  chi  d  to 
death,  e'en  as  thou  seest,  aged  prince.     Why  should  I  tell 
thee?    For  not  by  one  urgent  summons  alone  but  by  count- 
less messengers   have    I    sent   for   thee.     No  doubt  thou 
knowest  by  hearsay  of  the  strife  in  this  house  with  th.s  man  s 
daughter,  and  the  reason  of  my  ruin.     So  now  they  have 
torn  and  are  dragging  me   from    the  altar   of    fhet.s     he 
eoddess  of  thy  chiefest  adoration  and  the  mother  of  thy 
gallant   son,    without  any  proper   trial,   yea,   and   without 
waiting  for  my  absent  master ;  because,  forsooth,  they  knew 
my    defencelessness    and    my  child's,   whom   they  mean 
to  slay  with  me  his  hapless  mother,  though  he  has  done  no 
harm.     But  to  thee,  O  sire,  I  make  my  supplication,  pros- 
trate  at   thy   knees,   though   my  hand  cannot  touch   thy 
friendly  beard ;  save  ine,  I  adjure  thee,  reverend  sir,  or  to 
thy  shame  and  my  sorrow  shall  we  be  slam. 

Pel.  Loose  her  bonds,  I  say,  ere  some  one  rue  it ;  untie 
her  folded  hands. 


'  Herwerden  conjectures  furrnvw  for  fi   iTtuvv, 
strange  expression. 


i.  which  is  certainly  a 
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Men.  I  forbid  it,  for  besides '  being  a  match  for  thee, 
I  have  a  far  better  right  to  her. 

Pel.  What !  art  thou  come  hither  to  set  my  house  in 
order  ?     Art  not  content  with  ruHng  thy  Spartans  ? 

Men.  She  is  my  captive  ;  I  took  her  from  Troy. 

Pel.  Aye,  but  my  son*s  son  received  her  as  his  prize. 

Men.   Is  not  all  I  have  his,  and  all  his  mine? 

Pel.  For  good,  but  not  evil  ends ;  and  surely  not  for 
murderous  violence. 

Men.  Never  shalt  thou  wrest  her  from  my  grasp. 

Pel.  With  this  good  staff  I'll  stain  thy  head  with  blood  ! 

Men.  Just  touch  me  and  see  !    Approach  one  step  ! 

Pel.  What!  shalt  thou  rank  with  men?  chief  of  cowards, 
son  of  cowards  !  What  right  hast  thou  to  any  place  'mongst 
men?  Thou  who  didst  let  a  Phrygian  rob  thee  of  thy  wife,  leav- 
ing thy  home  without  bolt  or  guard,*^  as  if  forsooth  the  cursed 
woman  thou  hadst  there  was  a  model  of  virtue.  No !  a  Spartan 
maid  could  not  be  chaste,  e'en  if  she  would,  who  leaves  her 
home  and  bares  her  limbs  and  lets  her  robe  lloat  free,  to  share 
with  youths  their  races  and  their  sports, — customs  I  cannot 
away  with.  Is  it  any  wonder  then  that  ye  fail  to  educate  your 
women  in  virtue?  Helen  might  have  asked  thee  this,  see- 
ing that  she  said  goodbye  to  thy  affection  and  tripped  off 
with  her  young  gallant  to  a  foreign  land.  And  yet  for  her  sake 
thou  didst  marshal  all  the  hosts  of  Hellas  and  lead  them  to 
Ilium,  whereas  thou  shouldst  have  shown  thy  loathing  for 
her  by  refusing  to  stir  a  spear,  once  thou  hadst  found  her 
false ;  yea,  thou  shouldst  have  let  her  stay  there,  and  even 
paid  a  price  to  save  ever  having  her  back  again.  But  that  was 
not  at  all  the  way  thy  thoughts  were  turned  ;  wherefore  many 
a  brave  life  hast  thou  ended,  and  many  an  aged  mother  hast 
thou  left  childless  in  her  home,  and  grey-haired  sires  of 
gallant  sons  hast  reft.     Of  that  sad  band  am  I  a  member, 

*  Reading  raXXa  r  with  Nauck  for  y*  dWo^. 
^  Reading  atppovpa^  Lenting. 


seeing  in  thee  Achilles'  murderer  like  a  malignant  f^end; 
for  thou  and  thou  alone  hast  returned  from  Troy  without  a 
scratch,  bringing  back  thy  splendid  weapons  m  their  splendid 
cases  just  as  they  went.   As  for  me,  I  ever  told  that  amorous 
boy  to  form  no  alliance  with  thee  nor  take  unto  his  home  an 
evil  mother's  child ;  for  daughters  bear  the  marks  of  their 
mothers'  ill-repute  into   their  new  homes.     Wherefore,  ye 
wooers,  take  heed  to  this  my  warning:  "Choose  the  daughter 
of  a  good  mother."     And  more  than  this,  with  what  wanton 
insult  didst  thou  treat  thy  brother,  bidding  him  sacrifice  his 
daughter  in  his  simpleness !    So  fearful  wast  thou  of  losmg 
thy  worthless  wife.  Then  after  capturing  Troy,-for  thither  too 
will  I  accompany  thee,-thou  didst  not  slay  that  woman,  when 
she  was  in  thy  power;  but  as  soon  as  thine  eyes  caught  sight 
of  her  breast,  thy  sword  was  dropped  and  thou  didst  take  her 
kisses  fondling  the  shameless  traitress,  too  weak  to  stem  thy 
hot  desire,  thou  caitiff  wretch !    Yet  spite  of  all  thou  art  the 
man  to  come  and  work  havoc  in  my  grandson's  halls  when 
he  is  absent,  seeking  to  slay  with  all  indignity  a  poor  weak 
woman  and  her  babe;  but  that  babe  shall  one  day  make  thee 
and  thy  daughter  in  thy  home  rue  it,  e'en  though  his  birth 
be  trebly  base.     Yea,  for  oft  ere  now  hath  seed,  sown  on 
barren  soil,  prevailed  o'er  rich  deep  tilth,  and  many  a  bastard 
has  proved  a  bttt-r  man  than  children  better  born.     Take 
thy  daughter  hence  with  thee  !  Far  better  is  it  for  mortals  to 
have  a  poor  honest  man  either  as  married  kin  or  friend 
than  a  wealthy  knave ;  but  as  for  thee,  thou  art  a  thing  of 

naught.  .        ^    X       A 

Cho.  The  tongue  from  trifling  causes  contrives  to  breed 
great  strife  'mongst  men  ;  wherefore  are  the  wise  most  care- 
ful not  to  bring  about  a  quarrel  with  their  friends. 

Men  Why,'  pray,  should  one  call  these  old  men  wise,  or 
those  who  once  had  a  reputation  in  Hellas  for  being  so  ? 
when  thou,  the  great  Peleus,  [son  of  a  famous  father,  con- 

*  Porson  reads  rii  ^»lr'  av  iivot. 
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nected  with  me  by  man  i  igc/  ]  employest  langua*?e  disgraceful 
to  thyself  and  abusive  of  me  because  of  a  barbarian  woman, 
though  thou  shouldst  have  banished  her  far'  beyond  the 
streams  of  Nile  or  Phasis,  and  ever  encouraged  me ;  seeing 
that  she  comes  from  Asia's  continent  where  fell  so  many  of 
the  sons  of  Hellas,  victims  to  the  spear;  and  likewise  because 
she  shared  in  the  spilling  of  thy  son's  blood  ;  for  '  Paris  who 
slew  thy  son  Achilles,  was  brother  to  Hector,  whose  wife  she 
was.  Antl  dost  thou  enter  the  same  abode  with  her,  and  deign 
to  let  her  share  thy  board,  and  suffer  her  to  rear  her  brood  of 
vipers  in  thy  house?  ]}ut  J,  after  all  this  foresight  for  thee, 
old  man,  and  myself,  am  to  have  her  torn  from  my  clutches 
for  wishing  to  slay  her.  Yet  come  now,  for  there  is  no  dis- 
grace in  arguing  the  matter  out ;  suppose  my  daughter  has  no 
child,  while  this  woman's  sons  grow  up,  wilt  thou  set  them 
up  to  rule  the  land  of  Phthia,  barbarians  born  and  bred  to 
lord  it  over  Hellenes  ?  Am  I  then  so  void  of  sense  because  I 
hate  injustice,  and  thou  so  full  of  cleverness?  Consider*  yet 
another  point ;  say  thou  hadst  given  a  daughter  of  thine  to 
some  citizen,  and  hadst  then  seen  her  thus  treated,  wouldst 
thou  have  sat  looking  on  in  silence?  I  trow  not.  Dost 
thou  then  for  a  foreigner  rail  thus  at  thy  nearest  friends? 
Again,  thou  mayst  say,  husband  and  wife  have  an  equally 
strong  case  if  she  is  wronged  by  him,  and  similarly  if  he  find 
her  guilty  of  indiscretion  in  his  house  ;  yet  while  he  has 
ample  powers  in  his  own  hands,  she  depends  on  parents  and 
friends  for  her  case.  Surely  then  I  am  right  in  helping  my 
own  kin  !  Thou  art  in  thy  dotage ;  for  thou  wilt  do  me  more 
good  by  speaking  of  my  generalship  than  by  concealing  it. 
Helen's  trouble  was  not  of  her  own  choosing,  but  sent  by 

*  Nauck  regards  this  as  an  interpolation,  not  improbably. 

*  Reading  ti)X    (Reiske). 

'  Lines  6^5-656  are  rejected  by  Nauck. 

*  Lines  668-677  are  regarded  by  Hirzel  as  not  being  the  work  of 
Euripides.     Nauck  incloses  them  in  brackets. 
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heaven,  and  it  proved  a  great  benefit  to  Hellas ;  her  sons,  till 
then  untried  in'war  or  arms,  turned  to  deeds  of  P-wess  and 
it  is  experience  which  teaches  man  all  he  know  .  I  showed 
n.y  wi  dom  in  refraining  from  slaymg  my  wife,  di  ect  y  1 
Taught  sight  of  her.  Would  that  thou  too  hadst  ne  er  slam 
Phocus!  '  All  this  I  bnng  before  thee  in  pure  good-wtl  no 
from  anger.  But  if  thou  resent  it.  thy  tongue  may  wag  till 
it  ache   vet  shall  I  gain  by  prudent  forethought. 

C?a  cease  now'from  idle  words,  'twere  better  far,  for 
fear  ye  both  alike  go  wrong.  Uf^Uasi 

Pel.  Alas!  what  evil  customs  now   prevail    m    Hellas 
Whene'er  the  host  sets  up  a  trophy  o'er  ^he  foe    n.n  no 
.ore  consider  th.  the  work  of  t  ose  who  real     toi  ed,  but 
thp  general  gets  the  credit  tor  it.      xnow  nc  >va 
arnoHK  ten  thousand  others  to  brandish  his  spear;  he  only 
d^d  the  Irk  of  one ;  but  yet  he  wins  n^ore  pra.se  than  hey^ 
Again,  as  magistrates  in  all  the  grandeur  o^  "f  J*'^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
the  common    folk,  though    they  are    naught    themselves 
'areas  those  others  are  ten  thousand  t.mes  more  ..se  than 
thev  if  daring  combine  with   ndgment.     Even  so  thou  ana 
ly'bfother.  exalted  by  the  'oil-me  efforts  oothe.- 
Je  your  seats  m  all  the  swollen  pn  e  ^l^^^^^^^^^ 
Trojan  generalsh.p.     ^ut   Ij'l     ^ach^  ^^^^^^ 

consider  Idaean  Pans  a  foe  less  terrible   ma  '  , ,, 

forthwith  thou  pack  from  this  roof,  '^ou  and  thy  ch.ldle  s 
daughter  too,  whom  my  own  true  son  will  hale  through  h.s 
hall   b    the  hair  of  her  head ;  for  her  barrenness  w.l  no^  let 
her  endure  fruitfulness  in  others,  because  she  has  no  ch.ldren 
herself     Still  if  she  is  unlucky  in  the  matter  of  offspnng,  is 
hfa  reason  why  we  should  be  'e^.^HildlessJ    Jegone 
ye  varlets,  let  her  go  !  I  will  soon  see  .f  anyone  w  11  h^nde 
Le  from  loosing  her  hands.     \.To  Andromache.]     Anse , 
.  The  half-brother  of  Peleus  and  Telamon,  slain  by  them  out  of 
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these  trembling  hands  of  mine  will  untie  the  twisted  thongs 
that  bind  thee.  Out  on  thee,  coward!  is  ihis  how  thou  hast 
galled  her  wrists?  Didst  think  thou  wert  lashing  up  a  lion  or 
bull  ?  or  wert  afraid  she  would  snatch  a  sword  and  defend 
herself  against  thee?  Come,  child,  nestle  to  thy  mother's 
arms;  help  me  loose  her  bonds;  I  will  yet  rear  thee  in 
Phthia  to  be  their  bitter  foe.  If  your  reputation  for  prowess 
and  the  battles  ye  have  fought  were  taken  from  you  Spartans, 
m  all  else,  be  very  sure,  you  have  not  your  inferiors. 

Cho.  The  race  of  old  men  practises  no  restraint ;    and 
their  testiness  makes  it  hard  to  check  them. 

Men.  Thou  art  only  too  ready  to  rush  into  abuse;  while,  as 
for  me,  I  came  to  Phthia  by  constraint  and  have  therefore 
no  intention  either  of  doing  or  suffering  anything  mean. 
Now  must  I  return  home,  for  I  have  no  time  to  waste ;  for 
there  is  a  city  not  so  very  far  from  Sparta,  which  aforetime 
was  friendly  but  now  is  hostile ;  against  her  will  I  march 
with  my  army  and  bring  her  into  subjection.  And  when  I 
have  arranged  that  matter  as  I  wish,  I  will  return  ;  and  face 
to  face  with  my  son-in-law  I  will  give  my  version  of  the 
story  and  hear  his.  And  if  he  punish  her,  and  for  the  future 
she  exercise  self-control,  she  shall  find  me  do  the  like ;  but 
if  he  storm,  PIl  storm  as  well ;  and '  every  act  of  mine  shall 
be  a  reflex  of  his  own.  As  for  thy  babbling,  I  can  bear  it 
easily  ;  for,  like  to  a  shadow  as  thou  art,'  thy  voice  is  all 
thou  hast,  and  thou  art  powerless  to  do  aught  but  talk. 

[Ex//  Menf.laus. 
Pel.  Lead   on,   my  child,    safe   beneath   my   sheltering 

Taley's  suggestion  to  omit  this  line  as  possibly  spurious  owing  to 
the  repetition  of  dvrcX;;4/frai,  and  to  read  evfiovfurtj  in  the  preceding 
line,  would  clear  up  the  ambiguity  as  to  whether  Andromache  or 
Neoptolemus  is  meant  as  the  subject  of  y  (xw^pu;*/. 

*  Readmg  with  Hermann  and  Dindorf,  tr^t^  ayr.oroixo^  C,p.  Another 
reading  is  trna  -  u>c,  ,>.  -like  the  shadow  on  a  dial  exactly  opposite 
the  sun."     (Paley.)  ^^ 
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wing,  and  thou  too,  poor  lady ;  for  thou  art  come  into  a 
quiet  haven  after  the  rude  storm. 

And.  Heaven  reward  thee  and  all  thy  race,  old  sire,  for 
having  saved  my  child  and  me  his  hapless  mother  1  Only 
beware  lest  they  fall  upon  us  twain  in  some  lonely  spot 
upon  the  road  and  force  me  from  thee,  when  they  see  thy 
age,  my  weakness,  and  this  child's  tender  years ;  take  heed 
to  this,  that  we  be  not  a  second  time  made  captive,  after 

escaping  now.  ^ 

Pel.  Forbear  such  words,  prompted  by  a  wo:nan  s  cowar- 
dice. Go  on  thy  way ;  who  will  lay  a  finger  on  you  ? 
Methinks  he  will  do  it  to  his  cost.  For  by  heaven's  grace  I 
rule  o'er  many  a  knight  and  spearman  bold  in  my  kingdom 
of  Phthia ;  yea,  and  myself  can  still  stand  straight,  no  bent 
old  man  as  thou  dost  think  ;  such  a  fellow  as  that  a  mere 
look  from  me  will  put  to  flight  in  spite  of  my  years.  For 
e'en  an  old  man,  be  he  brave,  is  worth  a  host  of  raw  youths ; 
for  what  avails  a  fine  figure  if  a  man  is  a  coward? 

[Exeunt  Peleus,  Andromache,  and  Molossus. 
Cho.  Oh  !  to  have  never  been  born,  or  sprung  from  noble 
sires,  the  heir  to  mansions  richly  stored ;  for  if  aught  un- 
toward e'er  befall,  there  is  no  lack  of  champions  for  sons  of 
noble  parents,  and  there  is  honour  and  glor>'  for  them  when 
they  are  proclaimed  scions  of  illustrious  lines  ;  time  detracts 
not  from  the  legacy  these  good  men  leave,  but  the  light  of 
their  goodness  still  burns  on  when  they  are  dead.     Better 
is  it  not  to  win  a  discreditable  victory,  than  to  make  justice 
miscarry  by  an  invidious  exercise  of  power ;  for  such  a  vic- 
tory,  though    men  think  it  sweet  for  the  moment,  grows 
barren  in  time  and  comes  very  near  being  a  family  reproach. 
This  is  the  life  I  commend,  this  the  life  I  set  before  me  as 
my  ideal,  to  exercise  no  authority  beyond  what  is  right  either 
in  the  marriage-chamber  or  in  the  state.     O  aged  son  of 
.^acus !  now  am  I  sure  that  thou  wert  with  the  Lapithae, 
wielding  thy  famous  spear,  when  they  fought  the  Centaurs ; 
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and  on  Argo's  deck  didst  pass  the  cheerless  strait  beyond 
the  sea-beat  Symplegades  on  her  voyage  of  note ;  and  when 
in  days  long  gone  the  son  of  Zeus  spread  slaughter  round 
Troy's  famous  town,  thou  too  didst  share  his  triumphant 
return  to  Europe. 

NuR.  Alas  !  good  friends,  what  a  succession  of  troubles  is 
to-day  provided  us !  My  mistress  Hermione  within  the 
house,  deserted  by  her  father  and  in  remorse  for  her 
monstrous  deed  in  plotting  the  death  of  Andromache  and 
her  child,  is  bent  on  dying ;  for  she  is  afraid  her  husband 
will  in  reciuital  for  this  expel  her  with  dishonour  from  his 
house  or  put  her  to  death,  because  she  tried  to  slay  the  inno- 
cent. And  the  servants  that  watch  her  can  scarce  restrain 
her  efforts  to  hang  herself,  scarce  catch  the  sword  and  wrest 
it  from  her  hand.  So  bitter  is  her  anguish,  and  she  hath 
recognized  the  villainy  of  her  former  deeds.  As  for  me, 
friends,  I  am  weary  of  keeping  my  mistress  from  the  fatal 
noose ;  do  ye  go  in  and  try  to  save  her  life ;  for  if  strangers 
come,  they  prove  more  persuasive  than  the  friends  of  every 
da> 

Cho.  Ah  yes !  I  hear  an  outcry  in  the  house  amongst  the 
servants,  confirming  the  news  thou  hast  brought.  Poor 
sufferer !  she  seems  about  to  show  a  lively  grief  for  her  grave 
crimes  ;  for  she  has  escaped  her  servants'  hands  and  is  rush- 
ing from  the  house,  eager  to  end  her  life. 

Her.  [rushing  wilJ/y  on  to  the  stage^^  Woe,  woe  is  me ! 
I  will  tear  my  hair  and  scratch  cruel  furrows  in  my  cheeks. 

NuR.  My  child,  what  wilt  thou  do?  Wilt  thou  disfigure 
thyself? 

Hkr.  Ah  me!  ah  me  !   Begone,  thou  fine-spun  veil !  float 

from  my  head  away  ! 

NuR.  Daughter,  cover  up  thy  bosom,  fasten  thy  robe. 

Her.  Why  should  I  cover  it?  My  crimes  against  my 
lord  are  manifest  and  clear,  they  cannot  be  hidden. 

NuR.  Art  so  grieved  at  having  devised  thy  rival's  death  ? 
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Her.  Indeed  I  am;  I  deeply  mourn  my  fatal  deeds  of 
daring  ;  alas  !  I  am  now  accursed  in  all  men's  eyes  ! 

NuR,  Thy  husband  will  pardon  thee  this  error. 

Her.  Oh  !  why  didst  thou  hunt  me  to  snatch  away  my 
sword  ?  Give,  oh  I  give  it  back,  dear  nurse,  that  I  may  thrust 
it  through  my  heart.     Why  dost  thou  prevent  me  hanging 

myself? 

NuR.  What!   was  I  to  let  thy  madness  lead  thee  on  to 

death  ?  .    ,  r  •     ji 

Her.  Ah  me,  my  destiny!  Where  can  I  find  some  friendly 

fire  ?    To  what  rocky  height  can  I  climb  above  the  sea  or 
'mid  some  wooded  mountain  glen,  there  to  die  and  trouble 

but  the  dead  ? 

NuR.  Why  vex  thyself  thus?  on  all  of  us  sooner  or  later 

heaven's  visitation  comes. 

Her.  Thou  hast  left  me,  O  my  father,  left  me  like  a  stran- 
ded bark,  all  alone,  without  an  oar.  My  lord  will  surely  slay 
me ;  no  home  is  mine  henceforth  beneath  my  husband's  roof. 
What  god  is  there  to  whose  statue  I  can  as  a  suppliant  haste? 
or  shall  I  throw  myself  in  slavish  wise  at  slavish  knees  ? 
Would  I  could  speed'  away  from  Phthia's  land  on  bird's  dark 
pinion,  or  like  that  pine-built  ship,^  the  first  tliat  ever  sailed 
betwixt  the  rocks  Cyanean  !  •  r  1 

NuR.  My  child,  I  can  as  little  praise  thy  previous  sinful 
excesses,  comHiltled  against  the  Trojan  captive,  as  thy 
present  exaggerated  terror.  Thy  husband  will  never  listen 
to  a  barbarian's  weak  pleading  and  reject  his  marriage  with 
thee  for  this.  For  thou  wast  no  captive  from  Troy  whom  he 
wedded,  but  the  daughter  of  a  gallant  sire,  with  a  rich  dower, 
from  a  city  too  of  no  mean  prosperity.  Nor  will  thy  father 
forsake  thee,  as  thou  dreadest,  and  allow  thee  to  be  cast  out 
from  this  house.     Nay,  enter  now,  nor  show  thyself  before 

^  Reading  a«p0u'i?v  with  Seidler. 

*  Argo,  in  quest  of  the  Golden  Fleece. 
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the  palace,  lest  the  sight '  of  thee  there  bring  reproach  upon 
thee,  my  daughter.  [^-^'^  Nurse. 

Cho.  Lo  !  a  stranger  of  foreign  appearance  from  some 
other  land  comes  hurrying  towards  us. 

Ore.  Ladies  of  this  foreign  land !  is  this  the  home,  the 
palace  of  Achilles'  son  ? 

Cho.  Thou  hast  it ;  but  who  art  thou  to  ask  such  a  ques- 
tion? 

Ore.  The  son  of  Agamemnon  and  Clytemnestra,  by  name 
Orestes,  on  my  way  to  the  oracle  of  Zeus  at  Dodona.  But 
now  that  I  am  come  to  Phthia,  I  am  resolved  to  inquire  about 
my  kinswoman,  Hermione  of  Sparta  ;  is  she  alive  and  well  ? 
for  though  she  dwells  in  a  land  far  from  my  own,  I  love  her 

none  the  less. 

Her.  Son  of  Agamemnon,  thy  appearing  is  as  a  haven 
from  the  storm  to  sailors ;  by  thy  knees  I  pray,  have  piiy  on 
me  in  my  distress,  on  me  of  whose  fortunes  thou  art  in- 
quiring. About  thy  knees  I  twine  my  arms  with  all  the 
force  of  sacred  fillets. 

Ore.  Ha  !  what  is  this?  Am  I  mistaken  or  do  I  really 
see  before  me  the  queen  of  this  palace,  the  daughter  of 
Menelaus  ? 

Her.  The  same,  that  only  child  whom  Helen,  daughter 
of  Tyndareus,  bore  my  father  in  his  halls  ;  never  doubt  that. 

Ore.  O  saviour  Phoebus,  grant  us  respite  from  our  woe  ! 
But  what  is  the  matter  ?  art  thou  afflicted  by  gods  or  men  ? 

Her.  Partly  by  myself,  partly  by  the  man  who  wedded  me, 
and  partly  by  some  god.     On  every  side  I  see  ruin. 

Ore.  Why,  what  misfortune  could  happen  to  a  woman  as 
yet  childless,  unless  her  honour  is  concerned  ? 

Her.  My  very  complaint  !  Thou  hast  hit  my  case 
exactly. 

Ore.  On  whom  has    thy   husband  set  his  affections  in 

thy  stead  ? 

*  Nauck  regards  line  878  as  spurious. 
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Her.  On  his  captive.  Hector's  wife. 

Ore.  An  evil  case  indeed,  for  a  man  to  have  two  wives  '. 

Her.  'Tis  even  thus.     So  I  resented  it. 

Ore.   Didst  thou  with  woman's  craft  devise  a  plot  against 

thy  rival?         .  ,  ^    u-u 

Her.  Yes,  to  slay  her  and  her  bastard  child. 
Ore.  And  didst  thou  slay  them,  or  did  something  happen 

to  rescue  them  from  thee  ? 

Her.  It  was  old  Peleus,  who  showed  regard  to  the  weaker 

side.  . 

Ore.  Hadst    thou    any   accomplice    in    this   attempted 

murder  ? 

Her.  My  father  came  from  Sparta  for  this  very  purpose. 
Ore.   And  was  he  after  all  defeated  by  that  old  man's 

prowess? 
JHer,  Oh  no !  but  by  shame  ;  and  he  hath  gone  and  lett 

me  all  alone. 

Ore.  I  understand  ;  thou  art  afraid  of  thy  husband  for 

what  thou  hast  done. 

Her    Thou  hast  guessed  it;  for  he  will  have  a  right  to 
slay  me.     What  can  I  say  for  myself?     Yet  I  beseech  thee 
by  Zeus  the  god  of  our  family,  send  me  to  a  land  as  far  as 
possible  from  this,  or  to  my  father's  house ;  for  these  very » 
walls  seem  to  cry  out  "  Begone !"  and  all  the  land  of  Phthia 
hates  me.     But  if  my  lord  return  ere  that  from  the  oracle 
of  Phoebus,  he  will  put  me  to  death  on  a  shameful  charge, 
or  enslave  me  to  his  mistress,  whom  I  ruled  before.    Maybe  ' 
some  one  will  say,  "  How  was  it  thou  didst  go  thus  astray?" 
I  was  ruined  by  mischievous  women  who  came  to  me  and 
puffed  me  up  with  words  like  these :  "  What !  wilt  thou  suffer 
that  vile  captive,  a  mere  bondmaid,  to  dwell  within  thy 
house  and  share  thy  wedded  rights  ?    By  Heaven's  queen  1 
if  it  were  my  house  she  should  not  live  to  reap  my  marriage- 

*  Reading  o'iie  yr. 

*  Reading  ndg  ovv  av  tiirw  ru  ric  t$i|/*«P''«>'«C- 
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harvest  !"  And  I  listened  to  the  words  of  these  Sirens,  the 
cunning,  knavish,  subtle  praters,  and  was  filled  with  silly 
thoughts.  What  need  had  I  to  care  about  my  lord?  I 
had  all  I  wanted,  wealth  in  plenty,  a  house  in  which  I  was 
mistress,  and  as  for  children,  mine  would  be  bprn  in  wedlock, 
while  hers  would  be  bastards,  half-slaves  to  mine.  Oh ! 
never,  never,— this  truth  will  I  repeat, — should  men  of 
sense,  who  have  wives,  allow  women-folk  to  visit  them  in 
their  homes,  for  they  teach  them  mischief;  one,  to  gain  some 
private  end,  helps  to  corrupt  their  honour ;  another,  having 
made  a  slip  herself,  wants  a  companion  in  misfortune,  while 
many  are  wantons ;  and  hence  it  is  men's  houses  are  tainted. 
Wherefore  keep  strict  guard  upon  the  portals  of  your  houses 
with  bolts  and  bars  ;  for  these  visits  of  strange  women  lead  to 
no  good  result,  but  a  world  of  mischief.' 

Cho.  Thou  hast  given  thy  tongue  too  free  a  rein  regarding 
thy  own  sex.  I  can  pardon  thee  in  this  case,  but  still  women 
ought  to  smooth  over  their  sisters'  weaknesses. 

Ore.  Twas  sage  counsel  he  gave  who  taught  men  to  hear 
the  arguments  on  both  sides.  I,  for  instance,  though  aware 
of  the  confusion  in  this  house,  the  quarrel  between  thee  and 
Hector's  wife,  waited  awhile  and  watched  to  see  whether 
thou  wouldst  stay  here  or  from  fear  of  that  captive  art 
minded  to  ([uit  these  halls.  Now  it  was  not  so  much  regard 
for  thy  message  that  brought  me  hither,  as  the  intention  of 
carrying  thee  away  from  this  house,  if,  as  now,  thou  shouldst 
grant  me  a  chance  of  saying  so.  For  thou  wert  mine  for- 
merly, but  art  now  living  with  thy  present  husband  through 
thy  father's  baseness;  since  he,  before  invading  Troy's 
domains,  betrothed  thee  to  me,  and  then'  afterwards  pro- 
mised thee  to  thy  present  lord,  provided  he  captured  the 
city  of  Troy. 

So,  as  soon  as  Achilles'  son  returned  hither,  I  forgave  thy 

'   Nauck  incloses  line  953  in  brackets. 
^  Reading  t/ioi  ^orf,  iW\ 
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father,  but  entreated  the  bridegroom  to  forego  his  marriage 
with  thee,  telling  him  all  I  had  gone  through  and  my  present 
misfortune  ;  I  might  get  a  wife,  I  said,  from  amongst  friends, 
but  outside  their  circle  'twas  no  easy  task  for  one  exiled  like 
myself  from  home.     Thereat  he  grew  abusive,  taunting  me 
with  my  mother's  murder  and  those  blood-boltered  fiends.^ 
And  I  was  humbled  by  the  fortunes  of  my  house,  and  though 
'tis  true,  I  grieved,  yet  did  I  endure  my  sorrow,  and  reluc- 
tantly departed,  robbed  of  thy  promised  hand.     Now  there- 
fore, since  thou  findest  thy  fortune  so  abruptly  changed  and 
art  fallen  thus  on  evil  days  and  hast  no  help,  I  will  take  thee 
hence  and  place  thee  in  thy  father's  hands.     For  kinship'' 
hath  strong  claims,  and  in  adversity  there  is  naught  better 
than  a  kinsman's  kindly  aid. 

Her.  As  for  my  marriage,  my  father  must  look  to  it ;  'tis 
not  for  me  to  decide  that.  Yes,  take  me  hence  as  soon  as  may 
be,  lest  my  husband  come  back  to  his  house  before  I  am  gone, 
or'peleus  hear  that  I  am  deserting  his  son's  abode  and  pursue 
me  on  horse-back. 

Ore.  Rest  easy  about  the  old  man's  power ;  and,  as  for 
Achilles'  son  with  all  his  insolence  to  me,  never  fear  him  ; 
such  a  crafty  net  this  hand  hath  woven  and  set  for  his  death 
with  knots  that  none  can  loose ;  whereof  I  will  not  speak 
before  the  time,  but,  when  my  plot  begins  to  work,  Delphi's 
rock  will  witness  it.  If  but  my  allies  in  the  Pythian  land 
abide  by  their  oaths,  this  same  murderer  of  his  mother  will 
show  that  no  one  else  shall  marry  thee  my  rightful  bride.' 
To  his  cost  will  he  demand  satisfaction  of  King  Phoebus  for 
his  father's  blood  ;  nor  shall  his  repentance  avail  him,  though 
he  is  now  submitting  to   the  god.     No  !   he  shall  perish 

*  i.e.  the  avenging  fiends  that  pursued  Orestes  after  his  mother's 

murder. 

"  Hermann  reading  rot  for  yap  assigns  these  two  lines  with  great 
plausibility  to  the  Chorus  ;  Nauck  prints  them  so. 

'  Reading,  as  Paley  suggests,  yafuTp  at  fiiiStVy  T/i-  ixpnr  kfii 
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miserably  by  Apollo's  hand  and  my  false  accusations  ;  so 
shall  he  find  out  my  enmity.  For  the  deity  upsets  the  for- 
tune  of  them  that  hate  him,  and  suffers  them  not  to  be  high- 
n^inded.  [Exeunt  Orestks  and  Hkrmione. 

Cho.  O  Phoebus!  who  didst  fence  the  hill  of  Ilium  with  a 
fair  coronal  of  towers,  and  thou,  ocean-god  !  coursing  o'er  the 
main  with  thy  dark  steeds,  wherefore  did  ye  hand  over  m 
dishonour  your  own  handiwork  to  the  war-god,  master  of  the 
spear,  abandoning  Troy  to  wretchedness  ?     Many  a  well- 
horsed  car  ye  yoked  on  the  banks  of  Simois,  and  many  a 
bloody  tournament  did  ye  ordain  with  never  a  prize  to  wm  ; 
and    Ilium's   princes    are    dead   and   gone  ;    no  longer  in 
Troy  is  seen  the  blaze  of  fire  on  altars  of  the  gods  with  the 
smoke  of  incense.     The  son  of  Atreus  is  no  more,  slain  by 
the  hand  of  his  wife,  and  she  herself  hath  paid  the  debt  ot 
blood  by  death,  and  from  her  children's  hands  received  her 
doom.     The  god's  own  bidding  from  his  oracle  was  levelled 
aoainst  her,  in  the  day  that  Agamemnon's  son  set  forth  from 
A%os  and  visited  his  shrine  ;  so  he  slew  '  her,  aye,  spilt  his 
own  mother's  blood.     O  Phabus,  O  thou  fTower  divine,  how 
can  1  believe  the  story  ?    Anon  wherever  Hellenes  gather, 
was  heard  the  voice  of  lamentation,  mothers  weeping  o'er 
their  children's  fate,  as  they  left  their  homes  to  mate  with 
strangers.     Ah  !   thou  art  not  the  only  one,  nor  thy  dear 
ones  either,  on  whom  the  cloud  of  grief  hath  fallen.    Hellas 
had  to  bear  the  visitation,  and  thence  the  scourge  crossed 
to    Phrygia's   fruitful  fields,  raining  the  bloody  drops  the 

death-god  loves."" 

Pel.  Ye  dames  of  Phthia,  answer  my  questions.  I  heard 
a  vague  rumour  that  the  daughter  of  Menelaus  had  left  these 
halls  and  fled  ;  so  now  am  I  come  in  hot  haste  to  learn  if 
this  be  true  ;  for  it  is  the  duty  of  those  who  are  at  home  to 
labour  in  the  interests  of  their  absent  friends. 

S.  tcnavtav. 


^  Reading  Hermann's  emendation  rrai'tr  for  M* 
'^  Readinjj  Hermann'?^  rov "Ai^a  ^'»i'ov. 


• 


Cho.  Thou  hast  heard  aright,  O  Peleus  ;  ill  would  it  be- 
come me  to  hide  the  evil  case  in  which  I  now  find  myself; 
our  queen  has  fled  and  left  these  halls. 

Pel.  What  was  she  afraid  of?  exi)lain  that  to  me. 

Cho.  She  was  fearful  her  lord  would  cast  her  out. 

Pel.  In  return'  for  plotting  his  child's  death?  surely  not? 

Cho.  Yea,  and  she  was  afraid  of  yon  captive. 

Pel.  With   whom  did   she   leave  the   house?    with    her 

father? 

Cho.  The  son  of  Agamemnon  came  and  took  her  hence. 
Vi:l.  What  view  hath  he  to  further'  thereby?    Will  he 

marry  her? 

Cho.  Yes,  and  he  is  plotting  thy  grandson's  death. 

Pel.  From  an  ambuscade,  or  meeting  him  fairly  face  to 

face  ? 

Cho.   In  the  holy  place  of  Loxias,  leagued  with  Delphians. 

Pel.  God  help  us!  This  is  an  immediate  danger.  Hasten 
one  of  you  with  all  speed  to  the  Pythian  altar  and  tell  our 
friends  there  what  has  happened  here,  ere  Achilles'  son  be 
slain  by  his  enemies.  [Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mes.  Woe  worth  the  day !  what  evil  tidings  have  I  brought 
for  thee,  old  sire,  and  for  all  who  love  my  master !  woe  is  me ! 

Pel.  Alas  !  my  prophetic  soul  hath  a  presentiment. 

Mes.  Aged  Peleus,  hearken  !  Thy  grandson  is  no  more  ; 
so  grievously  is  he  smitten  by  the  men  of  Delphi  and  the 
stranger '  from  Mycence. 

Cifo.  Ah  !  what  wilt  thou  do,  old  man  ?     Fall  not ;  uplift 

thyself 

Pel.  I  am  a  thing  of  naught ;  death  is  come  upon  me. 
My  voice  is  choked,  my  limbs  droop  beneath  me. 

Mes.  Hearken;  if  thou  art  eager  also*  to  avenge  thy 
friends,  lift  up  thyself  and  hear  what  happened. 

'   Nauck  reads  uvriiroiw  for  MSS.  avrl  -kcuIoq. 

^  Nauck  irporiivwy.  "^  ''^'  Orestes. 

*  Reading  il  icai,  for  which  Hermann  has  timp.     Dindorf  tl  ri. 

n.  D 


;■ 


m 


•fa 


34 


EURiriDKS. 


[L.  1081-1 152 


Pel.  Ah,  destiny  !  how  tightly  hast  thou  caught  me  in 
thy  toils,  a  poor  old  man  at  life's  extremest  verge  !  But  tell 
me  how  he  was  taken  from  me,  my  one  son's  only  child  ; 
unwelcome  as  such  news  is,  I  fain  would  hear  it. 

Mks.  As  soon  as  we  reached  the  famous  soil  of  Phtebus, 
for  three  whole  days  were  we  feasting  our  eyes  with  the  sight. 
And  this,  it  seems,  caused  suspicion  ;  for  the  folk,  who  dwell 
near  the   god's    shrine,  began    to  collect  in  groups,  while 
Agamemnon's  son,  going  to  and  fro  through  the  town,  would 
whisper  in  each  man's  ear  malignant  hints  :  *'  Do  ye  see  yon 
fellow,  going  in  and  out  of   the    god's  treasure-chambers, 
which  are  full  of  the  gold  stored  there  by  all  mankind?  He  is 
come  hither  a  second  time  on  the  samQ  mission  as  before, 
eager  to  sack  the  temple  of  Phoebus."     Thereon  there  ran 
an    angry    murmur   through  the  city,  and    the  magistrates 
flocked  to   their   council-chamber,  while   those,  who  have 
charge  of  the  god's  treasures,  had  a  guard  privately  placed 
amongst  the  colonnades.   But  we,  knowing  naught  as  yet  of 
this,  took  sheep  fed  in  the  pastures  of  Parnassus,  and  went 
our  way  and  stationed  ourselves  at  the  altars  with  vouchers 
and  Pythian  seers.     And  one  said:  "What  prayer,  young 
warrior,  wouldst  thou  have  us  offer  to  the  god  ?     Wherefore" 
art  thou  come?'  And  he  answered  :  "  I  wish  to  make  atone- 
ment to  Phoebus  for  my  past  transgression ;  for  once  I  claimed 
from  him  satisfaction  for  my  father's  blood."  Thereupon  the 
rumour,  spread  by  Orestes,  proved  to  have  great  weight,  sug- 
gesting that  my  master  was  lying  and  had  come  on  a  shame- 
ful errand.     But  he  crosses  the  threshold  of  the  temple  to 
pray  to  Phoebus  before  his  oracle,'  and  was  busy  with  his 
burnt-offering ;  when  a  body  of  men  armed  with  swords  set 
themselves  ^  in  ambush  against  him  in  the  cover  of  the  bay- 
trees,  and  Clytemnestra's  son,  that  had  contrived  the  whole 

^  Also  explained  by  the  Schol.  as  =  wpo  ritv  Qvaiufv,  i.e.  **  before 
sacrificing." 

^  Hermann's  tn'Ov^Kxri^cii. 
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plot  was  one  of  them.    There  stood  the  young  man  praymg 
to  the  god  in  sight  of  all,  when  lo  !  with  their  sharp  swords 
they  stabbed  Achilles'  unprotected  son  from  behmd.    But  he 
stepped  back,  for  it  was  not  a  mortal  wound  he  had  received, 
and  drew  his  sword,  and  snatching  armour  from  the  pegs 
where  it  hung  on  a  pillar,  took  his  stand  upon  the  altar- 
steps,  the  picture  of  a  warrior  grim  ;   then  cried  he  to  the 
sons  of  Delphi,  and  asked  them:    "Why  seek  to  slay  me 
when  I  a.n  come  on  a  holy  mission  ?     What  cause  is  there 
why  I  should  die?  "     But  of  all  that  throng  of  bystanders, 
no  man  answered  him  a  word,  but  they  set  to  hurling  stones 
Then  he   though  bruised  and  battered  by  the  showers  of 
missiles  f^rom  all  sides,  covered  >  himself  behind  his  mail  and 
tried  to  ward  off  the  attack,  holding  his  shield  first  here, 
then  there,  at  arm's  length,  but  all  of  no  avail ;  for  a  storm 
of  darts,  arrows  and   javelins,   hurtling  spits  with  double 
points,  and  butchers'  knives  for  slaying  steers,  came  flying 
at  his  feet  •    and   terrible  was    the  war-dance  thou  hadst 
Ihen  seen  thy  grandson  dance  to  avoid  their  marksmanship. 
At    last,  when  they  were    hemming   him   in  on  all  sides, 
allowing  him  no  breathing  space,  he  left  the  shelter  of  the 
altar   the  hearth  where  victims  are  placed,  and  with  one 
bound  was  on  them  as  on  the  Trojans  of  yore  ;  and  they 
turned  and  fled  like  doves  when  they  see  the  hawk.     Many 
fell  in  the  confusion  ;  some  wounded,  and  others  trodden 
down  by  one  another  along  the  narrow  passages  ;    and  in 
that  hushed  holy  house  uprose  unholy  din  an.l  echoed  back 
from  the  rocks.      Calm   and   still    my  master  stood  there 
in  his  gleaming  harness  like  a  flash  of  hght   till  from  the 
inmost  shrine  there  came  a  voice  of  thrilling  horror,  stirring 
the  crowd  to  make  a  stand.    Then  fell  Achilles'  son  smitten 
through  the  flank  by  some  Delphian's  biting  blade    some 
fellow  that  slew  him  with  a  host  to  help ;  and  as  he  fell,  there 
>  Paley  conMders  that  this  line  is  probably  an  interpolation  ;  Nauck 
recarils  the  next  as  corrupt. 
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was  not  one  that  did  not  stab  him,  or  cast  a  rock  and  baiter 
his  corpse.  So  his  whole  body,  once  so  fair,  was  marred  with 
savage  wounds.  At  last  they  cast  the  lifeless  clay,  lymg  near 
the  altar,  forth  from  the  fragrant  f^ine.  And  we  gathered  up 
his  remains  forthwith  and  are  bringing  them  to  thee,  old 
prince,  to  mourn  and  weep  and  honour  with  a  deep-dug 

tomb.  , 

This  is  how  that  prince  who  vouchsafeth  oracles  to  others, 

that  judge  of  what  is  right  for  all  the  world,  hath  revenged 
himself  on  Achilles'  son,  remembering  his  ancient  nuarrel 
as  a  wicked  man  would.     How  then  can  he  be  wi^e? 

[Exit  Messenger. 

[The  bodv  ^/Neoptolemus  is  carried  in  on  a  bier. 
Cho  Lo  '  e'en  now  our  prince  is  being  carried  on  a  bier 
from  Delphi's  land  unto  his  home.  Woe  for  him  and  his  sad 
fate,  and  woe  for  thee,  old  sire  1  for  this  is  not  the  welcome 
thou  wouldst  give  Achilles'  son,  the  lion's  whelp;  thyself 
too  [by  this  sad  mischance  ']  dost  share  his  evil  lot. 

Pki  \\\  '  woe  is  me  !  here  is  a  sad  sight  for  me  to  see 
and  take  unto  my  halls  !  Ah  me  !  ah  me  !  I  am  undone, 
thou  city  of  Thessaly  !  My  line  now  ends  ;  I  have  no  chil- 
dren  left  me  in  my  home.  Oh  !  the  sorrows  I  seem  born  to 
endure  '  What  friend  can  1  look  to  for  relief?  Ah,  dear 
lips,  and  cheeks,  and  hands  !  Would  thy  destiny  had  slain 
thee  'neath  Ilium's  walls  beside  the  banks  of  Simuis  ! 

Cho.  Had  he  so  died,  my  aged  lord,  he  had  won  him 
honour  thereby,  and  thine  had  been  the  happier  lot. 

Pel.  O  marriage,  marriage,  woe  to  thee  !  thou  bane  of 
my  home,  thou  destroyer '  of  my  city !  Ah  my  child,  my 
boy  !  would  '  that  the  honour  of  wedding  thee,  fraught  with 

•  Ki^paaQ  is  probably  corrupt.     Nauck  omits  it,  and  marks  a  lacuna. 

»  Palcy  has  a  long  note  on  this  passage,  the  sum  of  wl.ich  seems  to  l)e 
th.it  it  is  corrupt  and  unintelligible.  Various  emendations,  all  unsat.s- 
factory   have  been  proposed.     I  have  followed  Hermann's  correction. 


evil  as  it  was  to  my  children  and  house,  had  not  thrown  o  er 
thee,  my  son,  Hermione's  deadly  net  1    O  that  tbe  thunder- 
bolt   had  slain   her   sooner!  and  that   thou    rash    moral 
hadst  never  charged  the  great  god  Phccbtts  ^^;th  aiming  that 
nuirderous  shaft  that  spilt  thy  hero-father  s  blood  ! 

CHO.  Woe  !  woe  !  alas  !     With  due  observance  of  funeral 
rites  will  I  begin  the  mourning  for  my  dead  master 

PEL.  Alack  and  well-a-day  !     I  take  up  the  tearful  dirge, 
ah  me  '  old  and  wretched  as  I  am. 

Cho'  'Tis  Heaven's  decree  ;  God  willed  this  heavy  stroke. 

Pel'  O  darlin-  child,  thou  hast  left  me  all  alone  m  my 
hills ''  old  and  childless  by  thy  loss. 

CHO    Thou   si.ouldst   have   died,   old  sire,   before    thy 

"  Pel   Shall  I  not  tear  my  hair,  and  smite  upon  my  head 
with  grievous  blows?     O  city  !  of  both  my  children    hath 

Phfi^bus  robbed  me.  . 

^  CHO    What  evils  thou  hast  suffered,  what  sorrows  thou 
hasi  seen,  thou  ,x,or  old  man '.  wl,nt  shall  be  thy  hfe  hereafter 

Pel.  Childless,  desolate,  with  no   limit  to  my  griet,  i 
must  drain  the  cup  of  woe,  until  I  die. 

Cho.  'Twas  all  iu  vain  the  gods  wished  thee  joy  on  thy 

"pE,"'An'my  hopes  have  flown  away,  fallen  short  of  my 

high  boasts.  , 

Cho.  a  lonely  dweller  in  a  lonely  home  art  thou. 
Pel.  I  have  no  city  any  longer ; '  there  !  on  the  ground 

.he  sense  of  which  is  thus  gue„  hy  Palcy   "  -."''| '^:,'^>':;:;::LTerfor 
the  captive  Andromache  had  no.  involved  you  m  the  de..lh  mtendea 

her-"  reading  <u<» A' t/ioi  yfpac  f-''-^-  .  „     .      ,,^.  .i.^ 

•Vlllms  was. said   to  have  aimed  the  arrow  of  l>ar,s,  that  slew 

Achilles. 

'•«  Nauck  rea  Is  loiiov  i\iiriQ  tpmiov. 

>  Achilles  his  son,  and  Neoptolemus  his  grandson. 

*  The  gods  had  attended  the  marriage  of  Peleus  and  Thetis. 

»  ovkIt  itrri  /4oi  ttoXic  (Hermann). 
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my  sceptre  do  I  cast ;  and  thou,  daughter  of  Nereus,  'neath 
thy  dim  grotto,  shall  see  me  grovelHng  in  the  dust,"  a  ruined 

king. 

Cho.  Look,  look  !  [A  dim  form  of  divine  appearance  is 
seen  /lowering  in  mid  air.]  What  is  that  moving?  what  in- 
fluence  divine  am  I  conscious  of?  Look,  maidens,  mark 
it  well;  see,  yonder  is  some  deity,  wafted  through  the 
lustrouf?  air  and  alighting  on  the  plains  of  Phthia,  home  of 

stec-ds. 

The.  O  Peleus!  because  of  my  wedded  days  with  thee 
now  long  agone,  I  Thetis  am  come  from  the  halls  of  Nereus. 
And  first  1  counsel  thee  not  to  grieve  to  excess  in  thy 
present  distress,  for  I  too  who  need  ne'er  have  horn 
children  to  my  sorrow,  have  lost  the  child  of  our  love, 
Achilles  swift  of  foot,  foremost  of  the  sons  of  Hellas.  Next 
will  I  declare  why  I  am  come,  and  do  thou  give  ear.  Carry 
yonder  corpse,  Achilles'  son,  to  the  Pythian  altar  and  there 
bury  it,  a  reproach  to  Delphi,  that  his  tomb  may  proclaim 
the  violent  death  he  met  at  the  hand  of  Orestes.  And  for 
his  captive  wife  Andromache,— she  must  dwell  in  the 
Molossian  land,  united  in  honourable  wedlock  with  Helenus, 
and  with  her  this  babe,  the  sole  survivor  as  he  is  of  all  the 
line  of  .4^:acus,  for  from  him  a  succession  of  prosperous 
kings  of  Molossia  is  to  go  on  unbroken  ;  for  the  race  that 
springs  from  thee  and  me,  my  aged  lord,  must  not  thus  be 
brought  to  naught ;  no  !  nor  Troy's  line  either  ;  for  her  fate^ 
too  is  cared  for  by  the  gods,  albeit  her  f^^U  was  due  to  the 
eager  wish  of  Pallas.  Thee  too,  that  thou  mayst  know  the 
saving  grace  of  wedding  me,  will  I,  [a  goddess  born  and 
daughter  of  a  god,']  release  from  all  the  ills  that  flesh  is  heir 
to  and  make  a  deity  to  know  not  death  nor  decay.  From 
henceforth  in  the  halls  of  Nereus  shalt  thou  dwell  with  me, 

"   y^  Triri'oiTa  fi  o\i/ti  (Hermann). 

*  rdc«iVnv  (I^nting). 

'  This  line  is  probabfy  interpolated. 
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god  and  goddess  together ;  thence  shalt  thou  nse  dry-  hod 
Lm  out  the  main  and  see  Achilles,  our  dear  son,  sett  ed 
in  his  island-home  by  the  strand  of  Leuce,  that  is  girdled 
by  t"e  Euxine  sea.    But  get  thee  to  Delphi's  god-bmlt  town 
carrying  this  corpse  with  thee,  and,  after  thou  hast  buned 
htm  return  and  settle  in  the  cave  which  time  hath  hollowed 
iXsepian  rock  and  there  abide,  till  ^--  ^he  sea  I  con.^^^ 
with  choir  of  fifty  Nereids  to  be  thy  escort  ^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
decree  thou  must  fulfil ;  such  is  the  pleasure  of  Zeus.  Cease 
then  tolurn  the  dead  ;  this  is  the  lot  which  heaven  assigns 
tn  ill   and  all  must  pay  their  debt  to  death. 

S.    Grea  queen,  my  honoured  wife,  from  Nereus  sprung, 
all  hip   thou  art  acting  herein  as  befits  thyself  and  thy 
childr  n.    SO  1  will  stay  my  grief  at  thy  biddmg,  goddess 
and  when  I  have  buried  the  dead,  will  seek  the  glens  o 
pin,  even  the  place  where  I  took  thy  beauteousjorm   o 
„,y  embrace.     Surely  after  this  every  prudent  man  w.l  seek 
to  marry  a  wife  of  noble  stock  and  give  h.s  daughter  to  a 
huS  good  and  true,  never  setting  his  heart  on  a  worth- 
s  ian,  not  even  though  she  bring  a  -mptuous    owry 
,0  his  house.     So  would  men  ne'er  suffer  .11  at  heaven 

'"?HO  Many  are  the  shapes  of  Heaven's  denizens,  and  many 
,  thing  they  bring  to  pass  contrary  to  our  expectation  ;tha 
tS  we  thought  would  be  .s  not  accomphshed,  wh.le  for 
Stnexpected  God  finds  out  a  way.     E'en  such  hath  been 
the  issue  of  this  matter. 
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Pea.  O  Argos,   ancient  land,  and  sfeams  of  Inachus, 
whence  on  a  day  king  Agamemnon  sailed  to  the  reaUn  ot 
Troy,  carrying  his  warriors  aboard  a  thousand  ships ;  and 
after  he  had  slain  Priam  who  was  reigning  in  Ihum  and 
captured  the  famous  city  of  Dardanus,  he  can  e  hither  to 
Argos  and  has  set  up  high  on  the  temple-walls  many  a  trophy, 
spoil  of  the  barbarians.     Though  all  went  well  with  him  m 
Troy  yet  was  he  slain  in  his  owti  palace  by  the  guile  of  his 
wife  Clytemnestra  and  the  hand  of  ^gisthus,  son  of  1  hyes- 
tes      So  he  died  and  left  behind  him  the  ancient  sceptre  ot 
Tantalus,  and  y^^gisthus  reigns  in  his  stead,  with  the  daughter 
of  Tyndareus,  Agamemnon's  queen,  to  wife.     Now  as  for 
those  whom  he  left  in  his  halls,  when  he  sailed  to  Troy,  his 
son   Orestes   and   his    tender   daughter    Electra,-the  boy 
Orestes,  as  he  was  like  ^  to  be  slain  by  ^.gisthus,  his  sires 
old  foster-father  secretly  removed  to  the  land  of  Phocis  and 
gave  to  Strophius  to  bring  up,  but  the  maid  Electra  abode  m 
her  father's  house,  and  soon  as  she  had  budded  into  maiden- 
hood, came  all  the  princes  of  Hellas  asking  her  hand  m 
marriage.     But  ^gisthus  kept^  her  at  home  for  fear  she 
might  bear  a  son  to  some  chieftain  who  would  avenge  Aga- 
memnon,  nor  would  he  betroth  her  unto  any.    But  when  e  en 

thus  there  seemed  some  room  for  fear  that  she  might  bear 
some  noble  lord  a  child  by  stealth  and  ^gisthus  was  minded 

»  Nauck  brackets  this  line  as  spurious. 
»  Nauck  reads  ilfjytv  for  mx<»'. 
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to  slay  her,  her  mother,  though   she  had  a  cruel  heart,  yet 
rescued  the   maiden  from   his   hand.     For  she  could  find 
excuses  *  for  having  slain  her  husband,  but  she   feared  the 
hatred  she  would  incur  for  her  children's  murder.    Wherefore 
.-Egisthus  devised  this  scheme  ;  on  Agamenmon's  son  who 
had  escaped  h-s  realm  by  flight  he  set  a  price  to  be  paid  to 
any  who  should  slay  him,  while  he  gave  Electra  to  me  in 
marriage,  whose  ancestors  were  citizens  of  Mycen;ii.     It  is 
not  that  I  blame  myself  for  ;  my  family  was  noble  enough, 
though  certainly  impoverished,  and  so  my  good  birth  suffers. 
By  making  for  her  this  weak  alliance  he  thought  he  would 
have  little  to  fear.     For '  if  some  man  of  high  position  had 
married  her,  he  might  have  revived  the  vengeance  for  Aga- 
memnon's murder,  which  now  is  sleeping;  in  which  case 
/Egisthus  would  have  paid  the  penalty.     But  Cypris  is  my 
witness  that  I  have  ever  respected  her  maidenhood ;  she  is 
still  as  though  unwed.'     Unworthy  as  I  am,  honour  forbids 
that  I  should  so  affront  the  daughter  of  a  better  man.    Yea, 
and  I  am  sorry  for*  Orestes,  hapless  youth,  who  is  called  my 
kinsman,  to  think  that  he  should  ever  return  to  Argos  and 
behold  his  sister's  wretched  marriage.     And  whoso  counts 
me  but  a  fool  for  leaving  a  tender  maid  untouched  when  I 
have  her  in  my  house,  to  hmi  I  say,  he  measures  purity  by  the 
vicious  standard  of  his  own  soul,  a  standard  like  himself. 

Ele.  O  sable  night,  nurse  of  the  goMen  stars!  beneath 
thy  pall  I  go  to  fetch  water  fro  11  the  brook  with  my  pitcher 
poised  upon  my  head,  not  indeed  because  I  am  reduced  to 
this  necessity,  but  that  to  the  gods  I  may  display  the  affronts 
.^gisthus  puts  upon  me,  and  to  the  wide  firmament 
pour  out  my  lamentation  for  my  sire.     For  my  own  mother, 

»  Because  he  had  slain  her  daughter  Iplngcnia,  and  brought  home  a 
rival,  Cassandra. 

'  Lines  40-42  are  condemned  by  KirchhofT. 

^  This  hue  is  bracketed  by  Nauck  as  spurious. 

*  (Tr.-i'w,  for  which  <t  /S<u  has  been  conjectured  by  Schmidt. 
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the  baleful  daughter  of  Tyndareus,  hath  cast  me  forth  from 
her  house  to  gratify  her  lord  ;  for  since  she  hath  born 
other  children  to  A:gisthus  she  puts  me  and  Orestes  on  one 

side  at  home.  u    ^    «  «^tr 

Pe  X  Oh '  why.  poor  maiden,  dost  thou  toil  so  hard  on  my 
behalf,  thou  that  aforetime  wert  reared  so  daintily?  why 
canst  thou  not  forego  thy  labour,  as  I  bid  thee  ? 

Ei  E    As  a  god's  I    count   thy  kindness   to    me,  for   in 
my  distress  thou  hast  never  made  a  mock  at  me.     Tis  rare 
fortune  when  mortals  f^nd  such  healing  balm  for  their  cruel 
wounds  as  'tis  my  lot  to  f^nd  in  thee.     Wherefore  I  ought, 
though  thou  forbid  me,  to  hghten  thy  labours,  as  far  as  my 
strength  allows,  and  share  all  burdens  with  thee  to  ease  thy 
load      Thou  hast  enough  to  do  abroad  ;  'tis  only  right  that 
I  should  keep  thy  house  in  order.      For  when  the  toiler 
Cometh  to  his  home  from  the  field,  it  is  pleasant  to  find  all 
comfortable  in  the  house. 

Pea.  If  such  thy  pleasure,  go  thy  way  ;  for,  after  all,  th.. 
spring  is  no  ereat  distance  from  my  house.     And  at  break 
of  day  I  will  drive  my  steers  to   my  glebe  and  sow  my  j 
crop.     For  no  idler,  though  he  has  the  gods'  names  ever  on  V 
his  lips,  can  gather  a  livehhood  without  hard  work. 
^      P  '         ^  \Exeunt  Peasant  and  Electra. 

Enter  Orestes  and  Pylades. 
Ore    \h  !  Pylades,  1  put  thee  first  'mongst  men  for  thy 
love    thy  loyalty  and  friendliness  to  me ;   for  thou  alone 
of  all  my  friends  wouldst  still  honour  ^  poor  Orestes  in  spite 
of  the  grievous  plight  whereto  I  am  reduced  by  ^.gisthus, 
who  with  my  accursed  mother's  aid  slew  my  sire.     I  am 
come  from  Apollo's  mystic  shrine  to  the  soil  o   Argos  with- 
out  the  knowledge  of  any,  to  avenge  my  father  s  death  upon 
his  murderers,     hast  night  I  went  unto  his  tomb  and  wept 
thereon,  cutting  off  my  hair  as  an  offering  and  pouring  oer 
the  grave  the  blood  of  a  sheep  for  sacrifice,  unmarked  by 

^  tear/ia^ic,  for  which  Wecklein  reads  i9ap<jvyig. 


46 


EURIPIDES. 


[L.  93-183 


ELECTRA. 


47 


those  who  lord  it  o'er  this  land.  And  now  though  I  enter 
not  the  walled  town,  yet  by  coming  to  the  borders  of  the 
land  I  combine  two  objects ;  I  can  escape  to  another 
country  if  any  spy  me  out  and  recosjnize  me,  and  at  the  same 
time  seek  '  my  sister,  for  I  am  told  she  is  a  maid  no  longer 
but  is  married  and  living  here,  that  I  may  meet  her,  and, 
after  enlisting  her  aid  in  the  deed  of  blood,  learn  for  cer- 
tain what  is  happening  in  the  town.  Let  us  now,  since  dawn 
is  uplifting  her  radiant  eye,  step  aside  from  this  path.  For 
maybe  some  labouring  man  or  serving  maid  will  come  in 
sight,  of  whom  we  may  inquire  whether  it  is  here  that  my 
sister  hath  her  home.  Lo  !  yonder  I  see  a  servant  ^  bearing 
a  full  pitcher  of  water  on  her  shaven  head  ;  let  us  sit  down 
and  make  incjuiry  of  this  bond-maid,  if  haply  we  may  glean 
some  tidings  of  the  matter  which  brought  us  hither,  Pylades. 

{They  retire  a  little.) 
Ele.  Bestir^  thy  lagging  feet,  'tis  high  time;  on,  on  o'er 
thy  path  of  tears  !  ah  misery  !  I  am  Agamemnon's  daughter, 
she  whom  Clytemnestra,  hateful  child  of  Tyndareus,  bare ; 
hapless  Electra  is  the  name  my  countrymen  call  me.     Ah 
me  !  for  my  cruel  lot,  my  hateful  existence  !    O  my  father 
Agamemnon!  m  Hades  art  thou  laid,  butchered'  by  thy  wife 
and   ^^gisthus.       Come,    raise    with    me   that    dirge    once 
more ;  uplift    the  woful    strain    that  brings  relief.     On,   on 
o'er  thy  path  of  tears  !  ah  miser>' !     And  thou,  poor  brother, 
in  what  city  and  house '  art  thou  a  slave, •*  leaving  thy  suffer- 
ing sister  behind  in  tlie  halls  of  our  fathers  to  drain  the  cup 
of  bitterness  ?  Oh  !  come,  great  Zeus,  to  set  me  free  from  this 
life  of  sorrow,  and  to  avenge  my  sire  in  the  blood  of  his  foes, 
bringing  the  wanderer  home  to  Argos.^ 

*  Reading  tnrdv  r*.  ^  irp<KT7roXo»'  rwa  (Seidler). 
'  (Tvvrnp'y  uipa,  for  which  Dobree  gives  «n'vr»ii'«t>'  tjpa, 

*  Hermann  ff<l>aydig  for  tnpayar.  '  Weil  aJav  for  oIkov, 

*  Hartung  ffvyyov  dXarivfiQ^  for  nvyyovt  \arptviti^. 

^  After  line  139  Nauck  marks  a  lacuna  of  nine  lines. 


Take  this  jiitcher  from  my  head,  put  it  down,  that  I  may 
wake  betimes,'  while  it  is  yet  night,  my  lamentation  for  my 
sire,  my  doleful  chant,-  my  dirge  of  death,  for  thee,  my 
father  in  thy  grave,  which  day  by  day  I  do  rehearse,'  rend- 
ing my  skin*  with  my  nails,  and  smiting  on  my  shaven 
head  in  mourning  for  thy  death.  Woe,  woe!  rend  the 
cheek  ;  like  a  swan  with  clear  loud  note  beside  the  brim- 
ming river  calling  '  to  its  parent  dear  that  lies  a-dying  in  the 
meshes  of  the  crafty  net,  so  I  bewail  thee,  my  hapless  sire, 
after  that  last  fatal  bath  of  thine  laid  out  most  piteously  in 

death. 

Oh  !  the  horror  of  that  axe  which  hacked  thee  so  cruelly, 
my  sire !  oh!  the  bitter  thought  that  prompted  thy  return  * 
from  Troy  !  With  no  garlands  or  Victor's  crowns  did  thy 
wife  welcome  thee,  but  with  his  two-edged  sword  she  made 
thee  the  sad  sport  of  .-Egisthus  and  kept  her  treacherous 

j)aramour. 

Cho.  O  Electra,  daughter  of  Agamemnon,  to  thy  rustic 
cot  I  come,  for  a  messenger  hath  arrived,  a  higlilander  from 
MycencT,  one  who  lives  on  milk,  announcing  that  the  Argives 
are  proclaiming  a  sacrifice  for  the  third  day  from  now,  and 
all  our  miidens  are  to  go  to  Hera's  temple. 

Ele.  Kind  friends,  my  heart  is  not  set  on  festivity,  nor 
do  necklaces  of  gold  cause  any  flutter  in  my  sorrowing 
bosom,  nor  will  I  stand  up  with  the  maidens  of  Argos  to 
beat  my  foot  in  the  mazy  dance.  Tears  have  been  my  meat 
day  and  night';  ah  misery!     See  my  unkempt  hair,  my 

*  Reading  Dindorf's  tTropftpuVw,  a  correction  of  iirooOofiocKTio. 

^  After  iaxdv  the  MS.  adds  doiSdv,  omitted  by  Paley  as  a  manifest 
corruption  of  the  following  "Ai'^a,  which  word  Hermann  repeats  twice. 

^  Dindorf,  suspicious  of  iiiwofiai  in  this  connection,  suggests  rciKOfiai 
or  tyKtifuu. 

*  The  reading  in  Paley  is  Sfftai'=  "  neck."  I  have  ventured  to  trans- 
late ifpa^,  an  easy  correction,  suitable  to  the  context. 

'  aycaXa  (Seidler).  *  Hermann  oiiov  ^vXac. 

'  Reading  vvxcvw,  for  which  Person  suggests  xop<t^. 
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tattered  dress;  are  they  fit'  for  a  princess,  a  daughter  of 
Agamemnon,  or  for  Troy  which  once  thought  of  my  father 
as  its  captor  ? 

Cho.  Mighty  is  the  goddess  ;  so  come,  and  borrow  of  me 
broidered  robes  for  apparel  and  jewels  of  gold  that  add  a 
further  grace  to  beauty's  charms.'  Dost  think  to  triumph 
o'er  thy  foes  by  tears,  if  thou  honour  not  the  gods  ?  'Tis 
not  by  lamentation  but  by  pious  prayers  to  heaven  that 
thou,  my  daughter,  wilt  make  fortune  smile  on  ihee. 

Ele.  No  god  hearkens  to  the  voice  of  lost  Electra,  or 
heeds  the  sacrifices  offered  by  my  father  long  ago.  Ah  woe 
for  the  dead  !  woe  for  the  living  wanderer,  who  dwellcth  in 
some  foreign  land,  an  outcast  and  a  vagabond  at  a  menial 
board,  sprung  though  he  is  of  a  famous  sire  !  Myself,  too, 
in  a  poor  man  s  hut  do  dwell,  wasting  my  soul  with  grief, 
an  exile  from  my  father's  halls,  here  by  the  scarred  hill-side  ; 
while  my  mother  is  wedded  to  a  new  husband  in  a  marriage 
stained  by  blood. 

Cho.  Many  a  woe  to  Hellas  and  thy  house  did  Helen, 
thy  mother's  sister,  cause. 

Ele.    Ha  !    [Catching  sight  of  Orestes  ami  Pvlades.] 
Friends,  I  break  off  my  lament ;  yonder  are  strangers  just 
leaving  the  place  of  ambush  where  they  were  couching,  and 
making  for  the  house.     We  must  seek  to  escai)e  the  villains 
by  flying,  thou  along  the  path  and  I  into  my  cottage. 
Ore.  Stay,  poor  maid  ;  fear  no  violence  from  me. 
Ele.  O  Phoebus  Apollo  I  I  beseech  thee  spare  my  life. 
Ore.  Give  me  the  lives  '  of  others  more  my  foes  than 

thou  ! 

Ele.  Begone !  touch  me  not !  thou  hast  no  right  to. 
Ore.  There  is  none  I  have  a  better  right  to  touch. 

•  f(  7rp*7rovr'  (Rciskc). 

•^  Reading  x''P*<'*  (^"sgrave)  for  x"P«''«' =  "  accept  as  a  favour."  nn 
unusual  sense  here  supplied  by  Taley. 
■*  Reading  crtiroe/it  without  di>  (Bothe). 
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Ele.  How  is  it  then  thou  waylayest  me,  sword  in  hand, 

near  my  house  ? 

Ore.  Wait  and  hear,  and  thou  wilt  soon  agree  with  me. 

Ele.  Here  I  stand ;  I  am  in  thy  power  in  any  case,  since 
thou  art  the  stronger. 

Ore.  I  am  come  to  thee  with  news  of  thy  brother. 

Ele.  O  best  of  friends !  is  he  alive  or  dead  ? 

Ore.  Alive ;  I  would  fain  give  thee  my  good  news  first. 

Ele.  God  bless  thee  !  in  return  for  thy  welcome  tidings. 

Ore.  I  am  prepared  to  share  that  blessing  between  us. 

Ele.  In  what  land  is  my  poor  brother  spending  his  dreary 

exile  ? 

Ore.  His  ruined  life  does  not  conform  to  the  customs  ' 

of  any  one  city. 

Ele.  Surely  he  does  not  want  for  daily  bread  ? 
Ore.  Bread  he  has,  but  an  exile  is  a  helpless  man  at  best. 
Ele.  Wliat  is  this  message  thou  hast  brought  from  him? 
Ore.   He  asks,  "  Art  thou  alive?  and  if  so,  How  art  thou 

faring?" 

Ele.  Well,  first  thou  seest  how  haggard  I  am  grown. 

Ore.  So  wasted  with  sorrow  that  I  weep  for  thee. 

Ele.   Next   mark   my   head,  shorn   and   shaven    like   a 

Scythian's.  ,     ,     j- 

Ore.  Thy  brother's  fate  and  father's  death  no  doubt  dis- 

tress  thee. 

Ele.  Yes,  alas  !  for  what  have  I  more  dear  than  these  ? 
Ore.  Ah'l  and  what'  dost  thou  suppose  is  dearer  to  thy 

brother? 

Ele.  He  is  far  away,  not  here  to  show  his  love  to  me. 
Ore.  Wherefore  art  thou  living  here  far  from  the  city  ? 
Ele.  I  am  wedded,  sir ;  a  fatal  match ! 
Ore.  Alas  !  for  thy  brother;  I  pity  him.    Is  thy  husband 

of  Mycenae? 

»  Reading  v6^ov  voy^H^v.    Nauck  adopts  roirov  from  Dio  Chrysoston«. 
■^  Reading  Seidler's  correction  ri  S'  av. 
II.  *• 
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Ele.  He  is  not  the  man  to  whom  my  father  ever  thought 
of  betrothing  me. 

Ore.  Tell  me  all,  that  I  may  report  it  to  thy  brother. 
Ele.  I  live  apart  from  my  husband  in  this  house. 
Ore.  The  only  fit  inmate  woulii  be  a  hind  or  herd. 
Ele.  Poor  he  is,  yet  he  displays  a  generous  consideration 

for  me. 

Ork.  Why,  what  is  this  consideration  that  attaches  to  thy 

husband  ? 

Ele.  He  has  never  presumed  to  claim  from  me  a  hus- 
band's rights. 

Ore.  Is  he  under  a  vow  of  chastity  ?  or  does  he  disdain 

thee  ? 

Ele.   He  thought  he  had  no  right  to  flout  my  ancestry. 
Ore.   How  was  it  he  was  not  overjoyed  at  winning  such 

a  bride  ? 

Ele.  He  does  not  recognize  the  right  of  him  who  dis- 
posed of  my  hand. 

Ore.  I  understand;  he  was  afraid  of  the  vengeance  of 
Orestes  hereafter. 

Ele.  There  was  that  fear,  but  he  was  a  virtuous  man  as 

well. 

Ore.  Ah  !  a  noble  nature  this  !  He  deserves  kind  treat- 

ment. 

Ele.  Yes,  if  ever  the  wanderer  return. 

Ore.  But  did  thy  own  mother  give  in  to  this? 

Ele.  Tis  her  husband,  not  her  children  that  a  woman 
loves,  sir  stranger. 

Ore.  Wherefore  did  ^-Egisthus  put  this  affront  on  thee? 

Ele.  His  design  in  giving  me  to  such  a  husband  was  to 
weaken  my  offspring. 

Ore.  To  prevent  thee  bearing  sons,  I  suppose,*  who  should 
punish  him  ? 

•  Sidgwick  reads  wc  Trai^a  SijOfv  .  .  .  roivaropa  to  avoid  5r/de,  aword 
not  found  elsewhere. 


Ele.  That  was  his  plan  ;  God  grant  I  may  avenge  me  on 
him  for  it ! 

Ore.  Does  thy  mother's  husband  know  that  thou  art  yet 
a  maid? 

Ele.  He  does  not ;  our  silence  robs  him  of  that  know- 
ledge. 

Ore.  Are  these  women  friends  of  thine,  who  overhear  our 
talk? 

Ele.  They  are,  and  they  will  keep  our  conversation 
perfectly  secret. 

Ore.  What  could  Orestes  do  in  this  matter,  if  he  <//>/ 
return  ? 

Ele.  Canst  thou  ask  ?  Shame  on  thee  for  that !  Is  not 
this  the  time  for  action  ? 

Ore.  But  suppose  he  comes,  how  could  he  slay  his  father's 
murderers  ? 

Ele.  By  boldly  meting  out  the  same  fate  that  his  father 
had  meted  out  to  him  by  his  foes. 

Ore.  Wouldst  thou  be  brave  enough  to  help  him  slay  his 
mother? 

Ele.  Aye,  with  the  self-same  axe  that  drank  my  father's 
blood. 

Ore.  Am  I  to  tell  him  this,  and  that  thy  purpose  firmly 
holds  ? 

Ele.  Once  I  have  shed  my  mother's  blood  o'er  his,  then 
welcome  death  ! 

Ore.  Ah!  would  Orestes  were  standing  near  to  hear 
that ! 

Ele.  I  should  not  know  him,  sir,  if  I  saw  him. 
Ore.  No  wonder;    you  were   both  children  when   you 
parted. 

Ele.  There  is  only  one  of  my  friends  would  recognize 
him. 

Ore.  The  man  maybe  whp  is  said  to  have  snatched  him 
away  from  being  murdered  ? 
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Ele.  Yes,  the  old  servant  who  tended  my  fathers  child- 
hood long  ago. 

Ore.  Did  thy  father's  corpse  obtain  burial? 

Elk.  Such  burial  as  it  was,  after  his  body  had  been  flung 
forth  from  the  palace. 

Ork.  O  God !  how  awful  is  thy  story  !  Yes,  there  is  a 
feelinf^,  arising  even  from  another's  distress,  that  wrings  the 
human  heart.  Say  on,  that  when  I  know  the  loveless  tale, 
which  yet  1  needs  must  hear,  I  may  carry  it  to  thy  brother. 
For^  pity,  though  it  has  no  place  in  clownish  natures,  is 
inborn  in  the  wise  ;  still  it  may  cause  mischief  to  find  ex- 
cessive cleverness  amongst  the  wise. 

Cho.  I  too  am  animated  by  the  same  desire  as  the 
stranger.  For  dwelling  so  far  from  the  city  I  know  nothing 
of  the  town's  scandals,  and  I  should  like  to  hear  about  them 

now  myself 

Ele.  I  will  tell  you,  if  I  may;  and  surely   I  may  k.^11 
a  friend  about  my  own  and  my  father's  grievous  misfortunes. 
Now  since  thou  movest  me  to  speak,  I  entreat  thee,  sir, 
tell  Orestes  of  our  sorrows  ;  first,  describe  the  dress  I  wear," 
the  load  of  squalor  that  oppresses  me,  the  hovel  I  inhabit 
after  my  royal  home ;  tell  him  how  hard  I  have  to  work  at 
weaving  clothes  myself  [or  else  go  barely  clad  and  do  with- 
out^];  how  I  carry  home  on  my  head  water  from  the  brook  ; 
no  part  have  I  in  holy  festival,  no  place  amid  the  dance  ; 
a    maiden    still    I    turn    from    married    dames  *    and   from 
Castor  too,  to  whom  they  betrothed  me  before  he  joined 
the  heavenly  host,   for   I  was  his  kinswoman.      Meantime 


'  Lines  294-296  seem  singularly  jwintless  in  this  connection,  and  it 
lias  been  suggested  they  are  interpolated  from  the  *'  Antiope." 

■^  Schaefer's  <no\iZ,o^ai  is  an  easy  correction  of  the  strange  ai'Xi^oftat 
of  MS. 

'  Regarded  by  Camper,  whom  Nauck  follows,  as  spurious. 

<  nvano/im  yi'i'airac  ovoa  wapBifOi,  (Paley's  text),  for  which  Nauck 
reads  avaiioficu  Si  yvfivdi;  oixra  TrapOivovt;.    (lartung  reads  rtXui  fiiv  ««i:. 
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my  mother,  'mid  the  spoils  of  Troy,  is  seated  on  her  throne, 
and  at  her  foot-stool  slaves  from  Asia  stand  and  wait,  cap- 
tives of  my  fathers  spear,  whose  Trojan  robes  are  fastened 
with  brooches  of  gold.  And  there  on  the  wall  my  father's 
blood  still  leaves  a  deep  dark  stain,  while  his  murderer 
mounts  the  dead  man's  car  and  fareth  forth,  proudly  grasping 
in  his  blood-stained  hands  the  sceptre  with  which  Agamem- 
non would  marshal  the  sons  of  Hellas.  Dishonoured  lies 
his  grave  ;  naught  as  yet  hath  it  received  of  drink  outpoured 
or  myrtle-spray,  but  bare  of  ornament  his  tomb  is  left.  Yea, 
and  'tis  said  that  noble  hero  who  is  wedded  to  my  mother, 
in  his  drunken  fits,  doth  leap  upon  the  grave,  and  pelt  with 
stones  my  father's  monument,  boldly  gibing  at  us  on  this 
wise,  *'  Where  is  thy  son  Orestes  ?  Is  he  ever  coming  in  his 
glory  to  defend  thy  tomb  ?"  Thus  is  Orestes  flouted  behind 
his  back.  Oh  !  tell  him  this,  kind  sir,  I  pray  thee.  And 
there  be  many  calling  him  to  come, — I  am  but  their  mouth- 
l)iece, — these  suppliant  hands,  this  tongue,  my  broken  heart, 
my  shaven  head,  and  his  own  father  too.  For  'tis  shameful 
that  the  sire  should  have  exterminated  Troy's  race  and  the 
son  yet  prove  too  weak  to  pit  himself  against  one  foe  unto 
the  death,  albeit  he  has  youth  and  better  blood  to  boot. 

Cho.  Lo  !  here  is  thy  husband  hurrying  homeward,  his 
day's  work  done. 

Pea.  {entering  and  catching  sight  of  strangers  talking  to 
Electra.]  Ha  !  who  are  these  strangers  I  see  at  my  door  } 
And  why  are  they  come  hither  to  my  rustic  gate  ?  can  they 
want  my  help  ?  for  'tis  unseemly  for  a  woman  to  stand 
talking  with  young  men. 

Ele.  Dear  husband,  be  not  suspicious  of  me.  For 
thou  shalt  hear  the  truth ;  these  strangers  have  come  to 
bring  me  news  of  Orestes.  Good  sirs,  pardon  him  those 
words. 

Pea.  What  say  they  ?  is  that  hero  yet  alive  and  in  the 
light  of  day? 
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Ele.  He  is ,  at  least  they  say  so,  and  I  believe  them. 
Pea.  Surely  then  he  hath  some  memory  of  his  father  and 

thy  wrongs  ? 

Ele.  These  are  things  to  hope  for;'  a  man  in  exile  is 

helpless. 

Pea.  What  message  have  they  brought  from  Orestes  ? 

Ele.   He  sent  them  to  spy  out  my  evil  case. 

Pea.  Well,  they  only  see  a  part  of  it,  though  maybe  thou 
art  telling  them  the  rest. 

Ele.  They  know  all  ,  there  is  nothing  further  they  need 

ask. 

Pea.  Long  ere  this  then  shouldst  thou  have  thrown  open 

our  doors  to  them.     Enter,  sirs  ;  for  in  return  for  your  good 

tidings,  shall  ye  find  such  cheer  as  my  house  affords.     Ho ! 

servants,  take  their  baggage  within  ;  make  no  excuses,  for 

ye  are  friends  sent  by  one  I  love  ;  and  poor  though  I  am, 

yet  will  I  never  show  meanness  in  my  habits. 

Ore.  Tore  heaven  !  is  this  the  man  who  is  helping  thee 

to  frustrate  thy  marriage,  because  he  will  not  shame  Orestes  ? 
Ele.  This  is  he  whom  they  call  my  husband,  woe  is  me ! 
Ore.   Ah  !  there  is  no   sure  mark  to  recognize  a  man's 

worth  ;  for  human  nature  hath  in  it  an  element  of-confusion. 
For  instance,  I  have  seen  ere  now  the  son  of  a  noble  sire 
prove  himself  a  worthless  knave,  and  virtuous  children 
sprung  from  evil  parents  ;  likewise  dearth  in  a  rich  man's 
spirit,  and  in  a  poor  man's  frame  a  mighty  soul.  By  what 
standard  then  shall  we  rightly  judge  these  things?  By 
wealth  ?  An  evil  test  to  use.  By  poveny  then  ?  Nay,  poverty 
suffers  from  this,  that  it  teaches  a  man  to  play  the  villain 
from  necessity.  To  martial  prowess  must  I  turn?'  But  who 
could  pronounce  who  is  the  valiant  man  merely  from  the 

«  f.^.,  the  prospect  of  his  being  able  to  help  is  too  far  off  to  permit  us 
to  do  anything  more  than  entertain  hopes.  But  Bothe,  whom  Hartung 
follows,  explains  it  '*  spero  haec  ita  esse." 

^  t\f*w,  which  Kirchhoff,  followed  by  Nauck,  alters  into  iUJjv. 
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look  of  his  spear?  Better  is  it  to  leave  these  matters  to 
themselves  without  troubling.  For  here  is  a  man  of  no 
account  in  Argos,  with  no  family  reputation  to  boast,  one  of 
the  common  herd,  proved  a  very  hero.  A  truce  to  your 
folly  ! '  ye  self-deceivers,  swollen  with  idle  fancies  ;  learn  to 
judge  men  by  their  converse,  and  by  their  habits  decide  who 
are  noble.  Such  are  they  who  rule  aright  both  ^  states  and 
families ;  while  those  forms  of  flesh,  devoid  of  intellect,  are 
but  figure-heads  in  the  market-place.  The  strong  arm, 
again,  no  more  than  the  weak  awaits  the  battle-shock,  for 
this  depends  on  natural  courage.  Well !  absent  or  present,^ 
Agamemnon's  son,  whose  business  brings  us  here,  deserves 
this  of  us,  so  let  us  accept  a  lodging  in  this  house.  [Ca//- 
ing  to  his  S€r2'anis.~\  Ho  !  sirrahs,  go  within.  A  humble 
host,  who  does  his  best,  in  preference  to  a  wealthy  man  for 
me  1  And  so  I  thankfully  accept  this  peasant's  proffered 
welcome,  though  1  could  have  preferred  that  thy  brother 
were  conducting  me  to  share  his  fortune  in  liis  halls.  Maybe 
he  yet  will  come  ;  for  the  oracles  of  Loxias  are  sure,  but  to 
man's  divining  "  Farewell  "  say  I. 

l^Exeunt  Orestes  and  Pylades. 

Cho.  Electra,  I  feel  a  warmer  glow  of  joy  suffuse  my  heart 
than  ever  heretofore  ;  perchance  our  fortune,  moving  on  at 
last,  will  find  a  happy  resting-place. 

Ele.  O  reckless  man,  why  didst  thou  welcome  strangers 
like  these,  .so  far  beyond  thy  station,  knowing  the  poverty  of 
thy  house? 

Pea.  Why  ?  if  they  are  really  as  noble  as  they  seem,  surely       / 
they  will  be  equally  content  with  rich  or  humble  fare.  \/ 

Ele.  Well,  since  thou  hast  made  this  error,  poor  man  as 
thou  art,  go  to  my  father's  kind  old  foster-sire  ;  on  the  bank 

'  Paley  adopts  Badham's  emendation  ov  fit)  a<ppovii<rf9'. 
'  Reading  kcu  with  Cobet  for  rdc. 

*  Another  interpretation  makes  6  iraptl/v  refer  to  the  peasant  "as  our 
friend  here  and  the  absent  Orestes  too." 
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of  the  river  Tanaus,  the  boundary  'twixt  Argos  and  the  land 
of  Sparta,  he  tends  his  flocks,  an  outcast  from  the  city ;  bid 
him  come  hither  to  our  house  and  mike  some  provision  for 
the  strangers'  entertainment.  Glad  will  he  be,  and  will  offer 
thanks  to  heaven  to  hear  that  the  child,  whom  once  he 
saved,  is  yet  alive.  I  shall  get  nothing  from  my  mother 
from  my  ancestral  halls;  for  we  should  rue  our  message, 
uere  she  to  learn,  unnatural  wretch  !  that  Orestes  liveth. 

Pka.  1  will  take  this  message  to  the  old  man,  if  it  seem 
good  to  thee  ;  but  get  thee  in  at  once  and  there  make  ready. 
A  woman,  when  she  chooses,  can  find  dainties  in  plenty  to 
garnish  a  feast.  Besides,  there  is  quite  enough  in  the  house 
to  satisfy  them  with  victuals  for  one  day  at  least.  Tis  in 
such  cases,  when  I  come  to  muse  thereon,  that  T  discern 
the  mighty  power  of  wealth,  whether  to  give  to  strangers, 
or  to  expend  in  curing  the  body  when  it  falls  sick  ;  but 
our  daily  food  is  a  small  matter  ;  ^  for  all  of  us,  rich  as  well 
as  poor,  are  in  like  case,  as  soon  as  we  are  satisfied. 

[Exeufit  Electra  and  Peasant. 

Cho.  Ye  famous  ships,  that  on  a  day  were  brought  to 
land  at  Troy  by  those  countless  oars,  what  time  ye  led  the 
Nereids'  dance,  where  the  dolphin  music-loving  rolled  and 
gambolled  round  your  dusky  prows,  escorting  Achilles, 
nimble  son  of  Thetis,  when  he  went  with  Agamemnon  to 
the  banks  of  Trojan  Simois ;  when  Nereids  left  Kubcea's 
strand,  bringing  *  from  Hephaestus'  golden  forge  the  harness 
he  had  fLishioned  for  that  warrior's  use  ;  him  long  they 
sought"  o'er  Pelion  and  Ossa's  spurs,  ranging  the  sacred 
glens  and  the  peaks  of  Nymphaea,'  where  his  knightly  sire 

'  Wecklcin,  objecting  to  the  harshness  of  the  Greek  here,  reads  cai 
OfiiKpov  apKtl. 

'*  Paley's  text  is  followed,  but,  as  he  and  most  editors  hint,  there  is 
probably  some  corruption  in  lines  444-448. 

^  Paley's  conjecture  Ifidtmvov  for  the  corrupt  copaj  fianva*, 

*  Seidler  i-v/i^av. 


was  training  up  a  light  for  Hellas,  even  the  sea-born  son 
of  Thetis,  a  warrior  swift  to  help  the  sons  of  Atreus. 

One  that  came  from  Ilium,  and  set  foot  in  the  haven  of 
Nauplia,  told  me  that  on  the  circle  of  thy  far-famed  targe, 
O  son  of  Thetis,  was  wrought  this  blazon,  a  terror  to  the 
Phrygians ; '  on  the  rim  of  the  buckler  Perseus  with  winged 
sandals,  was  bearing  in  his  hand  across  the  main  the  Gorgon's 
head,  just  severed  ^  by  the  aid  of  Hermes,  the  messenger  of 
Zeus,  that  rural  ^  god  whom  Maia  bore ;  while  in  the  centre 
of  the  shield  the  sun's  bright  orb  fl  ished  light  on  the  backs 
of  his  winged  coursers  ;  there  too  was  the  heavenly  choir 
of  stars,  Pleiades  and  Hyades,  to  dazzle  Hector's  eyes  and 
make  him  flee ;  *  and  upon  his  gold-forged  helm  were 
sphinxes,  bearing  in  their  talons  the  prey  of  which  the 
minstrels  sing  ;  *  on  his  breast-plate  was  a  lioness  breathing 
flame,  her  eye  upon  Peirene's  steed,"  in  eagerness  to  rend  it. 
There  too  in  murderous  fray '  four-footed  steeds  were 
prancing,  while  o'er  their  backs  uprose  dark  clouds  of  dust. 
But  he  *  who  led  these  warriors  stout,  was  slain  by  wedding 
thee,  malignant  child  of  Tyndareus !  Wherefore  shall  the 
gods  of  heaven  one  day  send  thee  to  thy  doom,  and  I  shall 
yet  live  to  see  the  sword  at  thy  throat,  drinking  its  crimson 
tide. 

Old  Max.  Where  is  the  young  princess,  my  mistress, 
Agamemnon's  daughter,  whom  I  nursed  in  days  gone  by  ? 
Oh  :  how  steep  is  the  approach  to  this  house,  a  hard  climb 

'   Nauck  ^tjcrti. 

'  XaifWTOfiov. 

^  Hermes  was  the  god  of  Arcadia,  his  birthplace. 

*  dfifiaai  rfjoTToloi,  Barnes'  emendation. 
/.<•.,  carrying  off  a  man. 

*•  The  Chimnera  is  glaring  up  at  Pegasus,  the  winged  horse  of  Belle- 
rophon. 

'  iv  Sk  Sopfi,  Hermann  ;  dopi  i'  tr,  Hartung.  It  is  doubtful  if  either 
is  right. 

*  Understanding  Agamemnon's  murder  by  Clytemnestra. 
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for  these  old  wasted  feet  of  mine!  Still,  to  reach  such 
friends  as  these,  I  must  drag  my  bent  old  back  and  tottering 
knees  up  it.  Ah,  daughter ! — for  I  see  thee  now  at  thy 
door, — lo !  I  have  brought  thee  this  tender  lamb  from  my 
own  flock,  having  taken  it  from  its  dam,  with  garlands  too 
and  cheese  straight  from  the  press,  and  this  flask  of  choice 
old  wine  with  fragrant  boucjuet;  'tis  small  perhaps,  but  pour 
a  cup  thereof  into  some  weaker  drink,  and  it  is  a  luscious 
draught.  .  Let  some  one  carry  these  gifts  into  the  house  for 
the  guests  ;  for  I  would  fain  wi[)e  from  my  eyes  the  rising 
tears  on  this  tattered  cloak. 

Ele.  Why  stands  the  tear-drop  in  thine  eye,  old  friend  ? 
Is  it  that  my  sorrows  have  been  recalled  to  thee  after  an 
interval  ?  or  art  thou  bewailing  the  sad  exile  of  Orestes,  and 
my  father's  fate,  whom  thou  didst  once  fondle  in  thy  arms, 
in  vain,  alas  !  for  thee  and  for  thy  friends  ? 

Old  Man.  Ah  yes  !  in  vain;  but  still  I  could  not  bear  ' 
to  leave  him  thus  ;  and  so  I  added  this  to  my  journey  that  I 
sought  his  grave,  and,  falling  tliereupon,  wept  o'er  its  deso- 
lation ;  then  did  I  open  the  wine-skin,  my  gift  to  thy  guests, 
and  [K)ured  a  libation,  and  set  myrtle-sprigs  round  the  tomb. 
And  lo  !  upon  the  garve  itself  I  saw  a  black  ram  had  been 
off"ered,  and  there  was  blood,  not  long  poured  forth,  and 
severed  locks  of  auburn  hair.  Much  I  wondered,  my 
daughter,  who  had  dared  approach  the  tomb ;  certainly  'twas 
no  Argive.  Nay,  thy  brotl^r  may  perchance  have  come  by 
stealth,  and  going  thither  have  done  honour  to  his  father's 
wretched  grave.  Look  at  the  hair,  compare  it  with  thy 
own,  to  see  if  the  colour  of  these  cut  locks  is  the  same  ; 
for  children  in  whose  veins  runs  the  same  father's  blood, 
have  usually  a  close  bodily  resemblance  in  most  points. 

Ele.  Old  sir,  thy  words  are  unworthy  of  a  wise  man, 
if  thou  thinkest  my  own  brave  brother  would  have  come  to 
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this  land  by  stealth  for  fear  of  ^gisthus.  In  the  next  place, 
how  should  our  hair  correspond?  His  is  the  hair  of  a  gallant 
youth  trained  up  in  manly  sports,  mine  a  woman's  curled  and 
combed;  nay,  that  is  a  hopeless  clue.  Besides,  thou  couldst 
find  many,  whose  hair  is  of  the  same  colour,  albeit  not  sprung 
from  the  same  blood.  [No,  maybe  'twas  some  stranger 
cut  ofi"  his  hair  in  pity  at  his  tomb,  or  one  that  came  to  spy  ' 
this  land  privily.^] 

Old  Man.  Put  thy  foot  in  the  print  of  his  shoe  and 
mark  whether  it  correspond  with  thine,  my  child. 

Ele.  How  should  the  foot  make  any  impression  on  stony 
ground  ?  and  if  it  did,  the  foot  of  brother  and  sister  would 
not  be  the  same  in  size,  for  a  man's  is  the  larger. 

Old  Man.  Hast  thou  no  mark,  in  case  thy  brother 
s/iou/J  comCj^  whereby  to  recognize  the  weaving  of  thy  loom, 
the  robe  wherein  I  snatched  him  from  death  that  day? 

Ele.  Dost  thou  forget  I  was  still  a  babe  when  Orestes 
left  the  country  ?  and  even  if  I  had  woven  him  a  robe,  how- 
should  he,  a  mere  child  then,  be  wearing  the  same  now, 
unless  our  clothes  and  bodies  grow  together  ? 

Old  Man.  Where  are  these  guests  ?  I  fain  would  question 
them  face  to  face  about  thy  brother. 

Ele.  There  they  are,  in  haste  to  leave  the  house. 

Old  Man.  Well  born,  it  seems,  but  that  may  be  a  sham  ; 
for  there  be  plenty  such  prove  knaves.  Still  I  give  them 
greeting. 

Ore.  All  hail,  father  !  To  which  of  thy  friends,  Electra, 
does  this  old  relic  of  mortality  belong  ? 

'  Reading  aKoirbg,  cf.    line   354.     Hartung  reads  UeipaT    »/   r/"}«T^f, 

'^  These  lines  are  inserted  in  most  editions  after  1.  544.  The  alteration 
is  due  to  Paley. 

^  Paley,  with  much  reason,  marks  a  lacuna  after!.  538  (cf.  his  note  ad 
i<h\).  The  passage  as  it  stands  is  scarcely  intelligible,  and  /loXwr  after  u 
without  a  finite  verb  is  very  doubtful  Greek.     Musgrave  reads  /loXoi. 
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Er.p:.  This  is  he  who  nursed  my  sire,  sir  stranger. 

Ork.  What !  do  I  behold  him  who  removed  '  thy  brother 
out  of  harm's  way? 

Elp:.  Behold  the  man  who  saved  his  life;  if,  that  is,  he 
liveth  still. 

Ore.  Ha  !  why  does  he  look  so  hard  at  me,  as  if  he 
were  examining  the  bright  device  on  silver  coin?  Is  he 
finding  in  me  a  likeness  to  soma  other? 

Ei.E.  Maybe  he  is  glad  to  see  in  thee  a  companion  of 
Orestes. 

Ore.  a  man  I  love  full  well.  Hut  why  is  he  walking 
round  me  ? 

Ele.  I,  too,  am  watching  his  movements  with  amaze,  sir 
stranger. 

/      Old  Man.   My  honoured  mistress,  my  daughter  Electra, 
return  thanks  to  heaven, — 

Ele.   Eor  past  or  present  favours  ?  which  ? 

Old  Man.  That  thou  hast  found  a  treasured  prize,  which 
God  is  now  revealing. 

Ele.  Hear  me  invoke  the  gods.  But  what  dost  thou  mean, 
old  man  ? 

Old  Man.  Behold  before  thee,  my  child,  thy  nearest  and 
dearest. 

Ele.  I  have  long  feared  thou  wert  not  in  thy  sound 
senses. 

Old  Man.  Not  in  my  sound  senses,  because  I  see  thy 
brother  ? 

Ele.  What  mean'st  thou,  aged  friend,  by  these  astounding 
words  ? 

Old  Man.  Th  u  I  see  Orestes,  Agamemnon's  son,  before 
me. 

Ele.  What  mark  dost  see  that  I  can  trust  ? 

Old  Man.  A  scar  along  his  brow,  where  he  fell  and  cut 
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himself  one  day  in  his  father's  home  when  chasing  a  fawn 
with  thee. 

Ele.  Is  it  possible?   True;  I  see  the  mark  of  the  fall. 

Old  Man.  Dost  hesitate  then  to  embrace  thy  own  dear 
brother  ? 

Ele.  No  !  not  any  longer,  old  friend  ;  for  my  soul  is  con- 
vinced by  the  tokens  thou  showest.  O  my  brother,  thou 
art  come  at  last,  and  I  embrace  thee,  little  as  I  ever  thought 
to. 

Ore.  And  thee  to  my  bosom  at  last  I  press. 

Ele.   I  never  thought  that  it  would  hai)pen.     — 

Ore.  All  hope  in  me  was  also  dead. 

Ele.  Art  thou  really  he  ? 

Ore.  Aye,  thy  one  and  only  champion,  if  I  can  but  safely 
draw  to  shore '  the  cast  I  mean  to  throw ;  and  I  feel  sure 
I  shall ;  else  must  we  cease  to  believe  in  gods,  if  wrong  is 
to  triumph  o'er  right. 

Cho.  At  last,  at  last  appears  thy  radiant  dawn,  O  happy 
day  :  and  as  a  beacon  to  the  city  hast  thou  revealed  the 
wanderer,  who,  long  ago,  poor  boy  !  was  exiled  from  his 
father's  halls.  Now,  lady,  comes  our  turn  for  victory, 
ushered  in  by  some  god.  Raise  hand  and  voice  in  prayer, 
beseech  the  gods  that  good  fortune  may  attend  thy  brother's 
entry  to  the  city. 

Ore.  Enough  I  sweet  though  the  rapture  of  this  greeting 
be,  I  must  wait  and  return  it  hereafter.  Do  thou,  old 
friend  so  timely  met,  tell  me  how  I  am  to  avenge  me  on 
my  father's  murderer,  and  on  my  mother,  the  partner  in 
his  guilty  marriage.  Have  I  still  in  Argos  any  band  of 
kindly  friends?  or  am  I,  like  my  fortunes,  bankrupt  al- 
together? With  whom  am  I  to  league  myself?  by  night  or 
day  shall  I  advance  ?  point  out  a  road  for  me  to  take  against 
these  foes  of  mine. 
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Old  Man.  My  son,  thou  hast  no  friend  now  in  thy  hour 
of  adversity.  Q^o !  that  is  a  piece  of  rare  good  luck,  to 
find  another  share  thy  fortunes  aUke  for  better  and  for  worse. 
Thou  art  of  every  friend  completely  reft,  all  hope  is  gone 
from  thee  ;  be  sure  of  what  I  tell  thee ;  on  thy  own  arm  and 
fortune  art  thou  wholly  thrown  to  win  thy  father's  home 
and  thy  city. 

Ore.  What  must  I  do  to  compass  this  result? 

Old  Man.  Slay  Thyestes'  son  and  thy  mother. 

Ork.  I  came  to  win  that  victor's  crown,  but  how  can  I 
attain  it  ? 

Old  Man.  Thou  wouldst  never  achieve  it  if  thou  didst 

enter  the  walls.  ^ 

Ore.  Are  they  manned  with  guards  and  armed  sentinels? 

Old  Man.  Aye  truly  ;  for  he  is  afraid  of  thee,  and  can- 
not sleep  secure. 

Ore.  Well  then,  do  thou  next  propose  a  scheme,  old 

friend. 

Old  Man.  Hear  me  a  moment ;  an  idea  has  just  oc- 
curred to  me. 

Ore.   May  thy  counsel  prove  good,  and  my  i>erception 

keen! 

Old  Man.  I  saw  /Kgisthus,  as  I  was  slowly  pacing  hither— 

Ore.  I  welcome  thy  words.     Where  was  he  ? 

Old  Man.  Not  far  from  these  fields,  at  his  stables. 

Ore.  What  was  he  doing  ?  I  see  a  gleam  of  hope  after 
our  dilemma. 

Old  Man    I  thought  he  was  preparing  a  feast  for  the 

Nymphs. 

Ore.  In  return  for  the  bringing  up  of  children  or  in  an- 
ticipation of  a  birth  ? 

Old  Man.  All  I  know  is  this,  he  was  preparing  to  sac- 
rifice oxen. 

'  Following  Nauck's  reading  riix«w>'/**v  *X0u»v  iiroj  ovliv  ar  oQivoiq. 
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Ore.   How  many  were  with  him  ?  or  was  he  alone  with 
his  servants? 

Old  Man.  There  was  no  Argive  there  ;  only  a  band  of 
his  own  followers. 

Orp:.   Is  it  possible  that  any  of  them  will  recognize  me, 
old  man  ? 

Old  Man.  They  are  only  servants,  and  they  have  never 
even  seen  thee. 

Ore.  Will  they  support  me,  if  I  prevail  ? 
^^Old  Man.  Yes,  that  is  the  way  of  slaves,'  luckily  for  thee. 

Ore.  On  what  pretext  can  I  approach  him  ? 

Old  Man.  Go  to  some  place  where  he  will  see  thee  as 
he  sacrifices. 

Ore.   His  estate  is  close  to  the  road  then,  I  suppose. 

Old  Man.  Yes,  and  when  he  sees  thee  there,   he  will 
invite  thee  to  the  feast. 

Ore.  So  help  me  Ciod  !   He  shall  rue  his  invitation. 

Old  Man.  After  that,  form   thy  own  plan  according  to 
circumstances. 

Ore.  Good  advice  !    But  my  mother,  where  is  she  ? 

Old  Man.  At  Argos;  but  she  will  yet  join  her  husband' 
for  the  feast. 

Ore.  Why  did  she  not  come  forth  with  him  ? 

Old  Man.  From  fear  of  the  citizens'  reproach  she  stayed 
behind. 

Ore.  I   understand  ;   she  knows  that   the  city  suspects 
her. 

Old  Man.  Just  so;  her  wickedness  makes  her  hated. 
Ore.  How  shall  I  slay  her  and  him  together? 
Ele.  Mine  be  the  preparation  of  my  mother's  slaying  j 
Ore.  Well,  as  for  that  other  matter,  fortune  will  favour 
us. 

Ele.  Our  old  friend  here  must  help  us  both. 

*  ^/iwwv,  Person's  conjecture  for  dWutv. 

'  *n  TTofff  J,  Seidler's  conjecture  ;  Reiske  reads  iv  raxtu 
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Old  Man.  Aye,  that  will  I ;  but  what  is  thy  scheme  for 
slaying  thy  mother  ? 

Ele.  Go,  old  man,  and  tell  Clytemnestra  *  from  me  that  I 
have  given  birth  to  a  son. 

Old  Man.  Some  time  ago,  or  quite  recently? 

Ele.  Ten ""  days  ago,  which  are  the  days  of  my  purifica- 
tion. 

Old  Man.  Suppose  it  done  ;    but  how  doth   this  help 

towards  slaying  thy  mother  ? 

Ele.  She  will  come,  when  she  hears  of  my  confinement. 
Old  Man.  What '.  dost  think   she  cares  aught  for  thee, 

my  child? 

Ele.  Oh  yes  !  she  will  weep  no  doubt  over  my  child's 

low  rank. 

Old  Man.  Perhaps  she  may  ;  but  go  back '  again  to  the 

point. 

Ele.  Her  death  is  certain,  if  she  comes. 

Old  Man.  In  that  case,  let  her  come  right  up  to  the  door 
of  the  house. 

Ele.  Why  then  it  were  a  little  thing  to  turn  her  steps 
mto  the  road  to  Hades'  halls. 

Old  Man.  Oli  !  to  see  this  one  day,  then  die  ! 

Ele.  First  of  all,  old  friend,  act  as  my  brother's  guide. 

Old  Man.  To  the  place  where  yEgisthus  is  now  sacri- 
ficing to  the  gods  ? 

Ele.  Then  go,  find  my  mother  and  give  her  my  message. 

Old  Man.  Aye  that  I  will,  so  that  she  shall  think  the 
very  words  are  thine. 

Elic.  (To  Orestes.)  Thy  work  begins  at  once  ;  thou  hast 
drawn  the  first  lot  m  the  tragedy. 

Ore,  I  will  go,  if  some  one  will  show  me  the  way. 

Old  Man.  I  will  myself  conduct  thee  nothing  loth. 

'  Line  651  is  rejected  as  spurious  by  Matthiae. 

*  Six'.     So  Elmsley  for  \iy\ 

•  ayt.     So  Seidler  and  Musgrave  for  ay«. 
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Ore.  O  Zeus,  god  of  my  fathers,  vanquisher  of  my  foes, 
have  pity '  on  us,  for  a  piteous  lot  has  ours  been. 

Ele    Oh  !  have  pity  on  thy  own  descendants. 

Ore.  O  Hera,  mistress  of  Mycense's  altars,  grant  us  the 
victory,  if  we  are  asking  what  is  right. 

Ele.  YeSjgrant  us  vengeance  on  them  for  our  father's  death. 

Ore.  Thou  too,  my  father,  sent  to  the  land  of  shades  by 
wicked  hands,  [and  Earth,  the  queen  of  all,  to  whom  I 
spread  my  suppliant  palms,]  up  and  champion  thy  dear 
children.  [Come  with  all  the  dead  to  aid,  all  they  who 
helped  thee  break  the  Phrygians'  power,  and  all  who  hate 
ungodly  crime.]  Dost  hear  me,  father,  victim  of  my  mother's 
rage? 

Ele.  Sure  am  I  he  heareth  all ;  but  'tis  time  to  part.  For 
this  cause  too  I  bid  thee  strike*  ^gisthus  down,  because,  if 
thou  all  in  the  struggle  and  perish,  I  also  die ;  no  longer 
number  me  amongst  tie  living  ;  for  M  will  stab  myself  with 
a  two-edged  sword.  And  now  will  I  go  indoors  and  make 
all  ready  there,  for,  if  there  come  good  news  from  thee,  my 
house  shall  ling  with  women's  cries  of  joy;  but,  if  thou  art 
slain,  a  difTerent  scene  must  then  ensue,  'i  hese  are  my 
instructions  to  thee. 

Ore.  I  know  my  lesson  well. 

Ele.  Then  show  thyself  a  man.  {Exeunt  Orestes, 
Pvlades,  and  Old  Man.)  And  you,  my  friends,  signal 
to  me  by  cries  the  certain  issue  of  this  fray.  Myself  will 
keep  the  sword  ready  in  my  grasj),  for  I  will  never  accept 
defeat,  and  yield  my  body  to  my  enemies  to  insult. 

{^Exit  Electra. 

*  To  avoid  the  awkward  ^  in  oirrfipf  W  i\\iac,  Nauck  rearranges  these 
line>^,  placing  672,  673  after  676.  He  also  distributes  lines  677  to  683 
alternately  between  Orestes  and  Electra,  adding  considerably  to  the 
effect  of  the  app^eal,  if  the  lines  are  all  genuine  ;  but  Paley  shows  grave 
reasons  for  regarding  678  and  680-683  ^^  spurious. 

^  0fvtii^,  Musgrave. 

'  Nauck  regards  1.  688  as  suspicious. 
II.  F 
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Cho.  Still  the  story'    finds   a   place   in  time-honoured  ^ 

legends,  how  on  a  day  Pan,  the  steward  of  husbandry,  came 
breathing  dulcet  music  on  his  jointed  pipe,  and  brought 
with  him  from  its  tender  dam  on  Argive  hills,  a  beauteous  || 

lamb  with  fleece  of  gold ;  then  stood  a  herald  high  upon 
the  rock  and  cried  aloud,  "  Away  to  the  place  of  assembly,  .  ^ 

ye  folk  of  Mycenre  !  to  behold  the  strange  and  awful  sight 
vouchsafed  to  our  blest  rulers."  Anon  the  dancers  did 
obeisance  to  the  family  of  Atreus  ;  the  altar-steps  of  beaten 
gold  were  draped ;  and  through  that  Argive  town  the  altars 
blazed  with   fire  ;    sweetly  rose   the    lute's  clear  note,  the  \ 

handmaid  of  the  Muse's  song  ;  and  ballads  fair  were  written 
on  the  golden  lamb,  saying  that  Thyestes  had  the  luck  ; ' 
for  he  won  the  guilty  love  of  the  wife  of  Atreus,  and  earned 
off  to  his  house  the  strange  creature,  and  then  coming 
before  the  assembled  folk  he  declared  to  them  that  he  had 
in  his  house  that  horned  beast  with  fleece  of  gold.  In  the 
self-same  hour  it  was  that  Zeus  changed  the  radiant  courses 
of  the  stars,  the  light  of  the  sun,  and  the  joyous  face  of 
dawn,  and  drave  his  car  athwart  the  western  sky  with  fervent 
heat  from  heaven's  fires,  while  northward  fled  the  ram- 
clouds,  and  Ammon's  strand  grew  parched  and  faint  and 
void  of  dew,  when  it  was  robbed  of  heaven's  genial  showers. 
'  ris  said,  though  I  can  scarce  believe  it,  the  sun  turned 

I 

^  The  story  was  that  Atreus  and  Thyestes,  the  sons  of  Pelops,  being 
rival  claimants  to  the  throne  of  Mycenae,  agreed  that  whichever  should 
be  able  to  exhibit  some  portent  should  l>e  king.  Now  Atreus  found  a 
golden  lamb  among  his  flocks,  and  would  have  exhibited  it,  but  Thyestes, 
by  guilty  collusion  with  his  brother's  wife  .Erope,  cheated  him  and  ^ 

produced  the  lamb  as  his.     Accordingly  he  received  the  kingdom  ;  but  fH 

Atreus  avenged  himself  by  drowning  his  wife,  and  by  kilhng  the  children 
of  Thyestes  and  serving  them  up  as  food  to  their  father,  whom  he  then 
slew.     Whereat  Zeus  reversed  the  whole  order  of  nature,  to  make  men 

suflFer  for  these  crimes.  u-  v  • 

a  For  the  corrupt  «r  f^.Xoyo.,  Paley  suggested  wc  «<"■«  Xaxoc  which  is 

followed  as  giving  a  possible  meaning. 


round  his  glowing  throne  of  gold,  to  vex  the  sons  of  men 
by  this  change  because  of  the  quarrel  amongst  them.     Still,  A 
tales  of  horror  have  their  use  in   making  men  regard  the  f 
gods  ;  of  whom  thou  hadst  no  thought,  when  thou  slewest 
thy  husband,  thou  mother  of  this  noble  pair. 

Hark  !  my  friends,  did  ye  hear  that  noise,  like  to  the 
rumbling  of  an  earthcjuake,  or  am  I  the  dupe  of  idle  fancy? 
Hark  !  hark  I  once  more  that  wind-borne  sound  swells  loudly 
on  mine  ear.  Electra !  mistress  mine  !  come  forth  from  the 
house  ! 

Ele.  {rushing  out.)  What  is  it,  good  friends  ?  how  goes 
the  day  with  us  ? 

Cho.  I  hear  the  cries  of  dying  men  ;  no  more  I  know. 

Ele.  I  heard  them  too,  far  off,  but  still  distinct. 

Cho.  Y'es,  the  sound  came  stealing  from  afar,  but  yet 
'twas  clear. 

Ele.  Was  it  the  groan  of  an  Argive,  or  of  my  friends  ? 

Cho.  I  know  not ;  for  the  cries  are  all  confused. 

Ele.  That  word  of  thine  is  my  death-warrant ;  why  do  I 
delay  ? 

Cho.  Stay,  till  thou  learn  thy  fate  for  certam. 

Ele.  No,  no ;  we  are  vanquished ;  where  are  our  mes- 
sengers ? 

Cho.  They  will  come  in  time ;  to  slay  a  kmg  is  no  light 
task. 

Mes.  All  hail  !  ye  victors,  maidens  of  Mycenae,  to  all 
Orestes'  friends  his  triumph  I  announce ;  ^^gisthus,  the 
murderer  of  Agamemnon,  lies  weltering  where  he  fell;  return 
thanks  to  heaven. 

Ele.  Who  art  thou  ?  What  proof  dost  thou  give  of  this? 

Mes.  Look  at  me,  dost  thou  not  recognize  thy  brother's 
servant  ? 

Ele.  O  best  of  friends  f  'twas  fear  that  prevented  me 
from  recognizing  thee ;  now  I  know  thee  well.  What  sayst 
thou  ?     Is  my  father's  hateful  murderer  slain  ? 


68 


EURIPIDES. 


[l.  770-841 


ELECTRA. 


It 


Mes.  He  is;  I  repeat  it  since  it  is  thy  wish. 

Cho.  Ye  gods,  and  Justice,  whose  eye  is  on  all,  at  last 
art  thou  come. 

Ele.  I  fain  would  learn  the  way  and  means  my  brother 
took  to  slay  Thyestes'  son. 

Mes.  After  we  had  set  out  from  this  house,  we  struck 
into  the  broad  high-road,  and  came  to  the  place  where  was 
the  far-famed  King  of  Mycenoe.  Now  he  was  walking  in  a 
garden  well-watered,  culling  a  wreath  of  tender  myrtle-sprays 
for  his  head,  and  when  he  saw  us,  he  called  out,  "  All  hail  ! 
strangers ;  who  are  ye  ?  whence  come '  ye  ?  from  what 
country?"  To  him  Orestes  answered,  "We  are  from 
Thessaly,  on  our  way  to  Alpheus'  banks  to  sacrifice  to 
Olympian  Zeus."  When  .-Egisthus  heard  that,  he  said,  ''Ye 
must  be  my  guests  to-day,  and  share  the  feast,  for  I  am  even 
now  sacrificing  to  the  Nymphs;  and  by  rising  with  to- 
morrow's light  ye  will  be  just  as  far  upon  your  journey;  now 
let  us  go  within."  Therewith  he  caught  us  by  the  hand  and 
led  us  by  the  way ;  refuse  we  could  not ;  and  when  we  were 
come  to  the  house,  he  gave  command  :  "  Bring  water  for 
my  guests  to  wash  forthwith,  that  they  may  stand  around  the 
altar  near  the  laver."  But  Orestes  answered,  "  Twas  but 
now  we  purified  ourselves  and  washed  us  clean  in  water  from 
the  river.  So  if  we  strangers  are  to  join  your  citizens  in 
sacrifice,  we  are  ready.  King  .-Kgisthus,  and  will  not  refuse." 
So  ended  they  their  private'  conference.  Meantime  the 
servants,  that  composed  their  master's  bodyguard,  laid  aside 
their  weai)ons,  and  one  and  all  were  busied  at  their 
tasks.  Some  brought  the  bowl  to  catch  the  blood,  others 
took  up  baskets,  while  others  kindled  fire  and  set  cauldrons 
round  about  the  altars,  and  the  whole  house  rang.  Then 
did  thy  mother's  husband  take  the  barley  for  sprinkling, 
and  began  casting  it  upon  the  hearth  with  these  words,  **  Ye 

•  'Kopivittff  tffrt  T  U  Troiac,  Musgrave's  correction. 
^  Ik  fifffov.     Ilarlung  M' /it<T«/^ 
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Nymphs,  who  dwell  among  the  rocks,  grant  that  I  may 
ofien  sacrifice  with  my  wife,  the  daughter  of  Tyndareus 
within  my  halls,  as  happily  as  now,  and  ruin  seize  my  foes  !" 
(whereby  he  meant  Orestes  and  thyself.)  But  my  master, 
lowering  his  voice,  offered  a  different  prayer,  that  he  might 
regain  his  father's  house.  Next  ^gisthus  took  from  a  basket 
a  long  straight  knife,  and  cutting  off  some  of  the  calf's 
hair,  laid  it  with  his  right  hand  on  the  sacred  fire,  and  then 
cut  its  throat  when  the  servants  had  lifted  it  upon  their 
shoulders,  and  thus  addressed  thy  brother;  "  Men  declare 
that  amongst  the  Thessalians  this  is  counted  honourable,  to 
cut  up  a  bull  neatly  and  to  manage  steeds.  So  take  the 
knife,  sir  stranger,  and  show  us  if  rumour  speaks  true  about 
the  Thessalians."  Thereon  Orestes  seized  the  Dorian  knife 
of  tempered  steel  and  cast  from  his  shoulders  his  graceful 
buckled  robe  ;  then  choosing  Pylades  to  help  him  in  his 
task,  he  made  the  servants  withdraw,  and  catching  the  calf 
by  the  hoof,  proceeded  to  lay  bare  its  white  flesh,  with  arm 
outstretched,  and  he  flayed  the  hide  quicker  than  a  runner 
ever  finishes  the  two  laps  of  the  horses'  race-course ;  next 
he  laid  the  belly  open,  and  ^gisthus  took  the  entrails  in 
his  hands  and  carefully  examined  them.  Now  the  liver  had 
no  lobe,  while  the  portal  vein  leading  to  the  gall-bladder, 
portended  a  dangerous  attack  on  him  who  was  observing  it. 
Dark  grows  /Egisthus'  brow,  but  my  master  asks,  **  Why  so 
despondent,  good  sir  ?  "  Said  he,  "  I  fear  treachery  from 
a  stronger.  Agamemnon's  son  of  all  men  most  I  hate,  and 
he  hates  my  house."  But  Orestes  cried,  "  What !  fear 
treachery  from  an  exile  !  thou  the  ruler  of  the  city  ?  Ho  ! 
take  this  Dorian  knife  away  and  bring  me  a  Thessalian 
cleavir,  that  we  by  sacrificial  feast  may  learn  the  will  of 
heaven  ;  let  me  cleave  the  breast-bone."  And  he  took  the 
axe  and  cut  it  through.  Now  .-Egisthus  was  examining  the 
entrails,  separating  them  in  his  hands,  and  as  he  was  bend- 
ing down,  thy  brother  rose  on  tiptoe  and  smote  him  on  the 
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spine,  severing  the  vertebrae  of  his  back  ;  and  his  body 
gave  one  convulsive  shudder  from  head  to  foot  and  writhe(i ' 
in  the  death-agony.  No  sooner  did  his  servants  see  it,  than 
they  rushed  to  arms,  a  host  to  fight  with  two  ;  yet  did 
Pylades  and  Orestes  of  their  vaHancy  meet  them  with 
brandished  spears.  Then  cried  Orestes,  *'  I  am  no  foe  that 
( ome  against  this  city  and  my  own  servants,  but  I  have 
avenged  me  on  the  murderer  of  my  sire,  I,  ill-starred 
Orestes.  Slay  me  not,  my  father's  former  thralls  !  "  They, 
when  they  heard  him  speak,  restrained  their  spears,  and  an 
old  man,  who  had  been  in  the  family  many  a  long  year, 
recognized  him.  Forthwith  they  crown  thy  brother  with  a 
wreath,  and  utter  shouts  of  joy.  And  lo  !  he  is  coming 
to  show  thee  the  head,  not  the  Gorgon's,  but  the  head 
of  thy  hated  foe  /Egisthus  ;  his  death  to-day  has  paid  in 
blood  a  bitter  debt  of  blood. 

Cho.  Dear  mistress,  now  with  step  as  light  as  fawn  join 
in  the  dance  ;  lift  high  the  nimble  foot  and  be  glad.  Victory 
crowns  thy  brother  ;  he  hath  won  a  fairer  wreath  than  ^  ever 
victor  gained  beside  the  streams  of  Alpheus  ;  so  raise  a  fair 
hymn  to  victory,  the  while  I  dance. 

Ele.  O  light  of  day  !  O  bright  careering  sun  !  O  earth  ! 
and  night  erewhile  my  only  diy!  now  miy  I  open  my  eyes 
in  freedom,  for  .i^^gisthus  is  dead,  my  father's  murderer. 
Come  friends,  let  me  bring  out  whatever  my  house  contains 
to  deck  his  head  and  wreath  with  crowns  my  conquering 
brother's  brow. 

Cho.  Bring  forth  thy  garlands  for  his  head,  and  we  will 
lead  the  dance  the  Muses  love.  Now  shall  the  royal  line, 
liear  to  us  ia  days  gone  by,  resume  its  sway  o'er  the  realm. 


'  t<T<paSaU,  Valckenaer's  correction  of  i)\u\a^i,  which  is  only  applic- 
able to  joyful  cries. 

*  After  r(0«i(T<Ta>  the  oldest  edition  adds  run  which  Canter  altered  to 
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having  laid  low  the  usurper  as  he  deserves.     So  let  the 
shout  go  up,  whose  notes  are  those  of  joy. 

Ele.  Hail  !  glorious  victor,  Orestes,  son  of  a  sire  who 
won  the  day 'neath  Ilium's  walls,  accept  this  wreath  to  bind 
about  the  tresses  of  thy  hair.  Not  in  vain  hast  thou  run 
thy  course  unto  the  goal  and  reached  thy  home  again ; 
no  !  but  thou  hast  slain  thy  foe,  i^lgisthus,  the  murderer 
of  our  father.  Thou  too,  O  Pylades,  trustj  squire,  whose 
training  shows  thy  father's  sterling  worth,  receive  a  garland 
from  my  hand,  for  thou  no  less  than  he  hast  a  share  in  this 
emprise ;  and  so  I  pray,  good  luck  be  thine  for  ever  ! 

Ore.  First  recognize  the  gods,  Electra,  as  being  the  authors  \ 
of  our  fortune,  and  then  praise  me  their  minister  and  fate's.  J 
Vea,  I  come  from  having  slain  ^gisthus  in  very  deed,  no 
mere  ])retence;  and  to  make  thee  the  more  certain  of  this,  I 
am  bringing  thee  his  corpse,  which,  if  thou  wilt,  expose  for 
beasts  to  rend,  or  set  it  upon  a  stake  for  birds,  the  children 
of  the  air,  to  pray  upon  ;  for  now  is  he  thy  slave,  once 
called  thy  lord  and  master. 

El^.  I  am  ashamed  to  utter  my  wishes. 

Ore.  What  is  it?  speak  out,  for  thou  art  through  the 
gates  of  fear. 

Ele.  I  am  ashamed  to  flout  the  dead,  for  fear  some 
spite '  assail  me. 

Ore.  No  one  would  blame  thee  for  this. 

Ele.  Our  folk  are  hard  to  please,  and  love  scandal. 

Ore.  Speak  all  thy  mind,  sister ;  for  we  entered  on  this 
feud  with  him  on  terms  admitting  not  of  truce. 

Ele  Enough  !  [Turning  to  the  corpse  of  ^^gisthus.] 
With  which  of  thy  iniquities  shall  I  begin  my  recital  ?  With 
which  shall  I  end  it  ?  To  which  allot  a  middle  place?  And 
yet  I  never  ceased,  as  each  day  dawned,  to  rehearse  the 
story  I  would  tell  thee  to  thy  face,  if  ever  I  were  freed  from 
my  old  terrors;  and  now  I  am;  so  I  will  pay  thee  back 
*  Tyrrwhilt  ^':ovo^y  which  Ilartung  adopts. 
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with  the  abuse  I  fain  had  uttered  to  thee  when  alive. 
Thou  wert  my  ruin,  making  me  and  my  brother  orphans, 
though  we  had  never  injured  thee,  and  thou  didst  make 
a  shameful  marriage  with  my  mother,  having  slain  her  lord 
who  led  the  host  of  Hellas,  though  thyself  didst  never  go 
to  Troy.  Such  was  thy  folly,  thou  didst  never  dream  that 
my  mother  would  prove  thy  curse  when  thou  didst  marry  her, 
though  thou  wert  wronging  my  father's  honour.  Know  this  ; 
whoso  defiles  his  neighbour's  wife,  and  afterward  is  forced  to 
take  her  to  himself,  is  a  wretched  wight,  if  he  supposes  she 
will  be  chaste  as  his  wife,  though  she  sinned  against  her 
former  lord.  Thine  was  a  life  most  miserable,  though  thou 
didst  pretend  'twas  otherwise  ;  well  thou  knewest  how  guilty 
thy  marriage  was,  and  my  mother  knew  she  had  a  villain  for 
husband.  Sinners  both,  ye  took  *  each  other's  lot,  she  thy 
fortune,  thou  her  curse.  While  everywhere  in  Argos  thou 
wouldst  hear  such  phrases  as,  "  that  woman's  husband," 
never,  ''  that  man's  wife."  Yet  'tis  shameful  for  the  wife  ami 
not  the  man  to  rule  the  house  ;  wherefore  I  loathe  those 
children,  who  are  called  in  the  city  not  the  sons  of  the  man, 
their  father,  but  of  their  mother.  For  instance,  if  a  man 
makes  a  great  match  above  his  rank,  there  is  no  talk  of  the 
husband  but  only  of  the  wife.  Herein  lay  thy  grievous  error, 
due  to  ignorance;  thou  thoughtest  thyself  some  one,  relying 
on  thy  wealth,  but  this  is  naught  save  to  stay  with  us  a  space. 
^Tis  nature  that  stands  fast,  not  wealth.  For  it,  if  it  abide  un- 
changed, exalts  man's  horn;'  but  riches  dishonestly  accjuired 
and  in  ihe  hands  of  fools,  soon  take  their  flight,  their  blossom 
quickly  shed.  As  for  thy  sins  with  women,  I  pass  them  by, 
'tis  not  for  maiden's  lips  to  mention  them,  but  I  will  shrewdly 
hint  thereat.  And  then  thy  arrogance  !  because  forsooth 
thou  hadst  a  palace  and  some  looks  to  boast.     May  I  never 

•  a0aif>ei(rdor,  for  which  Nauck  gives  iwt\vp'h<T9i)v 
^  aipet  KafiMi,  for  which  Nauck  reads  aipai  kukci.     Fix  atpii.     Seidler 
apKiX. 
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have  a  husband  with  a  girl's  face,  but  one  that  bears  him  like 
a  man !    Vox  the  children  of  these  latter  cling  to  a  life  of 
arms,  while  those,  who  are  so  fair  to  see,  do  only  serve  to 
grace  the  dance.    Away  from  me !   {Sf^urtiitig  ihe  corf>se  with 
her  foot.)     Time '    has   shown   thy   villainy,   little  as    thou 
reckest  of  the  forfeit  thou  hast  paid  for  it.     Let  none  supA 
pose,  though  he  have  run  the  first  stage  of  his  course  with  \ 
joy,  that  he  will  get  the  l)etter  of  Justice,  till  he  have  reached  J 
the  goal  and  ended  his  career. 

Cho.  Terrible  alike  his  crime  and  your  revenge ;  for 
mighty  is  the  power  of  justice. 

Ore.  'Tis  well.  Carry  his  body  within  the  house  and 
hide  it,  sirrahs,  that,  when  my  mother  comes,  she  may  not 
see  his  corpse  before  she  is  smitten  herself. 

Ele.  Hold  !  let  us  strike  out  another  scheme. 

Ore.  How  now  ?  Are  those  allies  from  Mycenae  whom 
I  see? 

Ele,  No,  'tis  my  mother,  that  bare  me. 

Ore.  Full  into  the  net  she  is  rushing,  oh,  bravely  ! 

Ele.  See  how  proudly  she  rides  in  her  chariot  and  fine 
robes ! 

Ore.  What  must  we  do  to  our  mother?     Slay  her? 

Ele.  What  !  has  pity  seized  thee  at  sight  of  her  ? 

Ore.  O  God !  how  can  I  slay  her  that  bare  and  suckled  me  ? 

Ele.  Slay  her  as  she  slew  thy  father  and  mine. 

Ore.  O  Phoebus,  how  foolish  was  thy  oracle — 

Ele.  Where  Apollo  errs,  who  shall  be  wise? 

Ore.  In  bidding  me  commit  this  crime — my  mother's 
murder! 

Ele.  How  canst  thou  be  hurt  by  avenging  thy  father  ? 

Ore.  Though  pure  before,  I  now  shall  carry  into  exile  the 
stain  of  a  mother's  blood. 

'  »pf/,  ovtiv  tiftog  utv  t<fi{vpt6tig  \p6rtf}  ^ir»yi'  cii<oKtir  dii  rtg  KaxovpyoQ 
i'tr.  Hartung  reads  iifttvpiOijc  iiiutKuti;  with  a  full  stop  after  the  latter 
\^  ord. 
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Ele.  Still,  if  thou  avenge  not  thy  father,  thou  wilt  fail  in 
thy  duty. 

Ore.  And  if  I  slay  my  mother,  I  must  pay  the  penally  to 
her. 

Ele.  And  so  must  thou  to  him,*  if  thou  resign  the 
avenging  of  our  father. 

Ore.  Surely  it  was  a  fiend  in  the  likeness  of  the  god  that 
ordered  this ! 

Ele.  Seated  on  the  holy  tripod  ?     I  think  not  so. 

Ore.   I  cannot  believe  this  oracle  was  meant. 

Ele.  Turn  not  coward  !     Cast  not  thy  manliness  away  ! 

Ore.  Am  I  to  devise  the  same  crafty  scheme  for  her? 

Ele.  The  self-same  death  thou  didst  mete  out  to  her  lord 
/Egisthus. 

Ore.  I  will  go  in;  'tis  an  awful  task  I  undertake;  an  awful 
deed  I  have  to  do ;  still  if  it  is  Heaven's  will,  be  it  so  ; 
I  loathe  and  yet  I  love  the  enterprise. 

[Ores FES  withdraws  into  the  house, 

Cho.  Hail!  QueenofArgos,  daughter  of  Tyndareus,  sister 
of  those  two  noble  sons  of  Zeus,  who  dwell  in  the  flame-lit 
firmament  amid  the  stars,  whose  guerdon  high  it  is  to  save 
the  sailor  tossing  on  the  sea.  All  hail !  because  of  thy  wealth 
and  high  prosperity,  I  do  thee  homage  as  I  do  the  blessed 
gods.  Now*  is  the  time,  great  queen,  for  us  to  pay  our 
court  unto  thy  fortunes. 

Cly.  Alight  from  the  car,  ye  Trojan  maids,  and  take  my 
hand  that  I  may  step  down  from  the  chariot.  With  Trojan 
spoils  the  temples  of  the  gods  are  decked,  but  I  have 
obtained  these  maidens  as  a  special  gift  from  Troy,  in  return 


*  It  seems  better  with  Hartung  to  remove  the  note  of  interrogation  at 
the  end  of  this  line.  r<p  ^'  av  will  then  refer  to  the  god  who  imposes 
the  task  of  avenging  the  murdered  man.  Reading  rfp  I'  av  .  .  ,  Siofiiiitig 
with  Reiske  and  Porson. 

■•*  vi;*/  is  inserted  after  icaipoi;  by  Musgrave. 


for  my  lost  daughter,  a  trifling  boon  no  doubt,  but  still  an 
ornament  to  my  house. 

Elp:.  And  may  not  I,  mother,  take  that  highly-favoured 
hand  of  thine?  I  am  a  slave  like  them,  an  exile  from  my 
father's  halls  in  this  miserable  abode. 

Clv.  See,  my  servants  are  here ;  trouble  not  on  my 
account. 

Ele.  Why,  thou  didst  make  me  thy  prisoner  by  robbing 
me  of  my  home  ;  like  these  I  became  a  captive  when  my 
home  was  taken,  an  orphan  all  forlorn. 

Clv.  True ;  but  thy  father  plotted  so  wickedly  against 
those  of  his  own  kin  whom  least  of  all  he  should  have  treated 
so.*  Speak  I  must ;  albeit,  when  a  woman  gets  an  evil  repu- 
tation, there  is  a  feeling  of  bitterness  against  all  she  says  ; 
unfairly  indeed  in  my  case,  for  it  were  only  fair  to  hate  after 
learning  the  circumstances,'  and  seeing  if  the  object  deserves 
it;  otherwise,  why  hate  at  all?  Now  Tyndareus  bestowed 
me  on  thy  father  not  that  I  or  any  children  I  might  bear 
should  be  slain.  Yet  he  went  and  took  my  daughter  from 
our  house  to  the  fleet  at  Aulis,  persuading  me  that  Achilles 
was  to  wed  her;  and  there  he  held  her  o'er  the  pyre,  and  cut 
Iphigenia's  snowy  throat.  Had  he  slain  her  to  save  his  city 
from  capture,  or  to  benefit  his  house,  or  to  preserve  his  other 
children,  a  sacrifice  of  one  for  many,  I  could  have  pardoned 
him.  But,  as  it  was,  his  reasons  for  murdering  my  child  were 
these  :  the  wantonness  of  Helen  and  her  husband's  folly  in 
not  punishing  the  traitress.  Still,  wronged  as  1  was,  my  rage 
had  not  burst  forth  for  this,  nor  would  I  have  slain  my  lord, 
had  he  not  returned  to  me  with  that  frenzied  maiden  and  made 
her  his  mistress,  keeping  at  once'  two  brides  beneath  the  same 
roof.  Women  maybe  are  given  to  folly,  I  do  not  deny  it ; 
lliis  granted,  when  a  husband  goes  astray  and  sets  aside  his 

*  i.e.  Iphigenia,  whom  he  sacrificed. 

*  ^a^oiTOf,  .  .  .  txy.     So  Seidler  and  Reiske. 
KOTtix  ofiov  ;  so  Dawes  for  carf(\o/ifv. 
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own  true  wife,  she  fain  will  follow  his  example  and  find 
another  love  ;  and  then  in  our  case  hot  abuse  is  heard, 
while  the  men,  who  are  to  blame  for  this,  escape  without  a 
word.  Again,  suppose  Menelaus  had  been  secretly  snatched 
from  his  home,  should  I  have  had  to  kill  Orestes  to  save 
Menelaus,  my  sister's  husband  ?  How  would  thy  father  have 
endured  this?  Was  he  then  to  escape  death  for  slaying 
what  was  mine,  while  I  was  to  suffer  at  his  hands  ?  I  slew 
him,  turning,  as  my  only  course,  to  his  enemies.  For  which 
of  all  thy  father's  friends  would  have  joined  me  in  his 
murder  ?  Speak  all  that  is  in  thy  heart,  and  prove  against 
me  with  all  free  speech,  that  thy  father's  death  was  not 
deserved. 

Ele.  Justly  urged  !  but  thy  justice  is  not  free  from 
shame' ;  for  in  all  things  should  every  woman  of  sense  yield 
to  her  husband.  Whoso  ^  thinketh  otherwise  comes  not  within 
the  scope  of  what  I  say.  Remember,  mother,  those  last 
words  of  thine,  allowing  me  free  utterance  before  thee, 

Cly.   Daughter,  far  from  refusing  it,  I  grant  it  again. 

Ele.  Thou  wilt  not,  when  thou  hearest,  wreak  thy  ven- 
geance on  me  ? 

Cly.  No,  indeed  ;  I  shall  welcome  thy  opinion. 

Elf:.  Then  will  I  speak,  and  this  shall  be  the  prelude  of 
my  speech  :  Ah,  mother  mine !  would  thou  hadst  had  a 
better  heart  ;  for  though  thy  beauty  and  Helen's  win  you 
praises  well  deserved,  yet  are  ye  akin  in  nature,  a  pair  of 
wantons,  unworthy  of  Castor.  She  was  carried  off,  'tis  true, 
but  her  fall  was  voluntary ;  and  thou  hast  slain  the  bravest 
soul  in  Hellas,  excusing  thyself  on  the  ground  that  thou 
didst  kill  a  husband  to  avenge  a  daughter  ;  the  woild 
does  not  know  thee '  so  well  as  I  do,  thou  who  before  ever 

'  i.f.  it  is  a  disgrace  for  a  woman  to  insist  too  much  on  her  strict 
rights.      Nauck  reads  ai)  Sikri. 
^  ^  for  c'*,  Reiske. 
'  laaui  tr  tv,  ror.>on. 


thy  daughter's  death  was  decided,  yea,  soon  as  thy  lord  had 
started  from  his  home,  wert  combing  thy  golden  tresses  at 
thy  mirror.  That  wife  who,  when  her  lord  is  gone  from  home, 
sets  to  beautifying  herself,  strike  off  from  virtue's  list ;  for 
she  has  no  need  to  carry  her  beauty  abroad,  save  she  is  seek- 
ing some  mischief.  Of  all  the  wives  in  Hellas  thou  wert  the 
only  one  I  know  who  wert  overjoyed  when  Troy's  star '  was  in 
the  ascendant,  while,  if  it  set,  thy  brow  was  clouded,  since 
thou  hadst  no  wish  that  Agamemnon  should  return  from 
Troy."  And  yet  thou  couldst  have  played  a  virtuous  part  to 
thy  own  glory.  The  husband  thou  hadst  was  no  whit  infe- 
rior to  ^gisthus,  for  he  it  was  whom  Hellas  chose  to  be  her 
captain.  And  when  thy  sister  Helen  wrought  that  deed  of 
shame,  thou  couldst  have  won  thyself  great  glory,  for  vice  is 
a  warning  and  calls  attention  to  virtue.  If,  as  thou  allegest, 
my  father  slew  thy  daughter,  what  is  the  wrong  I  and  my 
brother  have  done  thee  ?  How  was  it  thou  didst  not  bestow 
on  us  our  father's  halls  after  thy  husband's  death,  instead  of 
bartering  them  to  buy  a  paramour?  Again,  thy  husband 
is  not  exiled  for  thy  son's  sake,  nor  is  he  slain  to  avenge 
my  death,  although  by  him  this  life  is  quenched  twice  as 
much  as  e'er  my  sister's  was ;  so  if  murder  is  to  succeed 
murder  in  recjuital,  I  and  thy  son  Orestes  must  slay  thee  to 
avenge  our  father  ;  if  that  was  just,  why  so  is  this.  Whoso ' 
fixes  his  gaze  on  wealth  or  noble  birth  and  weds  a  wicked 
woman,  is  a  fool ;  better  is  a  humble  partner  in  his  home, 
if  she  be  virtuous,  than  a  proud  one. 

Cho.  Chance  rules  the  marriages  of  women  ;  some  I  see 
turn  out  well,  others  ill,  amongst  mankind. 

Cly.  Daughter,  'twas  ever  thy  nature  to  love  thy  father. 
This  too  one  finds ;  some  sons  cling  to  their  father,  others 

Tu  Tpiouiv  itTi'xo*,  so  Musgrave. 
"''  Nauck  regards  this  line  as  spurious. 

'  Nauck  incloses  lines  1097- iioi  in  brackets  as  bemg  pointless  in 
this  context. 
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have  a  deeper  afTeclion  for  their  mother.  I  will  forgive  thee, 
for  myself  am  not  so  exceeding  glad  at  the  deed  that  I 
have  done,  my  child. 

But  thou,— why  thus  unwashed  and  clad  in  foul  attire, 
now  that  the  days  of  thy  lying-in  are  accomplished  ?  '  Ah 
me,  for  my  sorry  schemes  '  I  have  goaded  my  husband 
into  anger  more  than  e'er  I  should  have  done. 

Ele.  Thy  sorrow  comes  too  late  ;  the  hour  of  remedy  has 
gone  from  thee  ;  my  father  is  dead.  Yet  why  not  recall  that 
exile,  thy  own  wandering  son  ? 

Cly.  I  am  afraid ;  'tis  my  interest,  not  his  that  I  regard. 
For  they  say  he  is  wroth  for  his  father's  murder. 

Elk.  Why,  then,  dost  thou  encourage  thy  husband's 
bitterness  against  us? 

Cly.  Tis  his  way  ;  thou  too  hast  a  stubborn  nature. 

Ele.  Because    I    am    grieved  ;    yet    will    I    check    my 

spirit. 

Cly.  I  promise  then  he  shall  no  longer  oppress  thee. 

Ele.  From  living  in  my  home  he  grows  too  proud. 

Cly.  Now  there  !    'tis  ihou  that  art  fanning  the  quarrel 

into  new  life. 

Ele.  I  say  no  more;  my  dread   of  him   is  even  what 

it  is. 

Cly.  Peace  !     Enough  of  this.    Why  didst  thou  summon 

me,  my  child  ? 

Ele.  Thou  hast  heard,  I  suppose,  of  my  confinement  •, 
for  this  I  pray  thee,  [since  I  know  not  how,*^]  offer  the  custo- 
mary sacrifice  [on  the  tenth  day  after  birth.]  for  I  am  a 
novice  herein,  never  having  had  a  child  before. 

Cly.  This  is  work  for  another,  even  for  her  who  delivered 

thee.  ^ 

Ele.  I  was  all  alone  in  my  travail  and  at  the  babe's  birth 

»  This  line  is  regarded  by  Nauck  with  suspicion  ;  also  1 1 15. 
^  The  words  inclosed  m  brackets  are  regarded  by  Nauck  as  spurious 
on  the  authority  of  Otto  Jahn. 
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Cle.   Dost  live  so  far  from  neighbours  1* 

Ele.   No  one  cares  to  make  the  poor  his  friends. 

Cly.  Well,  I  will  go  to  offer  to  the  gods  a  sacrifice  for 
the  child's  completion  of  the  days ;  and  when  I  have 
done  thee  this  service,  I  will  seek  the  field  where  my  hus- 
band is  sacrificing  to  the  Nymphs.  Take  this  chariot  hence, 
my  servants,  and  tie  the  horses  to  the  stalls  ;  and  when  ye 
think  that  I  have  finished  my  offering  to  the  gods,  attend 
me,  for  I  must  likewise  pleasure  my  lord. 

[  Going  into  the  house. 

El  E.  Enter  our  humble  cottage  ;  but,  prithee,  take  care 
that  my  smoke-grimed  walls  soil  not  thy  robes ;  now  wilt 
thou  offer  to  the  gods  a  fitting  sacrifice.  There  stands  the 
basket  ready,  and  the  knife  is  sharpened,  the  same  that  slew 
the  bull,'  by  whose  side  thou  soon  wilt  lie  a  corpse  ;  and  thou 
shalt  be  his  bride  in  Hades'  halls  whose  wife  thou  wast  on 
earth.  This  is  the  boon  I  will  grant  thee,  while  thou  shalt 
pay  me  for  my  father's  blood.  {^Exit  Electra. 

Cho.  Misery  is  changing  sides ;  the  breeze  veers  round, 
and  now  blows  fair  upon  my  house.  The  day  is  past  when 
my  chief  fell  murdered  in  his  bath,  and  the  roof  and  the 
very  stones  of  the  walls  rang  with  this  his  cry  :  "  O  cruel 
wife,  why  art  thou  murdering  me  on  my  return  to  my  dear 
country  after  ten  long  years  ?  " 

The  tide  is  turning,  and  justice  ^  that  pursues  the  faithless 
wife  is  drawing  within  its  grasp  the  murderess,  who  slew  her 
hapless  lord,  when  he  came  home  at  last  to  these  towering 
Cyclopean  walls, — aye,  with  her  own  hand  she  smote 
him  with  the  sharpened  steel,  herself  the  axe  uplifting. 
Unhappy  husband  \^  whatever  the  curse  that  possessed  that 


'  i.e.  /Egisthus. 

'  <'(ra  haSffi'fxov  Xf'xovc*  '•^'  vengeance  tor  affections  that  transfer 
themselves  so  easily  to  another  ;  but  the  phrase  is  obscure  and  possibly 
corrupt.     Hartung  rends  X«'xoi'c. 

'  The  text  here  is  corrupt.     Paley  is  followed. 
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wretched  woman.     Like  a  lioness  of  the  hills  that  rangcth 
through  the  woodland  for  her  prey,  she  wrought  the  deed. 

Cly.  {within,)  C)  my  children,  by  Heaven  I  pray  ye  si)are 
your  mother  ! 

(?H().  Dost  hear  her  cries  within  the  house? 

Cly.  O  God  !  ah  me  ! 

Cho.  I  too  bewail  thee,  dying  by  thy  children's  hands. 
God  deals  out  His  justice  in  His  good  time.  A  cruel  fate 
is  thine,  unhappy  one  ;  yet  didst  thou  sin  in  murdering  thy 
lord. 

But  lo  !  from  the  house  they  come,  dabbled  in  their 
mother's  fresh-spilt  gore,  their  triumph  proving  the  i)iteous 
butchery.'  There  is  not  nor  ever  has  been  a  race  more 
wretched  than  the  line  of  Tantalus. 

[  The  two  corpses  are  shaivn. 

Ork.  O  Earth,  and  Zeus  whose  eye  is  over  all !  behold  this 
foul  deed  of  blood,  these  two  corpses  lying  here  that  I  have 
slain  in  vengeance  for  my  sufferings. 

•  a  •  •  •  • 

•  *  •  ♦  •  ' 

Ele.  Tears  are  all  too  weak  for  this,  brother;  and  I 
am  the  guilty  cause.  Ah,  woe  is  me  !  How  hot  my  fury 
burned  against  the  mother  that  bare  me  ! 

Ore.  Alas !  for  thy  lot,  O  mother  mine  !  A  ])iteous, 
piteous  doom,  aye,  worse  than  that,  hast  thou  incurred  at 
children's  hands  !  Yet  justly  hast  thou  paid  forfeit  for  our 
father's  blood.  Ah,  Phoebus !  thine  was  the  voice  that 
praised  this  vengeance  ;  thou  it  is  that  hast  brought  these 
hideous  scenes  to  light,  and  caused  this  deed  of  blood.^    To 


*  irpo/T^y/ifirtur,  Musgmve's  conjecture  for  7rpo<r00fy/xorwi'. 
'  Two  verses  have  l)een  lost  here. 

*  Reading  a^ra  0av«pa  l"  t^firpa^af,  ^Jvca  5'  Cinrartaq.  This  is  Har- 
tung's  emendation.  He  regards  «xfa,  also  X^x«'  "'to  yfic  'EXXa>'i?oc  as 
clumsily  interpolated  glosses,  contradictory  of  the  poet's  meaning.  (Cf. 
his  long  note  aJ loc.) 
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what  city  can  I  go  henceforth  ?  what  friend,  what  man  of 
any  piety  will  bear  the  sight  of  a  mother's  murderer 
like  me? 

Ele.  Ah  me  !  alas  !  and  whither  can  I  go  ?  What  share 
have  I  henceforth  in  dance  or  marriage  rite  ?  What  hus- 
band will  accept  me  as  his  bride  ? 

Ore.  Again  thy  fancy  changes  with  the  wind ;  '  for  now 
thou  thinkest  aright,  though  not  so  formerly  ;  an  awful  deed 
didst  thou  urge  thy  brother  against  his  will  to  commit,  dear 
sister.  Oh !  didst  thou  see  how  the  poor  victim  threw  open 
her  robe  and  showed  her  bosom  as  I  smote  her,  sinking  on 
her  knees,'  poor  wretch  ?     My  heart  melted  within  me. 

Ele.  Full  well  I  know  the  agony  through  which  thou 
didst  pass  at  hearing  thy  own  mother's  bitter  cry. 

Ore.  Ah  yes  !  she  laid  her  hand  upon  my  chin,  and 
cried  aloud,  "My  child,  I  entreat  thee!"  and  she  clung 
about  my  neck,  so  that  I  let  fall  the  sword. 

Ele.  O  my  poor  mother  !  How  didst  thou  endure  to  see 
her  breathe  her  last  before  thy  eyes  ? 

Ore.  1  threw  my  mantle  o'er  them  and  began  the 
sacrifice  by  plunging  the  sword  into  my  mother's  throat. 

Ele.  Yet  'twas  I  that  urged  thee  on,  yea,  and  likewise 
grasped  the  steel.     Oh  !  I  have  done  an  awful  deed. 

Ore.  Oh  !  take  and  hide  our  mother's  corpse  beneath  a 
pall,  and  close  her  gaping  wound.  {Turjiifig  to  the  corpse.) 
Ah  !  thy  murderers  were  thine  own  children. 

Ele.  {covering  the  corpse.)  There!  thou  corpse  both  loved 
and  loathed ;'  still  o'er  thee  I  cast  a  robe,  to  end  the  grievous 
troubles  of  our  house. 

Cho.  [Divine  forms  are  seen  hollering  aboi'e  the  house.} 
See  !  where  o'er  the  roof-top  spirits  are  appearing,  or  gods 
maybe  from  heaven,  for  this  is  not  a  road  that  mortals  tread 


II. 


*  xpof  avpav,  probably  a  gloss. 

*  yorara,  Cam|>er's  correction  of  yoii/ic 
"*  0.Xa  r€  Koh  <fn\a'  (Paley), 
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Why  come  they  thus  where    mortal    eyes   can  see  them 

clearly? 

Dig.  Hearken,  son  of  Agamemnon.     We,  the  twm  sons 
of  Zeus,  thy  mother's  si:>ters,  call  thee,  even  Castor  and 
his  brother    Polydeuces.     'Tis  but  now  we  have  reached 
Argos  after  stilling  the  fury  of  the  sea  for  mariners,'  having 
seen  the  slaying  of  our  sister,  thy  mother.     She  hath  re- 
ceived her  just  reward,  but  thine  is  no  righteous  act,  and 
Phoebus— but  no  !  he  is  my  king,  my  lips  are  sealed— is 
Phoebus  still,  albeit  the  oracle  he  gave  thee  was  no  great  proof 
of  his  wisdom.     But  we  must  acquiesce  herein.    Henceforth 
must  thou  follow  what  Zeus  and  destiny  ordain  for  thee.    On 
Pylades  bestow  Electra  for  his  wife  to  take  unto  his  home ; 
do  thou  leave  Argos,  for  after  thy  mother's  murder  thou 
mayst  not  set  foot  in  the  city.     And  those  grim  goddesses ' 
of  doom,  that  glare  like  savage  hounds,  will  drive  thee  mad 
and  chase  thee  to  and  fro  ;   but  go  thou  to  Athens   and 
make  thy  prayer  to  the  holy  image  of  Pallas,  for  she  will 
close  their  fierce  serpents'  mouths, '  so  that  they  touch  thee 
not,  holding  o'er  thy  head  her  regis  with  the  Gorgon's  head. 
A  hill  there  is,  to  Ares  sacred,  where  first  the  gods  in  con- 
clave sat  to  decide  the  law  of  blood,  in  the  day  that  savage 
Ares  slew  Halirrothius,  son  of  the  ocean-king,  in  anger  for 
the  violence  he  offered  to  his  daughter's  honour ;  from  that 
time  all   decisions  given  there   are  most   holy  and   have 
heaven's    sanction.     There   must  thou   have   this   murder 
tried  ;  and  if  equal  votes  are  given,  they  shall  save  thee 
from  death  in  the  decision,  for  Loxias  will  take  the  blame 
upon  himself,  since  it  was  his  oracle  that  advised  thy  mother's 
murder.   And  this  shall  be  the  law  for  all  posterity ;  in  every 
trial  the  accused  shall  win  his  case  if  the  votes  are  equal. 
Then  shall  those  dread  goddesses,  stricken  with  grief  at  this, 
vanish  into  a  cleft  of  the  earth  close  to  the  hill,  revered  by 

»  vavffiv,  Barnes.  *  The  Eumcniiks. 

■  icTTOnutfin'ac,  so  Kirchhofl"  for  tTrrorj^ivag. 
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men  thenceforth  as  a  place  for  holy  oracles ;  whilst  thou  must 
settle  in  a  city  of  Arcadia  on  the  banks  of  the  river  Alpheus 
near  the  shrine  of  Lycaean  Apollo,  and  the  city  shall  be 
called  after  thy  name.  To  thee  I  say  this.  As  for  the 
corpse  of  ^^gisthus,  the  citizens  of  Argos  must  give  it  burial; 
but  Menclaus,  who  has  just  arrived  at  Nauplia  from  the  sack 
of  Troy,  shall  bury  thy  mother,  Helen  helping  him ;  for  she 
hath  come  from  her  sojourn  in  Egypt  in  the  halls  of  Proteus, 
and  hath  never  been  to  Troy ;  but  Zeus,  to  stir  up  strife  and 
bloodshed  in  the  world,  sent  forth  a  phantom  of  Helen  to 
Ilium.  Now  let  Pylades  take  his  maiden  wife  and  bear  her 
to  his  home  in  Achaea ;  also  he  must  conduct  thy  so-called 
kinsman  ^  to  the  land  of  Phocis,  and  there  reward  him  well. 
But  go  thyself  along  the  narrow  Isthmus,  and  seek  Cecropia's 
happy  home.  For  once  thou  hast  fulfilled  the  doom 
appointed  for  this  murder,  thou  shalt  be  blest  and  free  from 
all  thy  troubles. 

Cho.  Ye  sons  of  Zeus,  may  we  draw  near  to  speak  with 
you? 

Dio.  Ye  may,  since  ye  are  not  polluted  by  this  murder. 

Ore.  May  I  too  share  your  converse,  sons  of  Tyndareus  ? 

Dio.  Thou  too ;  for  to  Phoebus  will  I  ascribe  this  deed  of 
blood. 

Cho.  How  was  it  that  ye,  the  brothers  of  the  murdered 
woman,  gods  too,  did  not  ward  the  doom-goddesses  from  her 
roof? 

Dio.  'Twas  fate  that  brought  resistless  doom  to  her,  and 
that  thoughtless  oracle  that  Phoebus  gave. 

Ele.  But  why  did  the  god,  and  wherefore  did  his  oracles 
make  me  my  mother's  murderer  ? 

Dio.  a  share  in  the  deed,  a  share  in  its  doom  ;  one . 
ancestral  curse  hath  ruined  both  of  you. 

Ore.  Ah,  sister  mine  !  at  last  I  see  thee  again  only  to  be 

'  i.f.  the  peasant  to  whom  Electra  had  been  given. 
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robbed  in  a  moment  of  thy  dear  love ;   I  must  leave  thee, 
and  by  thee  be  left. 

Dig.  Hers  are  a  husband  and  a  home ;  her  only  suffering 
this,  that  she  is  quitting  Argos. 

Ore.  Yet  what  could  call  forth  deeper  grief  than  exile 
from  one's  fatherland  ?  I  must  leave  my  father's  house,  and 
at  a  stranger's  bar  be  sentenced  for  my  mother's  blood. 

Dig.  Be  of  good  cheer ;  go  to  the  holy  town  of  Pallas ; 
keep  a  stout  heart  only. 

Ele.  O  my  brother,  best  and  dearest !  clasp  me  to  thy 
breast ;  for  now  is  the  curse  of  our  mother's  blood  cutting 
us  off  from  the  home  of  our  fathers. 

Ore.  Throw  thy  arms  in  close  embrace  about  me.  Oh  ! 
weep  as  o'er  my  grave  when  I  am  dead. 

Dig.  Ah  me  !  that  bitter  cry  makes  even  gods  shudder  to 
hear.  Yea,  for  in  my  breast  and  in  every  heavenly  being's 
dwells  pity  for  the  sorrows  of  mankind. 

Ore.  Never  to  see  thee  more  ! 

Ele.  Never  again  to  stand  within  thy  sight ! 

Ore.  This  is  my  last  good-bye  to  thee. 

Ele.  Farewell,  farewell,  my  city  !  and  ye  ray  fellow- 
countrywomen,  a  long  farewell  to  you  ! 

Ore.  Art  thou  going  already,  truest  of  thy  sex  ? 

Ele.  I  go,  the  teardrop  dimming  my  young  eye. 

Ore.  Go,  Pylades,  and  be  happy  ;  take  and  wed 
Electra. 

Dig.  Their  only  thoughts  will  be  their  marriage  ;  but 
haste  thee  to  Athens,  seeking  to  escape  these  hounds  of  hell, 
for  they  are  on  thy  track  in  fearful  wise,  swart  monsters,  with 
snakes  for  hands,  who  reap  a  harvest  of  man's  agony.  But 
we  twain  must  haste  away  o'er  the  Sicilian  main  to  save  the 
seaman's  ship.  Yet  as  we  fly  through  heaven's  expanse  we 
help  not  the  wicked Lbut  whoso  in  his  life  loves  piety  and 
^justice,  all  such  we  free  from  troublous  toils  and  save. 
Wherefore  let  no  man  be  minded  to  act  unjustly,  or  with 
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men  foresworn  set  sail;  such  the  warning  T,  a  god,  to  mortals 
give. 

Chg.  Farewell !    truly  that  mortal's  is  a  happy  lot,  who 
can  thus  fare,  unafflicted  by  any  calamity. 
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DRAMATIS   PERSON^E. 

Dionysus. 

Pentheus. 

Chorus  of  Bacchantes. 

Teiresias. 

Cadmus. 

Servant. 

First  Messcncer. 

Second  Messen(;er. 

AC.AVE. 


Scene.— Before  the  Palace  of  Pentheus  at  Theirs. 


Dio.  Lo !  I  am  come  to  this  land  of  Thebes,  Dionysus, 
the  son  of  Zeus,  of  whom  on  a  day  Semele,  the  daughter  of 
Cathuus,  was  deUveredJ)y  a  flash  of  liRhlaing.  l^^ave  put 
off  the  god  and  taken  human  shape,  and  so  present  myself 
at  Dijce's  springs  and  the  waters  of  Ismenus.  Yonder  I 
see  my  mother's  monument  where  the  bolt  slew  her  nigh 
her  house,  and  there  are  the  ruins  of  her  home  smouldering 
with  the  heavenly  flame  that  blazeth  still,— Hera's  deathless 
outrage  on  my  mother.  To  Cadmus  all  praise  I  off*er,  be- 
cause he  keeps  this  spot  hallowed,  his  daughter's  precinct, 
which  my  own  hands  have  shaded  round  about  with  the 
vine's  clustering  foliage. 

Lydia's  glebes,  where  gold  abounds,  and  Phrygia  have  I 
left  behind  ;  o'er  Persia's  sun-baked  plains,  by  Baciria's 
walled  towns  and  Media's  wintry  clime  have  I  advanced 
through  Arabia,  land  of  promise;  and  Asia's  length  and 
breadth,  outstretched  along  the  brackish  sea,  with  many  a 
fair  walled  town  peopled  with  mingled  race  of  Hellenes 
and  barbarians ;  and  this  is  the  first  city  in  Hellas  I  have 
reached.  There  too  have  I  ordained  dances  and  established 
my  rites,  that  I  might  manifest  my  godhead  to  men  ;  '  but 
Thebes  is  the  first  city  in  the  land  of  Hellas  that  I  have 
made  ring  with  shouts  of  joy,  girt  in  a  fawn-skin,  with  a 
thyrsus,  my  ivy-bound  spear,  in  my  hand ;  since  my  mothers' 

'  After  this  line  Paley  supposes  the  loss  of  a  line  ;  «o«T  being  =  in 
Asia  also,  and  the  sentence  being  incomplete  as  it  now  stands.  Pierson 
placed  line  20  after  22, 
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sisters,  who  least  of  all  should  have  done  it,  denied  that 
Dionysus  was  the  son  of  Zeus,  saying  that  Semele,  when  she 
became  a  mother  by  some  mortal  lover,  tried  to  foist  her  sin 
on  Zeus, — a  clever  ruse  of  Cadmus,  which,  they  boldly 
asserted,  caused  Zeus  to  slay  her  for  the  falsehood  about  the 
marriage.  Wherefore  these  are  thty  whom  I  have  driven 
frenzied  from  their  homes,  and  they  are  dwelling  on  the  hills 
with  mind  distraught ;  and  I  have  forced  them  to  assume 
the  dress  worn  in  my  orgies,  and  all  the  women-folk  of 
Cadmus'  stock  have  I  driven  raving  from  their  homes, 
one  and  all  alike  ;  and  there  they  sit  upon  the  roofless 
rocks  beneath  the  green  pine-trees,  mingling  amongst  the 
sons  of  Thebes.  For  this  city  must  learn,  however  loth, 
seeing  that  it  is  not  initiated  in  my  Bacchic  rites,  and  I  must 
take  up  my  mother's  defence,  by  showing  to  mortals  that  the 
child  she  bore  to  Zeus  is  a  deity.  Now  Cadmus  gave  his 
sceptre  and  its  privileges  to  Pentheus,  his  daughter's  child, 
who  wages  war  'gainst  my  divinity,  thru-.ting  me  away  from 
his  drink-offerings,  and  making  no  mention  of  me  in  his 
prayers.  Therefore  will  I  prove  to  him  and  all  the  race  of 
Cadmus  that  I  am  a  god.  And  when  I  have  set  all  in  order 
here,  I  will  pass  hence  to  a  fresh  country,  manifesting  myself; 
but  if  the  city  of  Thebes  in  fury  takes  up  arms  and  seeks 
to  drive  my  votaries  from  the  mountain,  I  will  meet  them  at 
the  head  of  my  frantic  rout.  This  is  why  I  have  assumed  a 
mortal  form,  and  put  off  my  godhead  to  take  man's 
nature.' 

O  ye  who  left  Tmolus,  the  bulwark  of  Lydia,  ye  women, 
my  revel  rout !  whom  I  brought  from  your  foreign  homes 
to  be  ever  by  my  side  and  bear  me  company,  uplift  the 
cymbals  native  to  your  Phrygian  home,  that  were  by  me 
and  the  great  mother  Rhea  first  devised,  and  march  around 
the  royal  halls  of  Pentheus  smiting  them,  that  the  city  of 

•  Lines  53  and  54  are  rejected  by  Bernhardy. 
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Cadmus  may  see  you ;  while  I  will  seek  Cithaeron's  glens, 
there  with  my  Bacchanals  to  join  the  dance.  '^ 

[Exii  Dionysus. 
Cho.  From  Asia  o'er  the  holy  ridge  of  Tmolus  I  hasten 
to  a  pleasant  task,  a  toil  that  brings  no  weariness,  for  Brotnius' 
sake,  in  honour  of  the  Bacchic  god.  Who  loiters  in  the  road? 
who  lingers  'neath  the  roof?  Avaunt !  I  say,  and  let  every  lip 
be  hushed  in  solemn  silence ;  for  I  will  raise  a  hymn '  to 
Dionysus,  as  custom  aye  ordains.  O  happy  he  !  who  to  his 
joy  is  initiated  in  heavenly  mysteries  and  leads  a  holy  life, 
joining  heart  and  soul  in  Bacchic  revelry  upon  the  hills, 
purified  from  every  sin  ;  observing  the  rites  of  Cybele,  the 
mighty  mother,  and  brandishing  the  thyrsus,  with  ivy- 
wreathM  head,  he  worships  Dionysus.  Go  forth,  go  forth,  ye 
Bacchanals,  bring  home  the  Bromian  god  Dionysus,  child 
of  a  god,  from  the  mountains  of  Phrygia  to  the  spacious 
streets  of  Hellas,  bring  home  the  Bromian  god  !  whom  on 
a  day  his  mother  in  her  sore  travail  brought  forth  untimely, 
yielding  up  her  hfe  beneath  the  lightning  stroke  of  Zeus*s 
winged  bolt ;  but  forthwith  Zeus,  the  son  of  Cronos,  found 
for  him  another  womb  wherein  to  rest,  for  he  hid  him  in  his 
thigh  and  fastened  it  with  golden  pins  to  conceal  him  from 
Hera.  And  when  the  Fates  had  fully  formed  the  homed 
god,  he  brought  him  forth  and  crowned  him  with  a  coronal 
of  snakes,  whence  it  is  the  thyrsus-bearing  Maenads  hunt  the 
snake  to  twin^  about  their  hair.  O  Thebes,  nurse  of  Semele ! 
crown  thyself  with  ivy;  burst  forth,  burst  forth  with  blossoms 
fair  of  green  convolvulus,  and  with  the  boughs  of  oak  and 
pine  join  in  the  Bacchic  revelry  ;  don  thy  coat  of  dappled 
fawn-skin,  decking  it  with  tufts  of  silvered  hair;  with  reverent 
hand  the  sportive  wand  now  wield.  Anon  shall  the  whole 
land  be  dancing,  when  Bromius  leads  his  revellers  to  the 
hills,  to  the  hills  away  !  where  wait  him  groups  of  maidens 

'  vfiiif<rut,  a  somewhat  doubtful  reading  on  account  of  metrical  diflfi- 
culties,  which  would  be  satisfied  by  Nauck's  Ki\a6u>. 


i 


•***«*S^*(ffl«!?"«<-^S-    '-^ 


92 


EURiriDES. 


[L.  118-208 


t 


from  loom  and  shuttle  roused  in  frantic  haste  by  Dionysus. 
O  hidden  cave  of  the  Curetes!  O  hallowed  haunts  in  Crete, 
that  saw  Zeus  born,  where  Corybantes  with  crested  helms  de- 
vised for  me  in  their  grotto  the  rounded  timbrel  of  ox-hide, 
mingling  Bacchic  minstrelsy  with  the  shrill '  sweet  accents 
V    of  the  Phrygian  flute,  a  gift  bestowed  by  them  on  mother 
Rhea,  to  add  its  crash  of  music  to  the  Bacchantes'  shouts  of 
joy ;  but  frantic  satyrs  won  it  from  the  mother-goddess  for 
their  own,  and  added  it  to  their  dances  in  festivals,  which 
gladden  the  heart  of  Dionysus,  each  third  recurrent  year. 
Oh  !  happy  that  votary,  when^  from  the  hurrying  revel-rout 
/he  sinks  to  earth,  in  his  holy  robe  of  fawn-skin,  chasing  the 
'  ,^oat  to  drink  its  blood,  a  banquet  sweet  of  flesh  uncooked, 
/  as  he  hastes  to  Phrygia's  or  to  Libya's  hills  ;  while  in  the 
van  the  Bromian  god  exults  with  cries  of  Evoe.     With  milk 
and  wine  and  streams  of  luscious  honey  flows  the  earth,  and 
Syrian  incense  smokes.    While  the  Bacchante  holding  in  his 
hand  a  blazing  torch  of  pine  uplifted  on  his  wand  waves  it, 
as  he  speeds  along,  rousing  wandering  votaries,  and  as  he 
waves  it  cries  aloud  with  wanton  tresses  tossing  in  the  breeze ; 
and  thus  to  crown  the  revelry,  he  raises  loud  his  voice,  "On, 
on,  ye  Bacchanals,  pride  of  Tmolus  with  its  rills  of  gold  !  to 
the  sound  of  the  booming  drum,  chanting  in  joyous  strains 
the  praises  of  your  joyous  god  with  Phrygian  accents  lifted 
high,  what  time  the  holy  lute  with  sweet  complaining  note 
invites  you  to  your  hallowed  sport,  according  well  with  feet 
that  hurry  wildly  to  the  hills  ;  like  a  colt  that  gambols  at  its 
mother's   side    in    the    pasture,  with  gladsome  heart  each 
Bacchante  bounds  along." 

Tei.  What  loiterer  at  the  gates  will  call  Cadmus  from  the 
house,  Agenor's  son,  who  left  the  city  of  Sidon  and  founded 
here  the  town  of  Thebes?    Go  one  of  you,  announce  to  him 

'  The  words  (3aKxM  (rvtToiii}  are  probably  corrupt,  but  no  satisfactory 
emendation  has  yet  been  offered,     (Cf.  Sandys'  note,  ad  lot.) 
'  Sandys  reads  op  av  with  Kirchhoff. 
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that  Teiresias  is  seeking  him  ;  he  knows  himself  the  reason 
of  my  coming  and  the  compact  I  and  he  have  made  in  our 
old  age  to  bind  the  thyrsus  with  leaves  and  don  the  fawn- 
skin,  crowning  our  heads  the  while  with  ivy-sprays. 

Cad.  Best  of  friends  !  I  was  in  the  house  when  I  heard 
thy  voice,  wise  as  its  owner.  I  come  prepared,  dressed  in 
the  livery  of  the  god.  For  'tis  but  right  I  should  magnify 
with  all  my  might  my  own  daughter's  son,  Dionysus,  who 
hath  shown  his  godhead  unto  men.'  Where  are  we  to  join 
the  dance  ?  where  plant  the  foot  and  shake  the  hoary  head  ? 
Do  thou,  Teiresias,  be  my  guide,  age  leading  age,  for  thou 
art  wise.  Never  shall  I  weary,  night  or  day,  of  beating  the 
earth  with  my  thyrsus.     What  joy  to  forget  our  years  ! 

Tei.  Why,  then  thou  art  as  I  am.  For  I  too  am  young 
again,  and  will  essay  the  dance. 

Cad.  We  will  drive  then  in  our  chariot  to  the  hill. 

Tei.  Nay,  thus  would  the  god  not  have  an  equal  honourpaid. 

Cad.  Well,  I  will  lead  thee,  age  leading  age. 

Tei.  The  god  will  guide  us  both  thither  without  toil. 

Cad.  Shall  we  alone  of  all  the  city  dance  in  Bacchus' 
honour  ? 

Tei.  Yea,  for  we  alone  are  wise,  the  rest  are  mad. 

Cad.  We  stay  too  long  ;  come,  take  my  hand. 

Tei.  There  !  link  thy  hand  in  my  firm  grip. 

Cad.  Mortal  that  I  am,  I  scorn  not  the  gods. 

Tei.  No  subtleties  do  I  indulge  about  the  powers  of 
heaven.  The  faith  we  inherited  from  our  fathers,  old  as 
time  itself,  no  reasoning  shall  cast  down; *  no!  though  it  were 
the  subtlest  invention  of  wits  refined.  Maybe  some  one  will 
say,  I  have  no  respect  for  my  grey  hair  in  going  to  dance 
with  ivy  round  my  head  ;  not  so,  for  the  god  did  not  define 
whether '  old  or  young  should  dance,  but  from  all  alike  he 

*  Line  182  is  regarded  with  suspicion  by  most  editors. 
'  cara/3aXcr,  Scaliger. 

•  Matthiae  and  Kirchhoflf  read  ovri  ,   .   .  ovti. 
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claims  a  universal  homage,  and  scorns  nice  calculations'  in 
his  worship. 

Cad.  Teiresias,  since  thou  art  blind,  I  must  prompt  thee 
V  what  to  say.     Pentheus  is  coming  hither  to  the  house  in 
haste,  Echion's  son,  to  whom  I  resign  the  government.   How 
scared  he  looks !  what  strange  tidings  will  he  tell  ? 

Pen.  I  had  left  my  kingdom  for  awhile,  when  tidings  of 
strange  mischief  in  this  city  reached  me  ;  I  hear  that  our 
women-folk  have  left  their  homes  on  pretence  of  Bacchic 
rites,  and  on  the  wooded  hills  rush  wildly  to  and  fro,  honour- 
ing in  the  dance  this  new  god  Dionysus,  whoe'er  he  is;  and 
in   the  midst  of  each  revel-rout    the  brimming  wine-bowl 
stands,  and  one  by  one  they  steal  away  to  lonely  spots  to 
gratify  their  lust,  pretending  forsooth  that  they  are  Maenads 
bent  on  sacrifice,  though  it  is  Aphrodite  they  are  placing 
before  the  Bacchic  god.     As  many  as  I  caught,  my  gaolers 
are  keeping  safe  in  the  public  prison  fast  bound  ;  and  all 
who  are  gone  forth,  will  I  chase  from   the  hills,   Ino  and 
Agave  too  who  bore  me  to  Echion,  and  Actieon's  mother 
Autonoe.     In  fetters  of  iron  will  I  bind  them  and  soon  put 
an  end  to  these  outrageous  Bacchic  rites.     They  say  there 
came  a  stranger  hither,  a  trickster   and   a   sorcerer,   from 
Lydia's  land,  with  golden  hair  and  perfumed  locks,  the  flush 
of  wine  upon  his  face,'  and  in  his  eyes  each  grace  that  Aphro- 
dite gives;  by  day  and  night  he  lingers  in  our  maidens' com- 
pany on  the  plea  of  teaching  Bacchic  mysteries.     Once  let 
me  catch  him  within  these  walls,  and  I  will  put  an  end  to 
his  thyrsus-beating  and  his  waving  of  his  tresses,  for  I  will 
cut  his  head  from  his  body.    This  is  the  fellow  who  says  that 
Dionysus  is  a  god,  sa>s  that  he  was  once  stitched  up  in  the 
thigh  of  Zeus,— that  child  who  with  his  mother  was  blasted  by 

•  iCafHB^iujv  ^'  oh^iv.  Bemhardy  rejects  the  line  as  spurious.  Sand-s 
after  noticing  the  numerous  proposed  emendations  suggests  irapaXiniijv 
Ci  ov$t^  =  "omitting  no  man." 

*  oirtnTcb^^  Barnes. 
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the  lightning  flash,  because  the  woman  falsely  said  her 
marriage  was  with  Zeus.  Is  not  this  enough  to  deserve  the 
awful  penalty  of  hanging,  this  stranger's  wanton  insolence, 
whoe'er  he  be  ? 

But  lo!  another  marvel.  I  see  Teiresias,  our  diviner, 
dressed  in  dappled  fawn-skins,  and  my  mother's  father  too, 
wildly  waving '  the  Bacchic  wand ;  droll  sight  enough  !  Father, 
it  grieves  me  to  see  you  two  old  men  so  void  of  sense.  Oh ! 
shake  that  ivy  from  thee  !  Let  fall  the  thyrsus  from  thy  hand, 
my  mother's  sire  !  Was  it  thou,  Teiresias,  urged  him  on  to 
this  ?  Art  bent  on  introducing  this  fellow  as  another  new  deity 
amongst  men,  that  thou  mayst  then  observe  the  fowls  of  the 
air  and  make  a  gain  from  fiery  divination  ?  Were  it  not 
that  thy  grey  hairs  protected  thee,  thou  shouldst  sit 
chains  amid  the  Bacchanals,  for  introducing  knavish  myste- 
ries; for  where  the  gladsome  grape  is  found  at  women's 
feasts,  I  deny  that  their  rites  have  any  longer  good  results. 

Cho.  What  impiety !'  Hast  thou  no  reverence,  sir  stranger, 
for  the  gods  or  for  Cadmus  who  sowed  the  crop  of  earth- 
born  warriors?  Son  of  Echion  as  thou  art,  thou  dost  shame 
thy  birth. 

Tei.  Whenso  a  man  of  wisdom  finds  a  good  topic  for 
argument,  it  is  no  difficult  matter  to  speak  well ;  but  thou, 
though  possessing  a  glib  tongue  as  if  endowed  with  sense, 
art  yet  devoid  thereof  in  all  thou  sayest.  A  headstrong  man, 
if  he  have  influence  and  a  capacity  for  speaking,  makes  a  bad 
citizen  because  he  lacks  sense.  This  new  deity,  whom  tho 
deridest,  will  rise  to  power  I  cannot  say  how  great,  through- 
out Hellas.  Two  things  there  are,  young  prince,  that  hold 
first  rank  among  men,  the  goddess  Demeter,  that  is,  the 
earth, — call  her  which  name  thou  please;  she  it  is  that  feedeth 

Kirchhoff  reads  /3arx«vovroc*  aXX'  avaii'ofiai.     The  word  nartp  is 
proUbly  not  genuine,  and  the  plural  would  be  more  in  place  here. 
^  Sv(T<rtf3tta(f  Reiske. 


I.J 


r 


1, 


96 


EURIPIDES. 


[l.  277-342 


I 


men  with  solid  food  ;  and  as  her  counterpart  *  came  this  god, 
the  son  of  Semele,  who  discovered  the  juice  of  the  grape  and 
introduced  it  to  mankind,  stilling  thereby  each  grief  that 
mortals  suffer  from,  soon  as  e'er  they  are  filled  with  the  juice 
of  the  vine ;  and  sleep  also  he  giveih,  sleep  that  brings  for- 
getfulness  of  daily  ills,  the  sovereign  charm  for  all  our  woe. 
God  *'  though  he  is,  he  serves  all  other  gods  for  libations,  so 
that  through  him  mankind  is  blest.  He  it  is  whom  thou 
dost  mock,  because  he  was  sewn  up  in  the  thigh  of  Zeus. 
But  I  will  show  thee  this  fair  mystery.  When  Zeus  had 
snatched  him  from  the  lightning's  blaze,  and  to  Olympus 
borne  the  tender  babe,  Hera  would  have  cast  him  forth  from 
heaven,  but  Zeus,  as  such  a  god  well  might,  devised  a  coun- 
terplot. He  broke  off  a  fragment  of  the  ether  which  sur- 
rounds the  world,  and  made  thereof  a  hostage  against  Hera's 
bitterness,  while  he  gave  out  Dionysus  into  other  hands  ; 
hence,  in  time,  men  said  that  he  was  reared'  in  the  thigh  of 
Zeus,  having  changed  '  the  word  and  invented  a  legend, 
because  the  god  was  once  a  hostage  to  the  goddess  Hera. 
This  god  too  hath  projihetic  power,  for  there  is  no  small  pro- 
phecy inspired  by  Bacchic  frenzy ;  for  whenever  the  god  in 
^  his  full  might  enters  the  human  frame,  he  makes  his  frantic 
votaries  foretell  the  future.  Likewise '  he  hath  some  share  in 
Ares'  rights  ;  for  oft,  or  ever  a  weapon  is  touched,  a  panic 
seizes  an  army  when  it  is  marshalled  in  array ;  and  this  too 
is  a  frenzy  sent  by  Dionysus.  Yet  shalt  thou  behold  him 
e'en  on  Delphi's  rocks  leaping  o'er  the  cloven  height,  torch 

•  6  5'  Ji\9ey  kin  rdifTiiraXop^  for  which  Badham  proposed  o  d"  iiioviiv 
avrnrdkov.     Sandys  suggests  iravai-novov  for  the  latter  word. 

■•'  Dindorf  regards  lines  284-297  as  spurious.     On  this  whole  obscure 
passage,  Sandys'  note  may  be  consulted  with  advantage. 
^  Pierson  reads  paipf\vai. 

*  u€.  changing  o^ir\pov  into  firipov. 

'  Lines  302-305  are  susi>ected  by  Nauck,  305  also  by  Pierson  and 
Wecklein. 
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in  hand,  waving  and  brandishing  the  branch  by  Bacchus 
loved,  yea,  and  through  the  length  and  breadth  of  Hellas, 
Hearken  to  me,  Pentheus ;  never  boast  that  might  alone  doth 
sway  the  world,  nor  if  thou  think  so,  unsound  as  thy  opinion  is, 
credit  thyself  with  any  wisdom  ;  but  receive  the  god  into  thy 
realm,  pour  out  libations,  join  the  revel  rout,  and  crown  thy 
head.  It  is  not  Dionysus  that  will  force  chastity  on  women 
in  their  love ;  but  this  is  what  we  should  consider,  whether 
chastity  is  part  of  their  nature  for  good  and  all ;  for  if  it  is, 
no  really  modest  maid  will  ever  fall  'mid  Bacchic  mysteries. 
Mark  this  :  thou  thyself  art  glad  when  thousands  throng  thy 
gates,  and  citizens  extol  the  name  of  Pentheus  ;  he  too,  I 
trow,  delights  in  being  honoured.  Wherefore  I  and  Cadmus, 
whom  thou  jeerest  so,  will  wreath  our  brows  with  ivy  and 
join  the  dance ;  pair  of  greybeards  though  we  be,  still  must 
we  take  part  therein ;  never  will  I  for  any  words  of  thine 
fight  against  heaven.  Most  grievous  is  thy  madness,  nor 
canst  thou  find  a  charm  to  cure  thee,  albeit  charms  have 
caused  thy  malady.' 

Cho.  Old  sir,  thy  words  do  not  discredit  Phoebus,  and 
thou  art  wise  in  honouring  Bromius,  potent  deity. 

Cad.  My  son,  Teiresias  hath  given  thee  sound  advice ; 
dwell  with  us,  but  o'erstep  not  the  threshold  of  custom  ; 
for  now  thou  art  soaring  aloft,  and  thy  wisdom  is  no 
wisdom.  E'en  ^  though  he  be  no  god,  as  thou  assertest,  still 
say  he  is ;  be  guilty  of  a  splendid  fraud,  declaring  him  the 
son  of  Semele,  that  she  may  be  thought  the  mother  of  a 
god,  and  we  and  all  our  race  gain  honour.  Dost  thou  mark 
the  awful  fate  of  Actaeon  ?  whom  savage  hounds  of  his  own 
rearing  rent  in  pieces  in  the  meadows,  because  he  boasted 
himself  a  better  hunter  than  Artemis.  Lest  thy  fate  be  the 
same,  come  let  me  crown  thy  head  with  ivy ;  join  us  in 
rendering  homage  to  the  god. 

*  i.e.f  you  are  under  a  spell  which  no  drugs  can  break. 
'  Lines  333-336  are  suspected  by  Nauck  and  others. 
".  H 
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Pen.  Touch  me  not  !  away  to  thy  Bacchic  rites  thyself! 
never  try  to  infect  me  with  thy  foolery  !  Vengeance  will  I 
have  on  the  fellow  who  teaches  thee  such  senselessness. 
Away  one  of  you  without  delay  !  seek  yonder  seat  where  he 
observes  his  birds,  wrench  it  from  its  base  with  levers,  turn 
it  upside  down,  o'erthrowing  it  in  utter  confusion,  and  toss 
his  garlands  to  the  tempest's  blast.  For  by  so  doing  shall 
I  wound  him  most  deeply.  Others  of  you  range  the  city  and 
hunt  down  this  girl-faced  stranger,  who  is  introducing  a 
new  complaint  amongst  our  women,  and  doing  outrage  to  the 
marriage  tie.  And  if  haply  ye  catch  him,  bring  him  hither 
to  me  in  chains,  to  be  stoned  to  death,  a  bitter  ending  to 
his  revelry  in  Thebes. 

Tei.  Unhappy  wretch  !  thou  little  knowest  what  thou  art 
saying.  Now  art  thou  become  a  raving  madman,  even  before 
unsound  in  mind.  Let  us  away,  Cadmus,  and  pray  earnestly 
for  him,  spite  of  his  savage  temper,  and  likewise  for  the  city, 
that  the  god  inflict  not  a  signal  vengeance.  Come,  follow  me 
with  thy  ivy- wreathed  staff;  try  to  support  my  tottering 
frame  as  I  do  thine,  for  it  is  unseemly  that  two  old  men 
should  fall ;  but  let  that  pass.  For  we  must  serve  the  Bacchic 
god,  the  son  of  Zeus.  Only,  Cadmus,  beware  lest  Pentheus  * 
bring  sorrow  to  thy  house  ;  it  is  not  my  prophetic  art,  but 
circumstances  that  lead  me  to  say  this ;  for  the  words  of  a 
fool  are  folly.  [Exeunt  Cadmus  a//^/TEiRESiAS. 

Cho.  O  holiness,  queen  amongst  the  gods,  sweeping  on 
golden  pinion  o'er  the  earth  !  dost  hear  the  words  of 
Pentheus,  dost  hear  his  proud  blaspheming  against  Bro- 
'mius,  the  son  of  Semele,  first  of  all  the  blessed  gods  at 
every  merry  festival  ?  His  it  is  to  rouse  the  revellers  to 
dance,  to  laugh  away  dull  care,  and  wake  the  flute,  whene'er 
at  banquets  of  the  gods  the  luscious  grape  appears,  or 
when  the  wine-cup  in  the  feast  sheds  sleep  on  men  who 

*  i.e.,  •*  the  son  of  sorrow,"  one  of  the  many  plays  on  names  in 
Euripides. 


M  vvear  the  ivy-spray.  The  end  of  all  unbridled  speech  and 
lawless  senselessness  is  misery ;  but  the  life  of  calm  repose 
and  the  rule  of  reason  abide  unshaken  and  support  the 
home;  for  far  away  in  heaven  though  they  dwell,  the 
powers  divine  behold  man's  state.  /Sophistry  is  not  wisdom,  "^ 
and  to  indulge  in  thoughts  beyond  man's  ken  is  to  shorten 
life;'  and  if  a  man  on  such  poor  terms'  should  aim  too  high, 
he  may  miss  the  pleasures  in  his  reac^  These,  to  my 
mind,  are  the  ways  of  madmen  and  idiots.  Oh  !  to  make 
my  way  to  Cyprus,  isle  of  Aphrodite,  where  dwell  the  love- 
gods  strong  to  soothe  man's  soul,  or  to  Paphos,'  which  that 
foreign  river,  never  fed  by  rain,  enriches  with  its  hundred 
mouths  !  Oh  !  lead  me,  Bromian  god,  celestial  guide  of 
Bacchic  pilgrims,  to  the  hallowed  slopes  of  Olympus,  where 
Pierian  Muses  have  their  haunt  most  fair.  There  dwell  the 
Graces ;  there  is  soft  desire ;  there  thy  votaries  may  hold 
their  revels  freely.  The  joy  of  our  god,  the  son  of  Zeus, 
is  in  banquets,  his  delight  is  in  peace,  that  giver  of  riches 
and  nurse  divine  of  youth.  Both  to  rich  and  poor  alike 
hath  he  granted  the  delight  of  wine,  that  makes  all  pain  to 
cease;  hateful  to  him  is  every  one  who  careth  not  to  lire 
the  life  of  bliss,  that  lasts  through  days  and  nights  of  joy. 
True  wisdom*  is  to  keep  the  heart  and  soul  aloof  from  over- 
subtle  wits.  That  which  the  less  enlightened  crowd  approves 
and  practises,  will  I  accept.' 

Ser.  [Dionysus  is  led  in  bound.'\  We  are  come,  Pentheus, 
having  hunted  down  this  prey,  for  which  thou  didst  send  us 
forth ;  not  in  vain  hath  been  our  quest.    We  found  our  quarry 

*  Following  Hermann  who  adopts  the  Aldine  punctuation,  />.,  no 
stop  after  ^povCiv. 

^  iiri  rovT'y  Paley  reads  rovrov  **  in  the  time  of  this  life.** 

*  Countless  attempts,  all  unconvincing,  have  been  made  to  explain  or 
emend  this  word.  What  has  Paphos  to  do  with  the  Nile  ?  Meineke 
sujigests  xGoi'a  ©*, 

*  <To<i>6v  (',  Aldus. 
'  16S'  dv  ^€xoi/xai/,  Kirchhoff. 


\ 


» 


lOO 


EURIPIDES. 


[L.  437-488 


tame ;  he  did  not  fly  from  us,  but  yielded  himself  without  a 
struggle  ;  his  cheek  ne'er  blanched,  nor  did  his  ruddy  colour 
change,  but  with  a  smile  he  bade  me  bind  and  lead  him 
away,  and  he  waited,  making  my  task  an  easy '  one.  For 
very  shame  I  said  to  him,  "Against  my  will,  sir  stranger,  do  I 
lead  thee  hence,  but  Pentheus  ordered  it,  who  sent  me 
hither."  As  for  his  votaries  whom  thou  thyself  didst  check, 
seizing  and  binding  them  hand  and  foot  in  the  public  gaol, 
all  these  have  loosed  their  bonds  and  fled  into  the  meadows 
where  they  now  are  sporting,  calling  aloud  on  the  Bromian 
god.  Their  chains  fell  off"  their  feet  of  their  own  accord, 
and  doors  flew  open  without  man's  hand  to  help.  Many  a 
marvel  hath  this  stranger  brought  with  him  to  our  city  of 
Thebes  ;  what  yet  remains  must  be  thy  care. 

Pen.  Loose  his  hands  ^;  for  now  that  I  have  him  in  the 
net  he  is  scarce  swift  enough  to  elude  me.  So,  sir  stranger, 
thou  art  not  ill-favoured  from  a  woman's  point  of  view, 
which  was  thy  real  object  in  coming  to  Thebes ;  thy  hair  is 
long  because  thou  hast  never  been  a  wrestler,  flowing  right 
down  thy  cheeks  most  wantonly  ;  thy  skin  is  white  to  help 
thee  gain  thy  end,  not  tanned  by  ray  of  sun,  but  kept  within 
the  shade,  as  thou  goest  in  quest  of  love  with  beauty's  bait. 
Come,  tell  me  firat  of  thy  race. 

Dio.  That  needs  no  braggart's  tongue,  'tis  easily  told  ; 
maybe  thou  knowest  Tmolus  by  hearsay. 

Pen.  I  know  it,  the  range  that  rings  the  city  of  Sardis 
round. 

Dio.  Thence  I  come,  Lydia  is  my  native  home. 

Pen.  What  makes  thee  bring  these  mysteries  to  Hellas? 

Dio.  Dionysus,  the  son  of  Zeus,  initiated  me. 

Pen.  Is  there  a  Zeus  in  Lydia,  who  begets  new  gods  ? 

'  ivrpirri^.  Canter. 

*  ^iOioBt  x^^**'^*  so  Burges  and  Dobree  for  fiaiveaOe'  of  the  M.S. 
Bothe  ingeniously  suggests  fxainaQi  x^Tpov  roi55'  =  "ye  are  more  mad 
than  he  ; "  and  so  Nauck  reads. 
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Dio.  No,'  but  the  Zeus  who  married  Semele  in  Hellas. 
Pen.  Was  it  by  night  or  in  the  face  of  day  that  he  con- 
strained thee  ? 

Dio.  'Twas  face  to  face   he   intrusted   his  mysteries  to 
me. 

Pen.   Pray,  what  special  feature  stamps  thy  rites? 

Dio.  That  is  a  secret  to  be  hidden  from  the  uninitiated. 

Pen.  What  profit  bring  they  to  their  votaries  ? 

Dio.  Thou   must   not   be  told,   though  'tis   well  worth 
knowing. 

Pen.  a  pretty  piece  of  trickery,  to  excite  my  curiosity ! 
Dio.  a  man  of  godless  life  is   an  abomination  to  the 
rites  of  the  god. 

Pen.  Thou  sayest  thou  didst  see  the  god  clearly  •  what 
was  he  like  ?  ' 

Dio.  What  his  fancy  chose ;  I  was  not  there  to  order 
this. 

Pen.  Another  clever  twist  and  turn  of  thine,  without  a 
word  of  answer. 

Dio.  He  were  a  fool,  methinks,  who  would  utter  wisdom 
to  a  fool. 

Pen.  Hast  thou  come  hither  first  with  this  deity? 
Dio.  All  foreigners  already  celebrate  these  mysteries  with 
dances. 

Pen.  The  reason  being,  they  are  far  behind  Hellenes  in 
wisdom. 

Dio.  In  this  at  least  far  in  advance,  though  their  customs 
differ. 

Pen.  Is  it  by  night  or  day  thou  performest  these  devo- 
tions ? 

Dio.  By  night  mostly ;  darkness  lends  solemnity. 
Pen.  Calculated  to  entrap  and  corrupt  women. 
Dio.  Day  too  for  that  matter  may  discover  shame. 


'   Reading  with  Mu^grave,  oIk,  oXX'  6  "LfixtXtiv  kvGaSt  Ktv^a^ 
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Pen.  This  vile  quibbling  settles  thy  punishment. 

Dio.  Brutish  ignorance  and  godlessness  will  settle  thine. 

Pen.  How  bold  our  Bacchanal  is  growing  !  a  very  master 
in  this  wordy  strife  ! 

Dio.  Tell  me  what  I  am  to  suffer;  what  is  the  grievous 
doom  thou  wilt  inflict  upon  me? 

Pen.  First  will  I  shear  off  thy  dainty  tresses. 

Dio.  My  locks  are  sacred ;  for  the  god  I  let  them  grow. 

Pen.  Next  surrender  that  thyrsus. 

Dio.  Take  it  from  me  thyself;  'tis  the  wand  of  Dionysus 
I  am  bearing. 

Pen.  In  dungeon  deep  thy  body  will  I  guard. 

Dig.  The  god  himself  will  set  me  free,  whene'er  I  list. 

Pen.  Perhaps   he    may,    when    thou   standest  amid  thy 
Bacchanals  and  callest  on  his  name.' 

Dio.  Even  now  he  is  near  me  and  witnesses  my  treatment. 

Pen.  Why,  where  is  he  ?     To  my  eyes  he  is  invisible. 

Dio  He  is  by  my  side;  thou  art  a  godless  man  and 
therefore  dost  not  see  him. 

Pen.  Seize  him  !  the  fellow  scorns  me  and  Thebes  too. 

Dio.   I  bid  you  bind  me  not,  reason  addressing  madness. 

Pen.   But  I  say  "bind!"  with  better  right  than  thou. 

Dio.  Thou  hast  no  knowledge  of  the  life  thou  art  leading ; 
thy  very  existence  is  now  a  mystery  to  thee.^ 

Pen.   I  am  Pentheus,  son  of  Agave  and  Echion. 

Dio.  Well-named  to  be  misfortune's  mate  ! 

Pen.  Avaunt  !  Ho  !  shut  him  up  within  the  horses'  stalls 
hard  by,  that  for  light  he  may  have  pitchy  gloom.  Do  thy 
dancing  there,  and  these  women  whom  thou  bringest  with 
thee  to  share  thy  villainies  I  will  either  sell  as  slaves  or  make 
their  hands  cease  from  this  noisy  beating  of  drums,  and  set 
them  to  work  at  the  loom  as  servants  of  my  own. 

[Ex//  Pentheus. 

*  i.e.,  never. 

^  Elmsley's  emendation  is  followed,  ovd'  6p^t  *  '  oafi^  «^ 


4  Dio.  I  will  go;  for  that  which  fate  forbids,  can   never 

befall  me.  For  this  thy  mockery  be  sure  Dionysus  will  exact 
a  recompense  of  thee, — even  the  god  whose  existence  thou 
deniest;  for  thou  art  injuring  him  by  haling  me  to  prison. 

[£xtt  Dionysus,  guarded. 

»  Cho.   Hail  to  thee,  Dirce,  happy  maid,  daughter  revered 

of  Achelous  !  within  thy  founts  thou  didst  receive  in  days 
gone  by  the  babe  of  Zeus,  what  time  his  father  caught  him 
up  into  his  thigh  from  out  the  deathless  flame,  while  thus 
he  cried :  "Go  rest,  my  Dithyrambus,  there  within  thy  father's 
womb;  by  this  name,  O  Bacchic  god,  I  now  proclaim 
thee  to  Thebes."  But  thou,  blest  Dirce,  thrustest  me  aside, 
when  in  thy  midst  I  strive  to  hold  my  revels  graced  with 
crowns.  Why  dost  thou  scorn  me  ?  Why  avoid  me  ?  By 
the  clustered  charm  that  Dionysus  sheds  o'er  the  vintage  I 
vow  there  yet  shall  come  a  time  when  thou  wilt  turn  thy 
thoughts  to  Bromius.  [What  furious  rage ']  the  earth-born  race 
displays,  even  Pentheus  sprung  of  a  dragon  of  old,  himself 
the  son  of  earth-born  Echion,  a  savage  monster  in  his  very 
mien,  not  made  in  human  mould,  but  like  some  murderous 
giant  pitted  against  heaven;  for  he  means  to  bind  me,  the 
handmaid  of  Bromius,  in  cords  forthwith,  and  e'en  now  he 
keeps  my  fellow-reveller  pent  within  his  palace,  plunged  in  a 
gloomy  dungeon.  Dost  thou  mark  this,  O  Dionysus,  son 
of  Zeus,  thy  prophets  struggling  'gainst  resistless  might? 
Come,  O  king,'  brandishing  thy  golden  thyrsus  along  the 
slopes  of  Olympus ;  restrain  the  pride  of  this  blood-thirsty 
wretch  !  Oh  !  where  in  Nysa,  haunt  of  beasts,  or  on  the 
peaks  of  Corycus  art  thou,  Dionysus,  marshalling  with  thy 
wand  the  revellers?  or  haply  in  the  thick  forest  depths 
of  Olympus,  where   erst  Orpheus  with   his   lute  gathered 

oiav  o'lav  opy/ii'.  These  words  are  generally  regarded  as  a  copyist's 
gloss,  due  to  a  misunderstanding  of  the  text.  Without  them,  translate  : 
"  Pentheus  betrays  his  earth-bom  descent."  .   .  . 

ava^  so  Hermann  for  avcu 
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trees. to  his  minstrelsy,  and  beasts  that  range  the  fields. 
Ah,  blest  Pieria  !  Evius  honours  thee,  to  thee  will  he  come 
with  his  Bacchic  rites  to  lead  the  dance,  and  thither  will  he 
lead  the  circling  Maenads,  crossing  the  swift  current  of 
Axius  and  the  Lydias,  that  giveth  wealth  and  happiness  to 
man,  yea,  and  '  the  father  of  rivers,  which,  as  I  have  heard, 
enriches  with  his  waters  fair  a  land  of  steeds. 

Dio.  What  ho !  my  Bacchantes,  ho !  hear  my  call,  oh!  hear. 

1ST  Chq-  Who  art  thou?  what  Evian  cry  is  this  that 
calls  me  ?  whence  comes  it  ? 

Dig.  What  ho  !  once  more  I  call,  I  the  son  of  Semele, 
the  child  of  Zeus. 

2ND  Cho.   My  master,  O  my  master,  hail  ! 

3RD  Cho.  Come  to  our  revel-band,  O  Bromian  god. 

4TH  Cho.  Thou  solid  earth  ! 

5TH  Cho.  Most  awful  shock  ! 

6th  Cho.  O  horror !  soon  will  the  palace  of  Pentheus 
totter  and  fall. 

7TH  Cho.  Dionysus  is  within  this  house. 

Sth  Cho.   Do  homage  to  him. 

9TH  Cho.  We  do  !  we  do  ! 

ioth  Cho.  Did  ye  mark  yon  architrave  of  stone  upon 
the  columns  start  asunder? 

iith  Cho.  Within  these  walls  the  triumph-shout  of  Bro- 
mius  himself  will  rise. 

Dio.  Kindle  the  blazing  torch  with  lightning's  fire, 
abandon  to  the  flames  the  halls  of  Pentheus. 

I2TH  Cho.  Ha  !  dost  not  see  the  flame,  dost  not  clearly 
mark^  it  at  the  sacred  tomb  of  Semele,  the  lightning  flame 
which  long  ago  the  hurler  of  the  bolt  left  there  ? 

•  iraripa  r€,  perhaps  the  Haliacmon  is  meant.  Bothc  omitting  ri 
understands  the  Lydias  as  before. 

'  The  distribution  of  the  following  lines  follows  Paley's  arrange- 
ment. 

^  avya^tiQy  Nauck. 


13TH  Cho.  Your  trembling  limbs  prostrate,  ye  Maenads, 
low  upon  the  ground. 

14TH  Cho.  Yea,  for  our  king,  the  son  of  Zeus,  is  assailing 
and  utterly  confounding  this  house. 

Dig.  Are  ye  so  stricken  with  terror  that  ye  have  fallen  to 
the  earth,  O  foreign  dames  ?  Ye  saw  then,  it  would  seem, 
how  the  Bacchic  god  made  Pentheus'  halls  to  quake;  but 
arise,  be  of  good  heart,  compose  your  trembling  limbs.^ 

Cho.  O  chiefest  splendour  of  our  gladsome  Bacchic  sport, 
with  what  joy  I  see  thee  in  my  loneliness  ! 

Dig.  Were  ye  cast  down  when  I  was  led  into  the  house, 
to  be  plunged  into  the  gloomy  dungeons  of  Pentheus  ? 

Cho.  Indeed  I  was.  Who  was  to  protect  me,  if  thou 
shouldst  meet  with  mishap?  But  how  wert  thou  set  free 
from  the  clutches  of  this  godless  wretch  ? 

Dig.  My  own  hands  worked  out  my  own  salvation,  easily 
and  without  trouble. 

Cho.  But  did  he  not  lash  fast  thy  hands  with  cords  ? 

Dig.  There  too  I  mocked  him ;  he  thinks  he  bound  me, 
whereas  he  never  touched  or  caught  hold  of  me,  but  fed 
himself  on  fancy.  For  at  the  stall,  to  which  he  brought  me 
for  a  gaol,  he  found  a  bull,  whose  legs  and  hoofs  he 
straightly  tied,  breathing  out  fury  the  while,  the  sweat 
trickling  from  his  body,  and  he  biting  his  lips  ;  but  I  from 
near  at  hand  sat  calmly  looking  on.  Meantime  came  the 
Bacchic  god  and  made  the  house  quake,  and  at  his 
mother's  tomb  relit  the  fire ;  but  Pentheus,  seeing  this, 
thought  his  palace  was  ablaze,  and  hither  and  thither  he 
rushed,  bidding  his  servants  bring  water ;  but  all  in  vain  was 
every  servant's  busy  toil.  Thereon  he  let  this  labour  be 
awhile,  and,  thinking  maybe  that  I  had  escaped,  rushed  into 
the  palace  with  his  murderous  sword  unsheathed.  Then  did 
Bromius, — so  at  least  it  seemed  to  me ;  I  only  tell  you  what 

'  Lines  606  and  607  are  regarded  as  suspicious  by  Nauck. 
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I  thought,— made  a  phantom  *  in  the  hall,  and  he  rushed 
after  it  in  headlong  haste,  and  stabbed  the  lustrous  air, 
thinking  he  wounded  me.  Further  the  Bacchic  god  did  other 
outrage  to  him  ;  he  dashed  the  building  to  the  ground,  and 
there  it  lies  a  mass  of  ruin,  a  sight  to  make  him  rue  most  bitterly 
my  bonds.  At  last  from  sheer  fatigue  he  dropped  his  sword 
and  fell  fainting ;  for  he,  a  mortal  frail,  dared  to  wage  war 
upon  a  god ;  but  I  meantime  quietly  left  the  house  and  am 
come  to  you,  with  never  a  thought  of  Pentheus.  But  me- 
thinks  he  will  soon  appear  before  the  house  ;  at  least  there  is  a 
sound  of  steps  within.  What  will  he  say,  I  wonder,  after  this  ? 
Well,  be  his  fury  never  so  great,  I  will  lightly  bear  it ;  for 
'tis  a  wise  man's  way  to  school  his  temper  into  due  control. 

Pen.  \^Rushing 0Ht.'\  Shamefully  have  I  been  treated;  that 
stranger,  whom  but  now  I  made  so  fast  in  prison,  hath 
escaped  me.  Ha  !  there  is  the  man  !  What  means  this  ? 
How  didst  thou  come  forth,  to  appear  thus  in  front  of  my 
palace  ? 

Dio.  Stay  where  thou  art ;  and  moderate  thy  fury. 

Pen.  How  is  it  thou  hast  escaped  thy  fetters  and  art  at 
large  } 

Dio.  Did  I  not  say,  or  didst  thou  not  hear  me,  **  There 
is  one  will  loose  me." 

Pen.  Who  was  it?  there  is  always  something  strange  in 
what  thou  sayest. 

Dio.  He  who  makes  the  clustering  vine  to  grow  for  man. 

Pen.         #  #  #  • 

Dio.*  a  fine  taunt  indeed  thou  hurlest  here  at  Dionysus ! 
Pen.  \To  his  sen'an/s.]  Bar  every  tower  that  hems  us  in, 
I  order  you. 

Dio.  What  use  ?  Cannot  gods  pass  even  over  walls? 

*  ^(Tfia^  Jacobs'  emendation  for  <pio^, 

■'*  The  exact  drift  of  this  passage  is  not  clear,  and  editors  have  been  in 
doubt  to  which  of  the  speakers  to  assign  this  verse.  All  mark  a  lacuna 
of  one  Ime,  some  after  651,  others  after  652. 


Pen.  How  wise  thou  art,  except  where  thy  wisdom  is 
needed  ! 

Dio.  Where  most  'tis  needed,  there  am  I  most  wise.  But 
first  listen  to  yonder  messenger  and  hear  what  he  says ;  he 
comes  from  the  hills  with  tidings  for  thee  ;  and  I  will  await 
thy  pleasure,  nor  seek  to  fly. 

Mes.  Pentheus,  ruler  of  this  realm  of  Thebes !  I  am  come 
from  Cithaeron,  where  the  dazzling  flakes  of  pure  white  snow 
ne'er  cease  to  fall. 

Pen.  What  urgent  news  dost  bring  me  ? 

Mes.  I  have  seen,  O  king,  those  frantic  Bacchanals,  who 
darted  in  frenzy  from  this  land  with  bare  white  feet,  and  I 
am  come  to  tell  thee  and  the  city  the  wondrous  deeds  they 
do,  deeds  passing  strange.  But  I  fain  would  hear,  whether 
I  am  freely  to  lell  all  I  saw  there,  or  shorten  my  story  ;  for 
I  fear  thy  hasty  temper,  sire,  thy  sudden  bursts  of  wrath  and 
more  than  princely  rage. 

Pen.  Say  on,  for  thou  shalt  go  unpunished  by  me  in  all 
respects  ;  for  to  be  angered  with  the  upright  is  wrong. ^  The 
direr  thy  tale  about  the  Bacchantes,  the  heavier  punishment 
will  I  inflict  on  this  fellow  who  brought  his  secret  arts 
amongst  our  women. 

Mes.  I  was  just  driving  the  herds  of  kine  to  a  ridge  of  the 
hill  as  I  fed  them,^  as  the  sun  shot  forth  his  rays  and  made 
the  earth  grow  warm  ;  when  lo  !  I  see  three  revel-bands  of 
women  ;  Autonoe  was  chief  of  one,  thy  mother  Agave  of  the 
second,  while  Ino's  was  the  third.  There  they  lay  asleep, 
all  tired  out ;  some  were  resting  on  branches  of  the  pine, 
others  had  laid  their  heads  in  careless  ease  on  oak-leaves 
piled  upon  the  ground,  observing  all  modesty ;  not,  as  thou 

'  This  line  is  rejected  by  Nauck, 

'  Reading  /36<tcu»v,  the  clever  emendation  of  Sandys  for  ^o<rx}>>v  ;  on 
the  other  hand  many  regard  vm^iiKpiKov  as  intransitive,  j.^.,  "  the  cattle 
were  just  making  their  way  uphill,"  in  which  case  h6<tx**>v  must  be 
retained. 
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sayest/ seeking  to  gratify  their  lusts  alone  amid  the  woods, 
by  wine  and  soft  flute-music  maddened. 
/Anon  in  their  midst  thy  mother  uprose  and  cried  aloud 
lo  wake  them  from  their  sleep,  when  she  heard  the  lowing 
of  my  horned  kine.  And  up  they  started  to  their  feet, 
brushing  from  their  eyes  sleep's  quickening  dew,  a  wondrous 
sight  of  grace  and  modesty,  young  and  old  and  maidens  yet 
unwed.  First  o'er  their  shoulders  they  let  stream  their  hair ; 
then  all  did  gird  their  fawn-skins  up,  who  hitherto  had  left 
the  fastenings  loose,  girdling  the  dappled  hides  with  snakes 
that  licked  their  cheeks.  Others  fondled  in  their  arms  gazelles 
or  savage  whelps  of  wolves,  and  suckled  them, — young 
mothers  these  with  babes  at  home,  whose  breasts  were  still 
full  of  milk ;  crowns  they  wore  of  ivy  or  of  oak  or  blos- 
soming convolvulus.  And  one  took  her  thyrsus  and  struck 
it  into  the  earth,  and  forth  there  gushed  a  limpid  spring ; 
and  another  plunged  her  wand  into  the  lap  of  earth  and 
there  the  god  sent  up  a  fount  of  wine  ;  and  all  who  wished 
for  draughts  of  milk  had  but  to  scratch  the  soil  with  their 
finger-tips  and  there  they  had  it  in  abundance,  while  from 
every  ivy- wreathed  staff  sweet  rills  of  honey  trickled. 

Hadst  thou  been  there  and  seen  this,  thou  wouldst  have 
turned  to  pray  to  the  god,  whom  now  thou  dost  disparage. 
Anon  we  herdsmen  and  shepherds  met  to  discuss  their 
strange  and  wondrous  doings;  then  one,  who  wandereth  oft 
to  town  and  hath  a  trick  of  speech,  made  harangue  in  the 
midst,  '*0  ye  who  dwell  upon  the  hallowed  mountain-terraces ! 
shall  we  chase  Agave,  mother  of  Pentheus,  from  her  Bacchic 
rites,  and  thereby  do  our  prince  a  service  ?  "  We  liked  his 
speech,  and  placed  ourselves  in  hidden  ambush  among  the 
leafy  thickets  ;  they  at  the  appointed  time  began  to  wave  the 
thyrsus  for  their  Bacchic  rites,  calling  on  lacchus,  the 
Bromian  god,  the  son  of  Zeus,  in  united  chorus,  and  the 
whole  mount  and  the  wild  creatures  re-echoed  their  cry ;  all 
nature  stirred  as  they  rushed  on.     Now  Agave  chanced  to 


come  springing  near  me,  so  up  I  leapt  from  out  my  ambush 
where  I  lay  concealed,  meaning  to  seize  her.  But  she  cried 
out,  "What  ho  !  my  nimble  hounds,  here  are  men  upon  our 
track;  but  follow  me,  ay,  follow,  with  the  thyrsus  in  your 
hands  for  weapon."  Thereat  we  fled,  to  escape  being  torn 
in  pieces  by  the  Bacchantes  ;  but  they,  with  hands  that  bore 
no  weapon  of  steel,  attacked  our  cattle  as  they  browsed. 
Then  wouldst  thou  have  seen  Agave  mastering  ^  some  sleek 
lowing  calf,  while  others  rent  the  heifers  limb  from  limb. 
Before  thy  eyes  there  would  have  been  hurling  of  ribs  and 
hoofs  this  way  and  that;  and  strips  of  flesh,  all  blood- 
bedabbled,  dripped  as  they  hung  from  the  pine-branches. 
Wild  bulls,  that  glared  but  now  with  rage  along  their  horns, 
found  themselves  tripped  up,  dragged  down  to  earth  by 
countless  maidens'  hands.  The  flesh  upon  their  limbs  was 
stripped  therefrom  quicker  than  thou  couldst  have  closed  * 
thy  royal  eye-lids.  Then  off"  they  sped,  like  birds  that 
skim  the  air,  to  the  plains  beneath  the  hills,  which  bear  a 
fruitful  harvest  for  Thebes  beside  the  waters  of  Asopus ;  to 
Hysiae  and  Erythrae,  hamlets  'neath  Cithaeron's  peak,  with 
fell  intent,  swooping  on  everything  and  scattering  all  pell- 
mell  ;  and  they  would  snatch  children  from  their  homes  ; 
hut  all  that  they  placed  upon  their  shoulders,  abode  there 
firmly  without  being  tied,  and  fell  not  to  the  dusky  earth,' 
not  even  brass  or  iron ;  and  on  their  hair  they  carried  fire  and 
it  burnt  them  not ;  but  the  country-folk  rushed  to  arms, 
furious  at  being  pillaged  by  Bacchanals  ;  whereon  ensued,  O 
king,  this  wondrous  spectacle.  For  though  the  iron-shod 
dart  would  draw  no  blood  from  them,*  they  with  the  thyrsus, 

'  tXovaav  iv  x^poXv  ^iVy,  so  Paley,  who  explains  the  latter  words  as 
=  vTToxnpiav.  Other  suggestions  are  dix^  (Scaliger),  'iXxovvav  Sixa 
(Reiske). 

'  i)  (XV  iwa^l/ai^f  Elmsley. 

'  Some  editors  suspect  a  lacuna  after  this  line. 

*  Reading  rdcj  not  toTq, 
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which  they  hurled,  caused  many  a  wound  and  put  their  foes 
to  utter  rout,  women  chasing  men,  by  some  god's  interven- 
tion. Then  they  returned  to  the  place  whence  they  had  started, 
even  to  the  springs  the  god  had  made  to  spout  for  them  ; 
and  there  washed  off  the  blood»  while  serpents  with  their 
tongues  were  licking  clean  each  gout  from  their  cheeks. 
Wherefore,  my  lord  and  master,  receive  this  deity,  whoe'er 
he  be,  within  the  city ;  for,  great  as  he  is  in  all  else,  I  have 
likewise  heard  men  say,  'twas  he  that  gave  the  vine  to  man, 
sorrow's  antidote.  Take  wine  away  and  Cypris  flies,  and 
every  other  human  joy  is  dead. 

Cho.  Though  I  fear  to  speak  my  mind  with  freedom  in 
the  presence  of  my  king,  still  must  I  utter  this;  Dionysus 
yields  to  no  deity  in  might. 

Pen.  Already,  look  you  !  the  presumption  of  these  Bac- 
chantes is  upon  ^  us,  swift  as  fire,  a  sad  disgrace  in  the  eyes 
of  all  Hellas.  No  time  for  hesitation  now  !  away  to  the 
Eleclra  gate !  order  a  muster  of  all  my  men-at-arms,  of  those 
that  mount  fleet  steeds,  of  all  who  brandish  light  bucklers, 
of  archers  too  that  make  the  bowstring  twang ;  for  I  will 
march  against  the  Bacchanals.  By  Heaven  !  this  passes 
all,  if  we  are  to  be  thus  treated  by  women. 

[Exit  Messenger. 

Dig.  Still  obdurate,  O  Pentheus,  after  hearing  my  words ! 
In  spite  of  all  the  evil  treatment  I  am  enduring  from  thee, 
still  I  warn  thee  of  the  sin  of  bearing  arms  against  a  god, 
and  bid  thee  cease  ;  for  Bromius  will  not  endure  thy  driving 
his  votaries  from  the  mountains  where  they  revel. 

Pen.  a  truce  to  thy  preaching  to  me  !  thou  hast  escaped 
thy  bonds,  preserve  thy  liberty;  else  will  I  renew  thy 
punishment. 

Dio.  I  would  rather  do  him  sacrifice  than  in  a  fury  kick 
against  the  pricks ;  thou  a  mortal,  he  a  god. 

'  t^oTiTfrai,  for  which  many  editors  now  prefer  u^Trrirm. 


Pen.  Sacrifice  !  that  will  I,  by  setting  afoot  a  wholesale 
slaughter  of  women  'mid  Cithseron's  glens,  as  they  de- 
serve. 

Dig.  Ye  will  all  be  put  to  flight,— a  shameful  thing  that 
they  with  the  Bacchic  '  thyrsus  should  rout  your  mail-clad 
warriors. 

Pen.  I  find  this  stranger  a  troublesome  foe  to  encounter ; 
doing  or  suffering  he  is  alike  irrepressible. 

Dig.  Friend,  there  is  still  a  way  to  compose  this  bitter- 
ness. 

Pen.  Say  how ;  am  I  to  serve  my  own  servants  ? 

Dig.  I  will  bring  the  women  hither  without  weapons. 

Pen.  Ha  !  ha  !  this  is  some  crafty  scheme  of  thine  against 
me. 

Dig.  What  kind  of  scheme,  if  by  my  craft  I  purpose  to 
save  thee  ? 

Pen.  You  have  combined  with  them  to  form  this  plot, 
that  your  revels  may  go  on  for  ever. 

Dig.  Nay,  but  this  is  the  very  compact  I  made  with  the 
god  ;  be  sure  of  that.^ 

Pen.  {preparing  to  start  forth.)  Bring  forth  my  arms! 
Not  another  word  from  thee  ! 

Dig.  Ha  !  wouldst  thou  see  them  seated  on  the  hills  ? 

Pen.  Of  all  things,  yes  !  I  would  give  untold  sums  for 
that. 

Dig.  Why  this  sudden,  strong  desire  ? 

Pen.  'Twill  be  a  bitter  sight,  if  I  find  them  drunk  with 
wine. 

Dig.  And  would  that  be  a  pleasant  sight  which  will  prove 
bitfer  to  thee  ? 

Pen.  Believe  me,  yes  !  beneath  the  fir-trees  as  I  sit  in 
silence. 

'  Sandys  and  Wecklein  both  conjecture  Borxac*  w'hich  would  at  once 
clear  up  this  doubtful  construction. 

*  jcai  /ii/v  ^vv(9ffirip  rovro  y\  i<T^i,  rtf  Cvp  (Elmsley) 
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Dio.  Nay,  they  will  track  thee,  though  thou  come  se- 
cretly. ' 

Pen.  Well,  I  will  go  openly  ;  thou  wert  right  to  say  so. 
Dig.  Am  I  to  be  thy  guide?  wilt  thou  essay  the  road? 
Pen.  Lead  on  with  all  speed,  I  grudge  thee  all  delay .*^ 
Dig.  Array  thee  then  in  robes  of  fine  linen. 
Pen.  Why  so  ?  Am  I  to  enlist  among  women  after  being 

a  man? 

Dig.  They  may  kill   thee,   if  thou    show  thy  manhood 

there. 

Pen.  Well  said  !  Thou  hast  given  me  a  taste  of  thy  wit. 

already. 

Dig.  Dionysus  schooled  me  in  this  lore. 

Pen.  How  am  I  to  carry  out  thy  wholesome  advice  ? 

Dig.  Myself  will  enter  thy  palace  and  robe  thee. 

Pen.  What  is  the  robe  to  be?  a  woman's?     Nay,  I  am 

ashamed. 

Dig.  Thy  eagerness  to  see  the  Moenads  goes  no  further. 

Pen.  But  what  dress  dost  say  thou  wilt  robe  me  in  ? 

Dig.  Upon  thy  head  will  I  make  thy  hair  grow  long. 

Pen.  Describe  my  costume  further. 

Dig.  Thou  wilt  wear  a  robe  reaching  to  thy  feet  ;  and  on 
thy  head  shall  be  a  snood. 

Pen.  Wilt  add  aught  else  to  my  attire  ? 

Dig.  a  thyrsus  in  thy  hand,  and  a  dappled  fawn-skin. 

Pen.   I  can  never  put  on  woman's  dress. 

Dig.  Then  wilt  thou  cause  bloodshed  by  coming  to  blows 
with  the  Bacchanals. 

Pen.  Thou  art  right.     Best  go  spy  upon  them  first. 

Dig.  Well,  e'en  that  is  wiser  than  by  evil  means  to  follow 
evil  ends. 

1  Kui'  tXGyi:  XdPpa,  Pierson.     Paley  suggests  as  possible  kuv  0tXy<; 

XaOtit: 

•^  Tov  xpovov  Sf  vol  ^Ooi'Ji.     This  is  Nauck's  correction,  followed  by 

Sandys. 


Pen.  But  how  shall  I  pass  through  the  city  of  the  Cad- 
means  unseen  ?  •„  ,     j   1 
Dig  We  will  go  by  unfrequented  paths.  I  will  lead  the  way. 

Pen.  Anything  rather  than  that  the   Bacchantes  should 

laugh  at  me.  .  ,       1 

Dig.  We*  will  enter  the  palace  and  consider  the  proper 

steps.  . 

Pen.  Thou  hast  my  leave.  I  am  all  readiness.  I  will 
enter  prei^ared  to  set  out  either  sword  in  hand  or  following 
thy  advice.  [^^^'^  Pentheus 

Dig.  Women  !  our  prize  is  nearly  in  the  net.     Soon  shall 
he  reach  the  Bacchanals,  and  there  pay  forfeit  with  his  life. 
O  Dionysus!  now  'tis  thine  to  act,  for  thou  art  not  far  away  ; 
let  us  take  vengeance  on  him.     First  drive  him   mad  by 
fixing  in  his  soul  a  wayward  frenzy  ;  for  never,  whilst  his 
senses  are  his  own,  will  he  consent  to  don  a  woman's  dress  ; 
but  when  his  mind  is  gone  astray  he  will  put  it  on.     And 
fain  would  I  make  him  a  laughing-stock  to  Thebes  as  he 
is  led  in  woman's  ilress  through  the  city,  after  those  threats 
with  which  he  menaced  ^  me  before.     But  I  will  go  to  array 
Pentheus  in  those  robes  which  he  shall  wear  when  he  sets 
out  for  Hades'  halls,  a  victim  to  his  own  mother's  fury  ;  so 
shall  he  recognize  Dionysus,  the  son  of  Zeus,  who  proves 
himself  at  last  a  god  most  terrible,  for  all  his  gentleness  to 

[Exit  DiGNVSUS. 

man.  .  ,    ,  ^         :> 

Cho.  Will  this  white  foot  e'er  join  the  night-long  dance? 

what  time  in  Bacchic  ecstasy  I  toss  my  neck  to  heaven's  dewy 

breath,  like  a  fawn,  that  gambols  'mid  the  meadow's  green 

delights,  when  she  hath  escaped  the  feaiful  chase,  clear  of  the 

watchers,  o'er  the  woven  nets ;  while  the  huntsman,  with 

>  ;Xeo»'«  .   .  .    (iov\H'<TotAe.   (Paley)  ;    iMii»^   r'    •   •   •    (iovXevtro^oi 

(Nauck). 

■^  aim  5«v.A-  hv.  for  which  Nauck  suggests  ac  tdirvaaiv. 

'  Lines  860  and  86i  are  thought  to  be  spurious  by  Ktrchhoff  and 

u'.hers. 
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loud  halloo,  harks  on  his  hounds'  full  cry,  and  she  with 
laboured  breath  at  lightning  speed  bounds  o'er  the   level 
water-meadows,  glad  to  be  far  fpom  man  amid  the  foliage  of 
the  bosky  grove.     What  is  true  wisdom,  or  what  fairer  boon 
has    heaven   placed    in    mortals'   reach,   than    to   gain   the 
mastery  o'er  a  fallen  foe?     What  is  fair  is  dear  for  aye. 
Though  slow  be  its  advance,  yet  surely  moves  the  power  of 
the  gods,  correcting  those  mortal  wights,  that  court  a  sense- 
less pride,  or,  in  the  madness  of  their  fancy,  disregard  the 
gods.     Subtly  they  lie  in  wait,  through  the  long  march  of 
time,  and  so  hunt  down  the  godless  man.    For  it  is  never  right 
in  theory  or  in  practice  to  o'erride  the  law  of  custom.    This 
is  a  maxim  cheaply  bought  :    whatever  comes  of  God,  or 
in  time's  long  annals,  has  grown  into  a  law  upon  a  natural 
basis,  this  is  sovereign.    What  is  true  wisdom,  or  what  fairer 
boon  has  heaven  placed  in  mortals'  reach,  than  to  gain  the 
mastery  o'er  a  fallen  foe  ?     What  is  fair  is  dear  for  aye. 
Happy  is  he  who  hath  escaped  the  wave  from  out  the  sea, 
and  reached  the  haven  ;  and  happy  he  who  hath  triumphed 
o'er  his  troubles  ;  though  one  surpasses  another  in  wealth 
and  power ;  yet  there  be  myriad  hopes  for  all  the  myriad 
minds;  some  end  in  happiness  for  man,  and  others  come  to 
naught ;   but  him,   whose  life  from  day  to  day  is  blest,   I 
deem  a  h  ippy  man. 

Dig.  Ho  !  Pentheus,  thou  that  art  so  eager  to  see  what  is 
forbiddf n,  and  to  show  thy  zeal  in  an  unworthy  cause,  come 
forth  before  the  palace,  let  me  see  thee  clad  as  a  woman  in 
fren/.ied  Bacchante's  dress,  to  spy  upon  thy  own  mother  and 
her  company. 

Ves,  thou  resemblest  closely  a  daughter  of  Cadmus. 

Pe.m.  O:  a  truth  I  seem  to  see  two  suns,  and  two  towns 
of  Thebes,  our  seven-gated  city  ;  and  thou,  methinks,  art 
a  bull  going  before  to  guide  me,  and  on  thy  head  a  pair  of 
horns  have  grown.  \\'ert  thou  really  once  a  brute  beast  ? 
Thou  hast  at  any  rate  the  appearance  of  a  bull. 
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Dig.  The  god  attends  us,  ungracious  heretofore,  but  now 
our  sworn  friend  ;  and  now  thine  eyes  behold  the  things 
they  should. 

Pen.  Pray,  what  do  I  resemble  ?  Is  not  mine  the  carriage 
of  Ino,  or  Agave  my  own  mother  ? 

Dio.  In  seeing  thee,  I  seem  to  see  them  in  person.  But 
this  tress  is  straying  from  its  place,  no  longer  as  I  bound  it 
'neath  the  snood. 

Pen.  I  disarranged  it  from  its  place  as  I  tossed  it  to  and 
fro  within  my  chamber,  in  Bacchic  ecstasy. 

Dig.  Well,  I  will  rearrange  it,  since  to  tend  thee  is  my 
care  ;  hold  up  thy  head. 

Pen.  Come,  put  it  straight  ;  for  on  thee  do  I  depend. 

Dig.  Thy  girdle  is  loose,  and  the  folds  of  thy  dress  do  not 
hang  evenly  below  thy  ankles. 

Pen.  I  agree  to  that  as  regards  the  right  side,  but  on  the 
other  my  dress  hangs  straight  with  my  foot. 

Dig.  Surely  thou  wilt  rank  me  first  among  thy  friends, 
when  contrary  to  thy  expectation  thou  findest  tlie  Bacchantes 
virtuous.  .  "^ 

Pen.  Shall  I  hold  the  thyrsus  in  the  right  or  left  hand  to 
look  most  like  a  Bacchanal? 

Dig.  Hold  it  in  thy  right  hand,  and  step  out  with  thy 
right  foot;  thy  change  of  mind  compels  thy  praise. 

Pen.  Shall  I  be  able  to  carry  on  my  shoulders  Cith^eron's 
glens,  the  Bacchanals  '  and  all  ? 

Dig.  Yes,  if  so  thou  wilt ;  for  though  thy  mind  was  erst 
diseased,  'tis  now  just  as  it  should  be. 

Pen.  Shall  we  take  levers,  or  with  my  hands  can  I  uproot 
it,  thrusting  arm  or  shoulder  'neath  its  peaks? 

Dig.  No,  no !  destroy  not  the  seats  of  the  Nymphs  and 
the  haunts  of  Pan,  the  place  of  his  piping. 


Some  etlitors  read  avTalmt*  iXaTaUj  from  a  Schol.  on  Plioen.  J.  3, 
where  this  reading  is  given. 
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Pen.  Well  said  !  Women  must  not  be  mastered  by  brute 
force ;  amid  the  pines  will  I  conceal  myself. 

Dio.  Thou  shalt  hide  thee  in  the  place  that  fate  appoints, 
coming  by  stealth  to  spy  upon  the  Bacchanals. 

Pen.  Why,  methinks  they  are  already  caught  in  the  pleasant 
snares  of  dalliance,  like  birds  amid  the  brakes. 

Dio.  Set  out  with  watchful  heed  then  for  this  very  pur 
pose ;  maybe  thou  wilt  catch  them,  if  thou  be  not  first 
caught  thyself 

Pen.  Conduct  me  through  the  ver>'  heart  of  Thebes,  for 
1  am  the  only  man  among  them  bold  enough  to  do  this 
deed. 

Dio.  Thou  alone  bearest  thy  country's  burden,  thou  and 
none  other;  wherefore  there  await  thee  such  struggles  as 
needs  must.  Follow  me,  for  I  will  guide  thee  safely  thither; 
another  shall  bring  thee  thence. 

Pen.  My  mother  maybe. 

Dio.  For  every  eye  to  see. 

Pen.  My  very  purpose  in  going. 

Dio.  Thou  shalt  be  carried  back, 

Pen.  What  luxury  ! 

Dio.  In  thy  mother's  arms. 

Pen.  Thou  wilt  e'en  force  me  into  luxur}'. 

Dio.  Yes,  to  luxury  such  as  this. 

Pen.  Truly,'  the  task  I  am  undertaking  deserves  it. 

[Exit  Pentheus. 

Dio.  Strange,  ah  !  strange  is  thy  career,  leading  to  scenes 
of  woe  so  strange,  that  thou  shalt  achieve  a  fame  that  towers 
to  heaven.  Stretch  forth  thy  hands,  Agave,  and  ye  her 
sisters,  daughters  of  Cadmus ;  mighty  is  the  strife  to  which 
I  am  bringing  the  youthful  king,  and  the  victory  shall  rest 
with  me  and  Bromius  ;  all  else  the  event  will  show. 

[Exit  Dionysus. 

Cho.  To  the  hills  !  to  the  hills  !  fleet  hounds  of  madness, 
'  Hermann  thinks  yap  should  here  take  the  place  of /!»»'. 


where  the  daughters  of  Cadmus  hold  their  revels,  goad  them 
into  wild  fury  against  the  man  disguised  in  woman's  dress,  a 
frenzied  spy  upon  the  Maenads.  First  shall  his  mother  mark 
him  as  he  peers  from  some  smooth  rock  or  riven  tree,'  and 
thus  to  the  Maenads  she  will  call,  "  Who  is  this  of  Cadmus' 
sons  comes  hasting  2  to  the  mount,  to  the  mountain  away,  to 
spy  on  us,  my  Bacchanals?  Whose  child  can  he  be?  For  he 
was  never  born  of  woman's  blood ;  but  from  some  lioness  may- 
be or  Libyan  Gorgon  is  he  sprung."  Let  justice  appearand 
show  herself,  sword  in  hand,  to  plunge  it  through  and  through 
the  throat  of  the  godless,  lawless,  impious  son  of  Echion, 
earth's  monstrous  child  !  who  with  wicked  heart  and  lawless 
rage,  with  mad  intent  and  frantic  purpose,  sets  out  to  meddle 
with  thy'  holy  rites,  and  with  thy  mother's,  Bacchic  god, 
thinking  with  his  weak  arm  to  master  might  as  masterless  as 
thine.*  This  is  the  life  that  saves  all  pain,  if  a  man  confine 
his  thoughts  to  human  themes,  as  is  his  mortal  nature, 
making  no  pretence  where  heaven  is  concerned.'  I  envy  not 
deep  subtleties  ; '  far  other  joys  have  I,  in  tracking  out  great 
truths  writ  clear  from  all  eternity,  that  a  man  should  live 
his  life  by  day  and  night  in  purity  and  holiness,  striving 
toward  a  noble  goal,  and  should  honour  the  gods  by  cast- 

woKoTTOQ  ;  perhaps  Hartung's  (TKon'tkov  is  the  right  reading. 
'  ovpior  Ipofiov,  the  emendation  of  Hermann  for  oi'pivSpo^uv,  adopted 
by  Paley.     Sandys  reads  ofudfHifiwv  with  Kirchhoff,  a  word  not  given  in 
Liddell  and  Scott,  though  twice  found  in  Nonnus. 

'  Reading  inpi  aa,  ^kxi\  opyta  fiarpoQ  rt  oa<,  (Scaliger). 
Reading  (Ttii/  .  .   .  jiiav.     So  Thompson  for  rav  .   .  .  %.    Palev, 
reading  rav,  refers  it  to  Agave. 

The  text  of  these  three  lines  ick>2-icx)4,  which  are  characterized  by 
Klmsley  as  the  most  difficult  passage  in  the  whole  tragedy,  is  in  some 
way  corrupt.  Very  numerous  attempts  have  been  made  to  emend  them  ; 
that  of  Sandys  is  here  followed  :  yiw/iai'  <Tw0pov',  a  QvaToig  dirpo<l.aainroii:  \ 
«f  rd  etCv  t>i.,  I  fiponiav  t  txtiv  aKimoQ  ^hg. 

•  Sandys'  text  is  also  followed  in  this  obscure  passage,  ro  (rmpdv  ov 
<l>9opu,'  I  xaipu,   Gnptvov- 1  <ra  rciS'  'inpa  fuyaXa  (l>a,4p'  iotr'  od  \  Iv    rd 

Ka\(f  K.  T.  \. 
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'm.r  from  him  each  ordinance  that  lies  outside  the  pale  of 
right.  Let  justice  show  herself,  advancing  sword  in  hand 
to  plunge  it  through  and  through  the  throat  of  Echioii's  son, 
that  godless,  lawless,  ami  abandoned  child  of  earth !  Appear, 
i)  Bacchus,  to  our  eyes  as  a  bull  or  serpent  with  a  hundred 
heads,  or  take  the  shape  of  a  lion  breathing  flame  !  Oh !  come, 
and  with  a  mocking  smile '  cast  the  deadly  noose  about  the 
hunter^  of  thy  Bacchanals,  e'en  as  he  swoops^  upon  the 
Maenads  gathered  yonder. 

Mes.  O  house,  so  prosperous  once  through  Hellas  long 
ago,  home  of  the  old  Sidonian  prince,  who  sowed  the  ser- 
pent's crop  of  earih-born  men,  how  do  I  mourn  thee  !  slave 
though  I  be,  yet  still  the  sorrows  of  his  master  touch  a  good 
slave's  heart.* 

Cho.  How  now?  Hast  thou  fresh  tidings  of  the  Bac- 
chantes ? 

Mes.  Pentheus,  Echion's  son  is  dead. 

Cho.  Bromius,  my  king  !  now'  art  thou  appearing  in  thy 
might  divine. 

Mes.  Ha!  what  is  it  thou  sayest?  art  thou  glad,  woman, 
at  my  master's  misfortunes  ? 

Cho.  a  stranger  I,  and  in  foreign  tongue  I  express  my 
joy,  for  now  no  more  do  I  cower  in  terror  of  the  chain. 

Mks.   Dost  think  Thebes  so  poor  in  men  •  ♦  ? 

Cho.  'Tis  Dionysus,  Dionysus,  not  Thebes  that  lords  it 
over  me. 

Mes.  All  can  I  pardon  thee  save  this ;  to  exult  o'er  hope- 
less suffering  is  sorry  conduct,  dames. 

yiXutvTi  irfMXTutTTut,  probably  a  gloss  on  some  unusual  word  now  lost. 
€iif)ayptvrgi,  Dindorf. 
TTfffJixt,  Scaliger, 

Lini  1029  is  regarded  by  Dobree  as  interpolated. 
ia)i/,  inserted  by  Paley. 
*  Probably  the  whole  of  one  Iambic  line  with  part  of  another  is  here 
lost. 
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Cho.  Tel]  me,  oh  !  tell  me  ho«'  he  died,  that  villain 
scheming  villamy  ! 

Mes.  Soon  as  we  had  left  the  homesteads  •  of  this  Theban 
and  and  had  crossed   the  streams  of  Asopus,  we   began 
to  breast  Cuh^ron's  heights,   Pentheus  and  I,  for  I  went 
w.th  my  master,  and  the  stranger  too,  who  was  to  guide  us 
to  the  scene.     First  then  we  sat  us  down  in  a  grassy  glen, 
carefully  sUencmg  each  footfall  and  whispered    breath    to 
see  without  being  seen.     Now  there  was  a  dell  walled  in  by 
rocks,  with  rills    to   water   it.  and   shady   pines  o'erhead : 
there  were  the   Mrenads  sea.e.l.  busied  with   joyous  toils 
Some   were   wreathing   afresh    the   drooping   thyrsus  with 
curling  ivy-sprays;   others,   like   colts   let    loose   from  the 
carved  chariot-yoke,  were  answering  each  other  in  hymns  of 
Hacchic  rapture.     But  Pentheus,  son  of  sorrow,  seeing  not 
the  women  gathered  there,  exclaimed,  "  Sir  stranger,  from 
where  I  stand.  I  cannot  clearly  see  the  mock"  Bacchantes;  but 
I  will  chmb  a  hillock  or  a  soaring  pine  whence  to  see  clearly 
the  shameful  doings  of  the  Bacchanals."    Then  and  there  I 
saw  the  stranger  work  a  miracle ;  for  catching  a  lofty  fir-branch 
by  the  very  end  he  drew  it  downward  to  the  dusky  earth 
lower  yet  and  ever  lower;  and  like  a  bow  it  bent,  or  rounded 
wheel,  whose  curving'  circle  grows  complete,  as  chalk  and 
hne  describe  it ;  e'en  so  the  stranger  drew  down  .he  moun- 
tam-branch  between  his  hands,  bending  it  to  earth,  by  more 
than  human  agency.  And  when  he  had  seated  Pentheus  aloft 
on  the  pine  branches,  he  let  them  slip  through  his  hands 
gently,  careful  not  to  shake  him  from  his  seat.     Up  soared 
the  branch   straight   into   the   air   above,  with  my  master 
|)crched  thereon,  seen  by  the  Msnads  better  far  than  he 

JlT^'T'  '^""^^  ^^  '"'"*  "  »  P'°P^'  "»■"«.  "'"e  being  The 
rapnae  in  Boeolia.  * 

Sald^r^^^T^r';'  ""!""'   '^^'■'■""''   emendation.-also  approved  by 
.'^anUys,— of  MS.  otrot  vo^wi/.  ^ 

'  Reading  ^\ic«^^^o»-  with  Nauck  and  Sandys  for  MS.  ',\,:u  «^„.>^. 
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saw  them  ;  for  scarce  was  he  beheld  upon  his  lofty  throne, 
when  the  stranger  disappeared,  while  from  the  sky  there 
came  a  voice, — 'twould  seem,  by  Dionysus  uttered, — 

*•  Maidens,  I  bring  the  man  who  tried  to  mock  you  and 
me  and  my  mystic  rites  ;  take  vengeance  on  him."  And  as 
he  spake,  he  raised  'twixt  heaven  and  earth  a  dazzling  column 
of  awful  flame.  Hushed  grew  the  sky,  and  still  hung  each 
leaf  throughout  the  grassy  glen,  nor  couldst  thou  have  heard 
one  creature  cry.  But  they,  not  sure  of  the  voice  they  heard, 
sprang  up  and  peered  all  round ;  then  once  again  his  bidding 
came  :  and  when  the  daughters  of  Cadmus  knew  it  was  the 
Bacchic  god  in  very  truth  that  called,  swift  as  doves  they 
darted  oft"  in  eager  haste,'  his  mother  Agave  and  her  sisters 
dear  and  all  the  Bacchanals  ;  through  torrent  glen,  o'er 
boulders  huge  they  bounded  on,  inspired  with  madness  by 
the  god.  Soon  as  they  saw  my  master  perched  upon  the 
fir,  they  set  to  hurling  stones  at  him  with  all  their  might, 
mounting  a  commanding  eminence,  and  with  pine-branches 
he  was  pelted  as  with  darts  ;  and  others  shot  their  wands 
through  the  air  at  Pentheus,  their  hapless  target,'  but 
all  to  no  purpose.  For  there  he  sat  beyond  the  reach  of 
their  hot  endeavours,  a  helpless,  hopeless  victim.  At  last 
they  rent  off"  limbs  from  oaks  and  were  for  prising  up  the 
roots  with  levers  not  of  iron.  But  when  they  still  could 
make  no  end  to  all  their  toil,  Agave  cried :  "  Come  stand 
around,  and  grip  the  sapling  trunk,  my  Bacchanals!  that  we 
may  catch  the  beast  that  sits  thereon,  lest  he  divulge  the 
secrets  of  our  god's  religion." 

Then  were  a  thousand  hands  laid  on  the  fir,  and  from 
the  ground  they  tore  it  up,  while  he  from  his  seat  aloft 
came  tumbling  to  the  ground  with  lamentations  long  and 
loud,  e'en  Pentheus ;  for  well  he  knew  his  hour  was  come. 
His  mother  first,  a  priestess  for  the  nonce,  began  the  bloody 

*  Line  1091  is  j)erhaps  an  interpolation.      Ilartung  rends  Tp'xovtrat, 

*  OTox^'^'i  so  Reiske  for  r'  oxov. 
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deed  and  fell  upon  him  ;  whereon  he  tore  the  snood  from  off 
his  hair,  that  hapless  Agave  might  recognize  and  spare  him, 
crying  as  he  touched  her  cheek,  "O  mother!  it  is  I,  thy  own 
son  Pentheus,  the  child  thou  didst  bear  in  Echion's  halls  ; 
have  pity  on  me,  mother  dear !  oh  !  do  not  for  any  sin  of 
mine  slay  thy  own  son." 

But  she,  the  while,  with  foaming  mouth  and  wildly  rolling 
eyes,  bereft  of  reason  as  she  was,  heeded  him  not ;  fc  r  the 
god  possessed  her.     And  she  caught  his  left  hand  in  her 
grip,  and  planting  her  foot  upon  her  victim's  trunk  she  tore 
the  shoulder  from  its  socket,  not  of  her  own  strength,  but 
the  god  made  it  an  easy  task  to  her  hands  ;  and  Ino  set  to 
work  upon  the  other  side,  rending  the  flesh  with  Autonoe 
and  all  the  eager  host  of  Bacchanals ;  and  one  united  cry 
arose,  the  victim's  groans  while  yet  he  breathed,  and  their 
triumphant  shouts.      One  would  make  an  arm  her  prey, 
another  a  foot  with  the  sandal  on  it ;  and  his  ribs  were 
stripped  of  flesh  by  their  rending  nails  ;  and  each  one  with 
blood-dabbled  hands  was  tossing  Pentheus'  limbs   about. 
Scattered  lies  his  corpse,  part  beneath  the  rugged '  rocks,  and 
part  amid  the  deep  dark  woods,  no  easy  task  to  find ;  but 
his  poor  head  hath   his   mother  made  her  own,  and  fixing 
it  upon  the  point  of  a  thyrsus,  as  it  had  been  a  mountain 
lion's,  she  bears  it  through  the  midst  of  Cithgeron,  having 
left  her  sisters  with  the  Maenads  at  their  rites.     And  she  is 
entering  these  walls  exulting  in  her  hunting   fraught  with 
woe,  calling  on  the  Bacchic  god  her  fellow-hunter  who  had 
helped  her  to  triumph  in  a  chase,  where  her  only  prize  was 
tears. 

But  I  will  get  me  hence,  away  from  this  piteous  scene, 
before  Agave  reach  the  palace.  To  my  mind  self-restraint 
and  reverence  for  the  things  of  God  point  alike '  the  best 
and  wisest  course  for  all  mortals  who  pursue  them. 

[£xi/  Messenger. 

'  <TT{>ip\oic,  Barnes.  »  Reading  KaXXurrov  olfuu  rairo  (Reiske). 
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Cho.  Come,  let  us  exalt  our  Bacchic  god  in  choral  strain, 
let  us  loudly  chaiU  the  fall  of  Pentheus  from  the  serpent 
sprung,  who  assumed  a  woman's  dress  and  took  the  fair 
Bacchic  wand,  sure  pledge  of  death,'  with  a  bull  to  guide 
him  to  his  doom.  O  ye  Bacchanals  of  Thebes  !  glorious  is  the 
triumph  ye  '  have  achieved,  ending  in  sorrow  and  tears. 
' Tis  a  noble  enterprise  to  dabble  the  hand  in  the  blood  of  a 
son  till  it  drips.  But  hist !  I  see  Agave,  the  mother  of  Pen- 
theus, with  wild  rolling  eye  hasting  to  the  house  ;  welcome 
the  revellers  of  the  Bacchic  god. 

Aga.   Ye  Bacchanals  from  Asia  ! 

Cho.  Why  dost  thou  rouse  '  me  ?  why  ? 

Aga.  From  the  hills  I  am  bringing  to  my  home  a  tendril 
freshly-culled,  glad  guerdon  of  the  chase. 

Cho.  I  see  it,  and  I  will  welcome  thee  unto  our  revels. 
All  hail  ! 

Aga.  I  caught  him  with  never  a  snare,  this  lion's  whelp,* 
as  ye  may  see. 

Cho.  From  what  desert  lair? 

Aga.  Cithueron 

Cho.   Yes,  Cithaeron  ? 

Aga.  Was  his  death. 

Cho.  Who  was  it  gave  the  first  blow  ? 

.\ga.  [Mine  that  privilege  ;  "  Happy  Agave  ! "  they  call 
me  'mid  our  revellers. 

Cho.  Who  did  the  rest? 

Aga.  Cadmus 

Cho.  What  of  him? 

Aga.  His  daughters  struck  the  monster  after  me;  yes, 
after  me. 


'  ■m<Trov"AtSav.  I'he  word.^  are  perhaps  coirujH  ;  there  are  numerous 
corrections  prop>osed. 

■''  *£tTpa^ar«,  Scaliger.       ^  opoOvvtiQ,  Hermann's  correction  for  o^ilf. 

*  Something  has  l>een  lost  here,  which  has  not  yet  been  satisfactorily 
supplied.     Xfovrof -WW  _  i>ioi'  Jtw  is  Wecklein\  reading. 
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Cho.  Fortune  smiled  upon  thy  hunting  here. 
Aga.  Come,  share  the  banquet. 
Cho.  Share  ?  ah  !  what  ? 

Aga.  'Tis  but  a  tender  whelp,  the  down  just  sprouting  on 
Its  cheek  beneath  a  crest  of  falling  hair. 

Cho.  The  hair  is  like  some  wild  creature's. 

Aga.   The   Bacchic   god,    a   hunter   skilled,    roused   his 
Maenads  to  pursue  this  quarry  skilfully. 

Cho.  Yea,  our  king  is  a  hunter  indeed. 

Aga.  Dost  approve  ? 

Cho.  Of  course  I  do. 

Aga.  Soon  shall  the  race  of  Cadmus 

Cho.  And  Pentheus,  her  own  son,  shall  to  his  mother— 

Aga.  Offer  praise  for  this  her  quarry  of  the  lion's  brood. 

Cho.  Quarry  strange  ! 

Aga.  And  strangely  caught. 

Cho.  Dost  thou  exult  ? 

Aga.  Right  glad  am   I  to  have   achieved   a   great  and 
glorious  triumph  for  my  land  that  all  can  see. 

Cho.  Alas  for  thee  !  show  to  the  folk  the  booty  thou  hast 
won  and  art  bringing  hither. 

Aga.  All  ye  who  dwell  in  fair  fenced  Thebes,  draw  near ! 
that  ye  may  see  the  fierce  wild  beast  that  we  daughters  of 
Cadmus  made  our  prey,  not  with  the  thong-thrown  darts  of 
Thessaly,  nor  yet  with  snares,  but  with  our  fingers  fair. 
Ought  men  idly  to  boast  and  get  them  armourers' weapons? 
when  we  with  these  our  hands  have  caught  this  prey 
and  torn  the  monster  limb  from  limb?  Where  is  my  aged 
sire?  let  him  approach.  And  where  is  Pentheus,  my  son  ? 
Ket  him  bring  a  ladder  and  raise  it  against  the  house  to 
nail  up  on  the  gables '  this  lion's  head,  my  booty  from  the 
chase. 

'  Liddeli  and  Scott  say  that  this  word  originally  meant  the  projecting 
end  of  the  beam;  so  that  perhaps  our  word  ''gable"  is  the  nearest 
modern  approach  to  v. 
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Cap.  Follow  me,  servants  to  the  palace-front,  with  your 
sad  burden  in  your  arms,  ay,  follow,  with  the  corpse  of 
Pentheus,  which  after  long  weary  search  I  found,  as  ye  see 
it,  torn  to  pieces  amid  Cithaeron's  glens,  and  am  bringing 
hither;  no  two  pieces  did  I  fmJ  together,  as  they  lay  scattered 
through  the  trackless  wood.'  For  I  heard  what  awful  deeds 
one  of  my  daughters  had  done,  just  as  I  entered  the  city- 
walls  with  old  Teiresias  returning  from  the  Bacchanals;*  so  I 
turned  again  unto  the  hill  and  bring  from  thence  my  son 
who  was  slain  by  Maenads.  There  I  saw  Autonoe,  that  bare 
Actaeon  on  a  day  to  Aristaeus,  and  Ino  with  her,  still  ranging 
the  oak-groves  in  th-ir  unhappy  frenzy  ;  but  one  told  me 
that  that  other,  Agave,  was  rushing  wildly  hither,  nor  was  it 
idly  said,  for  there  I  see  her,*  sight  of  woe  ! 

Aga.  Father,  loudly  mayst  thou  boast,  that  the  daughters 
thou  hast  begotten  are  far  the  best  of  mortal  race  ;  of  one 
and  all  I  speak,  though  chiefly  of  myself,  who  left  my  shuttle 
at  the  loom  for  nobler  enterprise,  even  to  hunt  savage  beasts 
with  my  hands ;  and  in  my  arms  I  bring  my  prize,  as  thou 
seest,  that  it  may  be  nailed  up  on  thy  palace-wall ;  take  it, 
father,  in  thy  hands,  and  proud  of  my  hunting,  call  thy 
friends  to  a  banquet ;  for  blest  art  thou,  ah  !  doubly  blest  in 
these  our  gallant  exploits. 

Cad.  O  grief  that  has  no  bounds,  too  cruel  for  mortal 
eye  !  'tis  murder  ye  have  done  with  your  hapless  hands. 
Fair  is  the  victim  thou  hast  offered  to  the  gods,  inviting  me 
and  my  Thebans  to  the  feast  !  Ah,  woe  is  me  !  first  for  thy 
sorrows,  then  for  mine.  What  ruin  the  god,  the  Bromian 
king,  hath  brought  on  us,  just  maybe,  but  too  severe,  seeing 
he  is  our  kinsman  ! 

Aga.  How  peevish  old  age  makes  men !  what  sullen 
looks!     Oh,  may  my  son  follow  in  his  mother's  footsteps 

*  Nauck  incloses  this  line  in  brackets  as  suspicious. 
'  /3a«x»i>'  Tr"Cft,  Musgrave. 
^  avrnv,  Scaliger. 
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and  be  as  lucky  in  his  hunting,  when  he  goes  in  quest  of 
game  in  company  with  Theban  youths  !  But  he  can  do 
naught  but  wage  war  wiih  gods.  Father,  'tis  thy  duty  [and 
mine,  too,]  to  warn  him  [against  finding  pleasure  in  mis- 
chievous  conceits.'  Where  is  he  ?]  Who  will  summon  him 
hither  to  my  sight  to  witness  my  happiness  ? 

Cad.  Alas  for  you  !  alas !  Terrible  will  be  your  grief  when 
ye  are  conscious  of  your  deeds  ;  could  ye  remain  for  ever 
till  life's  close  in  your  present  state,  ye  would  not,  spite  of 
ruined  bliss,  appear  so  cursed  with  woe. 

Aga.  Why  ?  what  is  faulty  here  ?  what  here  for  sorrow  ? 

Cad.  First  let  thine  eye  look  up  to  heaven. 

Aga.  See  !  I  do  so.  Why  dost  thou  suggest  my  looking 
thereupon  ? 

Cad.  Is  it  still  the  same,  or  dost  think  there's  any 
change  ? 

Aga.  'Tis  brighter  than  it  was,  and  clearer  too. 

Cad.  Is  there  still  that  wild  unrest  within  thy  soul? 

Aga.  I  know  not  what  thou  sayest  now  ;  yet  melhinks  my 
brain  is  clearing,  and  my  former  frenzy  passed  away. 

Cad.  Canst  understand,  and  give  distinct  replies  ? 

Aga.  Father,  how  completely  I  forget  all  we  said  before  ! 

Cad.  To  what  house  wert  thou  brought  with  marriage- 
hymns? 

Aga.  Thou  didst  give  me  to  earthborn  Echion,  as  men 
call  him. 

Cad.  What  child  was  born  thy  husband  in  his  halls  ? 
Aga.  Pentheus,  of  my  union  with  his  father. 
Cad.  What  head  is  that  thou  barest  in  thy  arms  ? 
Aga.  a  lion's  ;  at  least  they  said  so,  who  hunted  it. 
Cad.  Consider  it  aright ;  'tis  no  great  task  to  look  at  it. 
Aga.  Ah  !  what  do  I  see?  what  is  this  I  am  canning  in 
my  hands  ? 

Line  1257  is  almost  certainly  an  interpolntion.     Nauck's  rending 
nou  generally  accepted  in  1258  is  trovarip,  i.t.,  aoi  i<rHp  for  iroh  ariv.  ' 
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Cad.  Look  closely  at  it ;  make  thy  knowlege  more  certain. 
Aga.  Ah,  woe  is  me  !  O  sight  of  awful  sorrow  ! 
Cad.  Dost  think  it  like  a  lion's  head  ? 
Aga.  Ah  no  !  'tis  Pentheus'  head  which  I  his  unhappy 
mother  hold. 

Cad.  Bemoaned'  by  me,  or  ever  thou  didst  recognize 
him. 

Aga.  Who  slew  him  ?     How  came  he  into  my  hands? 

Cad.  O  piteous  truth  !  how  ill-timed  thy  presence  here  ! 

Aga.  Speak  ;  my  bosom  throbs  at  this  suspense. 

Cad.  'Twas  thou  didst  slay  him,  thou  and  thy  sisters. 

Aga.  Where  died  he.^  in  the  house  or  where? 

Cad.  On  the  very  spot  where  hounds  of  yore  rent  Actieon 
in  pieces. 

Aga.  Why  went  he,  wretched  youth  !  to  Cithreron  ? 
Cad.   He  would  go  and  mock  the  god  and  thy  Bacchic 
rites. 

Aga.  But  how  was  it  we  had  journeyed  thither? 
Cad.  Ye  were  distraught ;  the  whole  city  had  the  Bacchic 
frenzy. 

Aga.  'Twas  Dionysus  proved  our  ruin  ;  now  I  see  it  all. 

Cad.  Yes,  for  the  sligiu  he  suffered  ;  ye  would  not  believe 
in  his  godhead. 

Aga.  Father,  where  is  my  dear  child's  corpse  ? 

Cad.  With  toil  I  searched  it  out  and  am  bringing  it 
myself. 

Aga.  Is  it  all  fitted  limb  to  limb  in  seemly  wise^ 
Cad.^  •  •  •  #  • 

Aga.  But  what  had  Pentheus  to  do  with  folly  of  mine  ? 

Cad.  He  was  like  you  in  refusing  homage  to  the  god,  who, 
therefore,  hath  involved  you  all  in  one  common  ruin,  you 
and  him  alike,  to  destroy  this  house  and  me,  forasmuch  as 
I,  that  had  no  sons,  behold  this  youth,  the  fruit  of  thy  womb, 


1 


*  One  line,  if  not  more,  is  wanting  here. 
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unhappy  mother  !  foully  and  most  shamefully  slain  T 
thee,  my  child,  our  house  looked  up  to  th..  !^  .  "^ 
son,  ,he  stay  of  my  palace,  insp  r  n^'  k  c  'l^n''''^ 
caring  ,0  flout  the  old  king \vhen  he  saw  the^  h     f  T '  "°"^ 

Ket  '  his  deserts      K-.t  n^      if  ■  ,  !  **>'  ^°^ ^^ '^ou'd 

f,ci     Ills  ueseris.      hint  now  sha     I  be  nst  nut  a:  u  , 

from  my  halls,  Cadmus  the  greit    who  so     h^"""'"'^ 
Theban  seed  and  reaped  thaf  gl  .^^  ::^'^  'f,V7  °f 
ch.ld  ..  dead  though  thou  art,  thou  stin    h    t  t  c^um^d^'b 
me  amongst  my  own  dear  children  •  no  morel  1 1  ^ 

hand  upon  my  chin  in  fond  embr  ce"!  h  i  t,"  'V 
on  thy  mothers  sire  demand,  " Uh^  ™  ;,?;  ^"^ 
honours  thee,  old  sire?  who  vexe.  thv  uT,^  ,  ^  °'  *^"'- 
thy  side  ?     Soeak    th-,,  I  ^    ^^"'  ^  "'°™  ^'hin 

m.ne .- "        ^      '  ^  ""'^  ^"""^  "^^  W^^ssor,  father 

But  now  am  I  in  sorrow  nhmfrod    n»,^  •     .     "^""^^ 

woe  thy  mother  and  her  suffe^r  s tr  too^i'^h  'KT' 
be  any  man  that  scorns  the  gods  let  him  '  n  ,  ^'^ 
prince's  death  and  then  believe'In  them  ""'  '"'^ 

Cho.  Cadmus,  I  am  sorry  for  thv  fate  •  fnr  ,k       u    u 
;i-.hters  child  hath  met  bulhis  deser^/is'blt.erXt 

chaXed.^""   ''''"'    ''°"   "'^^'    ''°«-   -">'   -y   fortune   is 


Dig. 


* 


« 


# 


* 


-.^  Her  shalt  thou,  as  leader  ofTarbV^rinLt^d  "vX" 

>.o.r  C::Z!Z^7^  \T^  '^7'  'V^  '''■'  *•-'■  x'-"- 

(Cf.  Sandys  «<//<v  )  ^  "'"  "C''"stus  Patiens." 
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team  of  steers,  so  saith  an  oracle  of  Zeus  ;  and  many  a  cily 
shall  thou  sack  with  an  army  numberless  ;  but  in  the  day 
they  plunder  the  oracle  of  Loxias,  shall  they  rue  their  home- 
ward march  ;  but  thee  and  Harmonia  will  Ares  rescue,  and 
set  thee  to  live  henceforth  in  the  land  of  the  blessed.  This 
do  I  declare,  I  Dionysus,  son  of  no  mortal  father  but  of 
Zeus.  Had  ye  learnt  wisdom  when  ye  would  not,  ye  would 
pow  '  be  happy  with  the  son  of  Zeus  for  your  ally. 
/  Aga.  O  Dionysus !  we  have  sinned ;  thy  pardon  we 
implore. 

Dio.  Too  late  have  ye  learnt  to  know  me  ;  ye  knew  me 
not  at  the  proper  time. 

Aga.    We  recognize    our   error ;    but    thou   art    too   re- 
vengeful. 

Dig.  Yea,  for  I,  though  a  god,  was  slighted  by  you. 
Aga.  Gods  should  not   let  their  passion  sink  to  man's 
level. 

Dig.  Long  ago  my  father  Zeus  ordained  it  thus. 
Aga.  Alas  !   my  aged  sire,  our  doom  is  fixed ;  'tis  woful 
exile. 

Dig.  Why  then  delay  the  inevitable  ? 
Cad.  Daughter,  to  what  an  awful  pass  are  we  now  come, 
[thou  too,  poor  child,  and  thy  sisters,*-*]  while  I  alas!  in  my 
old  age  must  seek  barbarian  shores,  to  sojourn  there  ;  but 
the  oracle  declares  that  I  shall  yet  lead  an  arm)-,  half- 
barbarian,  half-Hellene,  to  Hellas  ;  and  in  serpent's  shape 
shall  I  carry  my  wife  Harmonia,  the  daughter  of  Ares,  trans- 
formed like  me  to  a  savage  snake,  against  the  altars  and 
tombs  of  Hellas  at  the  head  of  my  troops  ;  nor  shall  I  ever 
cease  from  my  woes,  ah  me  !  nor  ever  cross  the  downward 
stream  of  Acheron  and  be  at  rest. 

•  tiidaifiovtir  dv,  Musgrave. 

-  Faley  regards  this  line  as  spurious,  and,  like  Wecklt-in,  suspects  a 
lacuna  after  it.  Tndeetl  the  whole  passage  is  so  very  obscure  thai  there 
is  probably  exten>ive  corruption. 
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Aga.  Father,  I  shall  be  parted  from  thee  and  exiled. 

Cad.  Alas  !  my  child,  why  fling  thy  arms  around  me,  as 
a  snowy  cygnet  folds  its  wings  about  the  frail  old  swan  ?' 

Aga.  Whither  can  I  turn,  an  exile  from  my  country  ? 

Cad.  I  know  not,  my  daughter ;  small  help  is  thy  father 
now. 

Aga.  Farewell,  my  home  !   farewell,  my  native  city  !  with 
sorrow  I  am  leaving  ihee,  an  exile  from  my  bridal  bower. 
Cad.  Go,  daughter,  to  the  [house]  of  Arist^us," 

•  •  *  •  ♦ 

Aga.  Father,  I  mourn  for  thee. 

Cad.  And  I  for  thee,  my  child ;  for  thy  sisters  too  I  shed 
a  tear. 

Aga.  Ah !  terribly  was  king  Dionysus  bringing  this 
outrage  on  thy  house. 

Cad.  Yea,  for  he  suffered  insults  dire  from  you,  his  name 
receiving  no  meed  of  honour  in  Thebes. 

Aga.  Farewell,  father  mine  ! 

Cad.  Farewell,  my  hapless  daughter!  and  yet  thou  scarce 
canst  reach  that  bourn.' 

Aga.  Oh  !  lead  me,  guide  me  to  the  place  where  I  shall 
find  my  sisters,  sharers  in  my  exile  to  their  sorrow  !  Oh  !  to 
reach  a  spot  where  cursed  Cithaeron  ne'er  shall  see  me 
more  nor  I  Cithaeron  with  mine  eyes ;  where  no  memorial 
of  the  thyrsus  is  set  up  !  Be  they  to  other  Bacchantes  dear ! 

Cho.  Many  are  the  forms  the  heavenly  will  assumes,  and 
many  a  thing  the  gods  fulfil  contrary  to  all  hope ;  that 
which  was  expected  is  not  brought  to  pass,  while  for  the 
unlooked-for  Heaven  finds  out  a  way.  E'en  such  hath  been 
the  issue  here. 

opwv  «^a>c  ri7^;'/}/a  jroXioxpwq  jci'ri'oc  (Paley). 
'  Another  lacuna  follows   (Hermann).      Nauck   regards  the  whole 
passage  from  1 37 1  to  1392  as  spurious  ;  Kirchhoff,  as  very  corrupt. 
'  «>.,  rb  xaiptiv  =  *•  faring  well" 
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DRAMATIS   FERSON/E. 

The  Ghost  of  Polyixjke. 
Hecuba. 

Chorus  of  Captive  Trojan  Women. 

polyxena. 

Odysseus. 

Talthybius. 

Maid. 

Agamemnon. 

POLYMESTOR,    AND    HIS   CHILDREN. 
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Scene.— Before  Agamemnon's  tent  upon  the  shore  of  the  Thracian 
Chersonese. 


HECUBA. 

Ghost.  Lo  !  I  am  come  from  out  the  charnel-house  and 
gates  of  gloom,  where  Hades  dwells  apart  from  gods,  I 
Polydore,  a  son  of  Hecuba  the  daughter  of  Cisseus  and  of 
Priam.  Now  my  father,  when  Phrygia's  capital  was  threat- 
ened with  destruction  by  the  spear  of  Hellas,  took  alarm 
and  conveyed  me  secretly  from  the  land  of  Troy  unto  Poly- 
mestor's  house,  his  friend  in  Thrace,  who  sows  these  ^ 
fruitful  plains  of  Chersonese,  curbing  by  his  might  a  nation 
delighting  in  horses.  And  with  me  my  father  sent  great 
store  of  gold  by  stealth,  that,  if  ever  Ilium's  walls  should 
fall,  his  children  that  survived  might  not  want  for  means  to 
live.  I  was  the  youngest  of  Priam's  sons  ;  and  this  it  was 
that  caused  my  stealthy  removal  from  the  land ;  for  my 
childish  arm  availed  not  to  carry  weapons  or  to  wield  the 
spear.  So  long  then  as  the  bulwarks  of  our  land  stood  firm, 
and  Troy's  battlements  abode  unshaken,  and  my  brother 
Hector  prospered  in  his  warring,  I,  poor  child,  grew  up  and 
flourished,  like  some  vigorous  shoot,  at  the  court  of  the 
Thracian,  my  father's  friend.  But  when  Troy  fell  and 
Hector  lost  his  life  and  my  father's  hearth  was  rooted  up, 
and  himself  fell  butchered  at  the  god-built  altar  by  the 
hands  of  Achilles'  murderous  son ;  then  did  my  father's 
friend  slay  me  his  helpless  guest  for  the  sake  of  the  gold, 
and  thereafter  cast  me  into  the  swell  of  the  sea,  to  keep  the 
gold  for  himself  in  his  house.  And  there  I  lie  one  time 
upon  the  strand,  another  in  the  salt  sea's  surge,  drifting  ever 

'  rijvS\  Hermann  for  r/}v. 
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up  and  down  upon  the  billows,  unwept,  unburied  ;  but  now 
am  I  hovenng  o'er  the  head  of  my  dear  mother  Hecuba 
a^d.sembod;ed  spirit,  keeping  my  Ly  stat.on  the"      re^ 
days,  ever  smce  my  poor  mother  came  from  Troy  to  linger 

he  In"  .h    T""     ''^^""""-^  ^"  '''  A<=h.-ean'  °i    id  y 
here    n  their  ships  at  the  shores  of  Thrace ;   for  the  son 

1  T^'  T"  '''^'^"'^''  ^P'"^"^*!  ^l^ove  his  tomb  and 
tS/r  :'°'^  ""'  °^  "^"-'  -  'hey  were  maUn' 
straight  for  home  across  the  sea,  demanding  to  have  my  sister 
Poly.ena  offered  at  his  tomb,  and  to  receive  his  gue'rdon  • 
And  he  w,Il  obtam  this  prize,  nor  will  they  that  are  l"s 

my  sister  to  her  doom.     So  will  my  mother  see  two  children 
dead  at  once,  me  and  that  ill-fated  maid.     For  I,   o  w^^" 
grave,  ah  me !  will  appear  amid  the  rippling  wav;,  b^ L 
her  bond-maid's  feet.'   Yes  -  I  have  won  this'boon  rom  tl 
powers  below,  that  I  should  find  a  tomb  and  fall  into  mv 
mother's  hands  ;  so  shall  I  get  my  heart's  desire  ;  wherefore 
I  will  go  and  waylay  aged  Hecuba,  for  yonder  she  passeth  o„ 
her  way  from  the  shelter  of  Agamemnon's  tent,  terrified  at 
my  spectre      Woe  is  thee  !  ah.  mother  mine  -  frot^apJace 
dragged  to  face  a  life  of  slavery  !  how  sad  thy  lot  as  Ld  a! 
once  'twas  blest !    Some  god  is  now  destroying  thee  set'n^ 
this  in  the  balance  to  outweigh  thy  former  blil        '         ^ 

Hrr    r„;A^  .«,  1  [Ghost  vanishes. 

HEC.  Guide  these  aged  steps,  my  servants,  forth  before 
the  house  ;  support  your  fellow-slave,  vour  ot^een  of  vore 
ye  maids  of  Troy.     Take  hold  upon  ^y  aged  hand  supZt' 
me.  guide  me,  lift  me  up  ;  and  I  will  lean  upon  you    S 
arm  as  on  a  staff  and  quicken  my  halting  footsti'on^.:^ 
O  dazzling  hgh,  of  Zeus  !  O  gloom  of  nigh, :  whj.  am  I  thus 

fe.d7w:,:r'  "  '"^  "^  *  ""■^•e'^'  (^f-   >■   ^^O  «l,o  1..,  gon.  ,0 
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scared  by  fearful  visions  of  the  night?  O  earth,  dread 
queen,  mother  of  dreams  that  flit  on  sable  wings  !  I  am  seeking 
to  avert  the  vision  of  the  night,  the  sight  of  horror  which  I 
saw  so  clearly  in  my  dreams  touching  my  son,  who  is  safe  in 
Thrace,  and  Polyxena  my  daughter  dear.  Ye  gods  of  this 
land  !  preserve  my  son,  the  last  and  only  anchor  of  my 
house,'  now  settled  in  Thrace,  the  land  of  snow,  safe  in  the 
keeping  of  his  father's  friend.  Some  fresh  disaster  is  i\\ 
store,  a  new  strain  of  sorrow  will  be  added  to  our  woe. 
Such  ceaseless  thrills  of  terror  never  wrung  my  heart  before. 
Oh  !  where,  ye  Trojan  maidens,  can  I  find  inspired  Helenus 
or  Cassandra,  that  they  may  read  me  my  dream  ?  For  I 
saw  a  dappled  hind  mangled  by  a  wolfs  bloody  fangs,'  torn 
from  my  knees  by  force  in  piteous  wise.  And  this  too  filled 
me  with  affright ;  o'er  the  summit  of  his  tomb  appeared 
-\chilles'  phantom,  and  for  his  guerdon  he  would  have  one 
of  the  luckless  maids  of  Troy.  Wherefore,  I  implore  you, 
powers  divine,  avert  this  horror  from  my  daughter,  from  my 
child. 

Cho.  Hecuba,  I  have  hastened  away  to  thee,  leaving  my 
master's  tent,  where  the  lot  assigned  me  as  his  appointed 
slave,  in  the  day  that  I  was  driven  from  the  city  of  Ilium, 
hunted  by  Achajans  thence  at  the  point  of  the  spear  ;  no 
alleviation  bring  I  for  thy  sufferings;  nay,  I  have  laden 
myself  with  heavy  news,  and  am  a  herald  of  sorrow  to 
thee,  lady.  'Tis  said  the  Achaeans  have  determined  in  full 
assembly  to  offer  thy  daughter  in  sacrifice  to  Achilles  ;  for 
thou  knowest  how  one  day  he  appeared  standing  on  his 
tomb  in  golden  harness,  and  stayed  the  sea-borne  barques, 
though  ihcy  had  their  sails  already  hoisted,  with  ihis 
pealing  cry,  "  Whither  away  so  fast,  ye  Danai,  leaving  my 
tomb  without  its  prize  ?"  Thereon  arose  a  violent  dispute 
with  stormy  altercation,  and   opinion  was  divided  in  the 

*  ot,  ^oi'Of  oirwr  ayKvp*  ti^  l^wv  (Paley). 
xa\(f.     Hesychius  gives  yro^y  as  an  equivalent  here, 
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warrior  host  of  Hellas,  some  being  in  favour  of  offering 
the  sacrifice  at  the  tomb,  others  dissenting.  There  was 
Agamemnon,  all  eagerness  in  thy  interest,  because  of  his 
love  for  the  frenzied  prophetess;  but  the  two  sons  of 
Theseus,  scions  of  Athens,  though  supporting  different 
proposals,  yet  agreed  on  the  same  decision,  which  was  to 
crown  Achilles'  tomb  with  fresh-spilt  blood  ;  for  they  said 
they  never  would  set  Cassandra's  love  before  Achilles' 
valour.  Now  the  zeal  of  the  rival  disputants  was  almost 
equal,  until  that  shifty,  smooth-mouihed  varlet,  the  son  of 
Laertes,  whose  tongue  is  ever  at  the  service  of  the  mob,  per- 
suaded the  army  not  to  put  aside  the  best  of  all  the  Danai 
for  want  of  a  bond-maid's  sacrifice,  nor  have  it  said  by  any 
of  the  dead  that  stand  beside  Persephone,  ''The  Danai 
have  left  the  plains  of  Troy  without  one  thought  of  grati- 
tude for  their  brethren  who  died  for  Hellas."  Odysseus 
will  be  here  in  an  instant,  to  drag  the  tender  maiden  from 
thy  breast  and  tear  her  from  thy  aged  arms.  To  the  temples, 
to  the  alters  with  thee  !  at  Agamemnon's  knees  throw  thy- 
self as  a  suppliant !  Invoke  alike  the  gods  in  heaven  and 
those  beneath  the  earth.  For  either  shall  thy  prayers  avail  to 
spare  thee  the  loss  of  thy  unhappy  child,  or  thou  must  live 
to  see  thy  daughter  fall  before  the  tomb,  her  crimson  blood 
spurting  in  deep  dark  jets  from  her  neck  with  gold  en- 
circled. 

Hec.  Woe,  woe  is  me  !  What  words,  or  cries,  or  lamen- 
tations can  I  utter  ?  Ah  me  !  for  the  sorrows  of  my  closing 
years !  for  slavery  too  cruel  to  brook  or  bear  !  Woe,  woe  is 
me  !  What  champion  have  I  ?  Sons,  and  city — where  are 
they  ?  Aged  Priam  is  no  more  ;  no  more  my  children  now. 
Which  way  am  I  to  go,  or  this  or  that  ?  Whither  shall  I 
turn  my  steps?  Where  is  any  god  or  power  divine  to 
succour  me  ?  Ah,  Trojan  maids  !  bringers  of  evil  tidings  ! 
messengers  of  woe  I  ye  ha\  e  made  an  end,  an  utter  end  of 
me;  life  on  earth  has  no  more  charm  for  me.    Ah  I  luckless 
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steps,  lead  on,  guide  your  aged  mistress  to  yon  tent?~Tfy 
child,  come  forth ;  come  forth,  thou  daughter  of  the  queen 
of  sorrows  ;  listen  to  thy  mother's  voice,  my  child,  that  thou 
niayst  know  the  hideous  rumour  I  now  hear  about  thy  life. 

Pol.  O  mother,  moiher  mine  !  why  dost  thou  call  so 
loud?  what  news  is  it  thou  hast  proclaimed,  scaring  me, 
like  a  cowering  bird,  from  my  chamber  by  this  alarm  ? 

Hec.  Alas,  my  daughter! 

Pol.  Why  this  ominous  address?  it  bodeth  sorrow  for 
me. 

Hec.  Woe  for  thy  life  ! 

Pol.  Tell  all,  hide  it  no  longer.  Ah  mother!  how  I 
dread,  ay  dread  the  import  of  thy  loud  laments. 

Hec   Ah  my  daughter  !  a  luckless  mother's  child  ! 

Pol.  Why  dost  thou  tell  me  this  ? 

Hec.  The  Argives  with  one  consent  are  eager  for  thy 
sacrifice  to  the  son  of  Peleus '  at  his  tomb. 

Pol.  Ah  !  mother  mine  !  how  canst  thou  speak  of  such 
a  dire  mischance?  Yet  tell  me  all,  yes  all,  O  mother 
dear ! 

Hec.  Tis  a  rumour  ill-boding  I  tell,  my  child;  they 
bring  me  word  that  sentence  is  passed  upon  thy  life  by  the 
Argives'  vote. 

Pol.  Alas,  for  thy  cruel  sufferings!  my  persecuted 
mother  !  woe  for  thy  life  of  grief !  What  grievous  outrage  , 
some  fiend  hath  sent  on  thee,  hateful,  horrible !  No  more 
shall  I  thy  daughter  share  thy  bondage,  hapless  youth  on  ' 
hapless  age  attending.  For  thou,  alas  !  wilt  see  thy  hapless 
child  torn  from  thy  arms,  as  a  calf  of  the  hills  is  torn  from 
Its  mother,  and  sent  beneath  the  darkness  of  the  earth  with 
severed  throat  for  Hades,  where  with  the  dead  shall  I  be 
laid,  ah  me  !  For  thee  I  weep  with  plaintive  wail,  mother 
doomed  to  a  life  of  sorrow  !  for  my  own  life,  its  ruin  and 

'  Of  the  numerous  attempts   to  explain  UriXfllia   ytvva  or  ^r  none 
ai)i>ears  satisfactorj-.     Weil's  correction  UfiXei^  yii'v^  is  here  followed.. 
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Ifs  outrage,  never  a  tear  I  shed ;  nay,  death  is  become  to 
me  a  happier  lot  than  Hfe. 

Cho.  See  where  Odysseus  comes  in  haste,  to  announce 
some  fresh  command  to  thee,  Hecuba. 

Ody.  Lady,  methinks  thou  knowest  already  the  inten- 
tion of  tlie  host,  and  the  vote  that  has  been  passed ;  still 
will  I  declare  it.  It  is  the  Achaeans'  will  to  sacrifice  thy 
daughter  Polyxena  at  the  mound  heaped  o'er  Achilles' 
grave  ;  and  they  appoint  me  to  take  the  maid  and  bring  her 
thither,  while  the  son  of  Achilles  is  chosen  to  preside  o'er 
the  sacrifice  and  act  as  priest.  Dost  know  then  what  to 
do?  Be  not  forcibly  torn  from  her,  nor  match  thy  might 
'gainst  mine ;  recognize  the  limits  of  thy  strength,  and  the 
presence  of  thy  troubles.  Even  in  adversity  'tis  wise  to 
yield  to  reason's  dictates. 

Hec.  Ah  me !  an  awful  trial  is  nigh,  it  seems,  fraught 
with  mourning,  rich  in  tears.  Yes,  I  too  escaped  death 
where  death  had  been  my  due,  and  Zeus  destroyed  me 
not  but  is  still  preserving  my  life,  that  I  may  witness  in  my 
misery  fresh  sorrows  surpassing  all  before.  Still  if  the 
bond  may  ask  the  free  of  things  that  grieve  them  not  nor 
wrench  their  heart-strings,  'tis  well  that  thou  shouldst  make 
an  end  and  hearken  to  my  questioning.' 

Odv.  Granted ;  put  thy  questions  ;  that  short  delay  I 
grudge  thee  not. 

Hfx.  Dost  remember  the  day  thou  camest  to  spy  on 
Ilium,  disguised  in  rags  and  tatters,  while  down  thy  cheek 
ran  drops  of  blood  ? 

Odv.  Remember  it  !  yes ;  'twas  no  slight  impression  it 
made  upon  my  heart. 

Hec.  Did  Helen  recognize  thee  and  tell  me  only  ? 

*  This  is  Hermann's  view  of  this  difficult  passage  ;  but  Paley  inter- 
prets thus :  •*  it  is  to  you  that  our  words  must  be  spoken,  and  it  is  for 
us  who  ask  to  hear  your  reply;"  and  this  is  the  explanation  given  by  the 
Schol. 
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Odv.  I  well  remember  the  awful  risk  I  ran.  ^ 

Hec.  Didst  thou  embrace  my  knees  in  all  humility? 
Odv.  Yea,  so  that  my  hand  grew  dead  and  cold  upon 
thy  robe. 

Hec.  What  saidst  thou  then,  when  in  my  power? 
Odv.  Doubtless  I  found  plenty  to  say,  to  save  my  life. 
Hec.  Was  it  I  that  saved  and  sent  thee  forth  again  ? 
Odv.  Thou  didst,  and  so  I  still  behold  the  light  of  day. 
Hec.  Art  not  thou  then  playing  a  sorry  part  to  plot  against 
me  thus,  after  the  kind  treatment  thou  didst  by  thy  own 
confession  receive  from  me,  showing  me  no  gratitude  but 
all  the  ill  thou  canst  ?     A  thankless  race  I  all  ye  who  covet  \i 
honour  from  the  mob  for  your  oratory.     Oh  that  ye  were 
unknown  to  me  !  ye  who  harm  your  friends  and  think  no 
more  of  it,  if  ye  can  but  say  a  word  to  win  the  mob.    But  tell 
me,  what  kind  of  cleverness  did  they  think  it,  when  against 
this  child  they  passed  their  bloody  vote  ?     Was  it  duty  '  led 
them  to  slay  a  human  victim  at  the  tomb,  where  sacrifice  of 
oxen  more  befits?  or  does  Achilles,  if  claiming  the  lives  of 
those  who  slew  him  as  his  recompense,  show  his  justice  by 
marking  her  out  for  death  ?  No !  she  at  least  ne'er  injured  him. 
He  should  have  demanded  Helen  as  a  victim  at  his  tomb,  for 
she  It  was  that  proved  his  ruin,  bringing  him  to  Troy;  or  if 
«)me  captive  of  surpassing  beauty  was  to  be  singled  out  for 
doom,  this  pointed  not  to  us ;  for  the  daughter  of  Tyndareus 
was  fairer  than  all  womankind,  and  her  injury  to  him  was 
proved  no  less  than  ours.     Against  the  justice  of  his  plea  I 
pit  this  argument.    Now  hear  the  recompense  due  from  thee 
to  me  at  my  request.     On  thy  own  confession,  thou  didst 
fall  at  my  feet  and  embrace  my  hand  and  aged  cheek ;  I 
in  my  turn  now  do  the  same  to  thee,  and  claim  the  favour 
then  bestowed ;  and  I  implore  thee,  tear  not  my  child  from 
my  arms,  nor  slay  her.     There  be  dead  enough  ;  she  is  my 

'  ro  xpijv.     Nauck  prefers  to  xpt). 
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only  joy,  in  her  I  forget  my  sorrows ; '  my  one  comfort  she 
in  place  of  many  a  loss,  my  city  ^  and  my  nurse,  my  staff 
and  journey's  guide.  Tis  never  right  that  those  in  power 
should  use  it  out  of  season,  or  when  prosperous  suppose 
they  will  be  always  so.  For  I  like  them  was  prosperous 
once,  but  now  my  life  is  lived,  and  one  day  robbed  me  of 
all  my  bliss.  Friend,  by  thy  beard,  have  some  regard  and 
pity  for  me;  go  to  Achjea's  host,  and  talk  them  over, 
saying  how  hateful  a  thing  it  is  to  slay  women  whom  at 
first  ye  spared  out  of  pity,  after  dragging  them  from  the 
altars.  For  amongst  you  the  self-same  law  holds  good  for 
bond  and  free  alike  respecting  bloodshed ;  such  influence  as 
thine  will  persuade  them  even  though  thy  '  words  are  weak ;  for 
the  same  argument,  when  proceeding  from  those  of  no  account, 
has  not  the  same  force  as  when  it  is  uttered  by  men  of  mark. 
Cho.  Human  nature  is  not '  so  stony-hearted  as  to  hear 
thy  plaintive  tale  and  catalogue  of  sorrows,  without  shedding 
a  tear. 

Ody.  O  Hecuba  !  be  schooled  by  me,  nor  in  thy  passion 
count  him  a  foe  who  speaketh  wisely.  Thy  life  I  am  pre- 
pared to  save,  for  the  service  I  received  ;  I  say  no  otherwise. 
But  what  I  said  to  all,  I  will  not  now  deny,  that  after  Troy's 
capture  I  would  give  thy  daughter  to  the  chiefest  of  our 
host  because  he  asked  a  victim.  For  herein  is  a  source  of 
weakness  to  most  states,  whene'er  a  man  of  brave  and  gene- 
rous soul  receives  no  greater  honour  than  his  inferiors.  Now 
Achilles,  lady,  deserves  honour  at  our  hands,  since  for  Hellas 
he  died  as  nobly  as  a  mortal  can.  Is  not  this  a  foul  reproach 
to  treat  a  man  as  a  friend  in  life,  but,  when  he  is  gone '  from 

*  Nauck  brackets  this  line  as  suspicious. 

*  iroXtf,  for  which  Weil  proposes  /^I'of,  Czwalina,  rroKiag, 

*  XiyyQi  so  Porson  and  Dindorf  after  Muretus. 

*  opc  tffnv,  Porson  Wf  tVrci',  from  Gregory  of  Corinth. 

'  amffTt.     Porson  and  Nauck  retain  the  old  reading,  uX<i>X(,  which  is 
thought  to  b€  a  gloss. 
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us,  to  treat  him  so  no  more  ?  How  now  ?  what  will  th^y  sayr 
if  once  more  there  comes  a  gathering  of  the  host  and  a  con- 
test with  the  foe  ?  '♦  Shall  we  fight  or  nurse  our  lives,  seeing 
the  dead  have  no  honours  ?"  For  myself,  indeed,  though  in 
life  my  daily  store  were  scant,  yet  would  it  be  all-sufficient, 
but  as  touching  a  tomb  I  should  wish  mine  to  be  an  object 
of  respect,  for  this  gratitude  has  long  to  run.  Thou  speakest 
of  cruel  sufferings;  hear  my  answer.  Amongst  us  are  aged 
dames  and  grey  old  men  no  less  miserable  than  thou,  and 
brides  of  gallant  husbands  reft,  o'er  whom  this  Trojan  dust 
has  closed.  Endure  these  sorrows ;  for  us,  if  we  are  wrong 
in  resolving  to  honour  the  brave,  we  shall  bring  upon 
ourselves  a  charge  of  ignorance  ;  but  as  for  you  barbarians, 
regard  not  your  friends  as  such  and  pay  no  homage  to 
your  gallant  dead,  that  Hellas  may  prosper  and  ye  may  reap 
the  fruits  of  such  policy. 

Cho.  Alas  !  how  cursed  is  slavery  alway  in  its  nature," 
forced  by  the  might  of  the  stronger  to  endure  unseemly 
treatment. 

Hec.  Daughter,  my  pleading  to  avert  thy  bloody  death 
was  wasted  idly  on  the  air ;  do  thou,  if  in  aught  endowed 
with  greater  power  to  move  than  thy  mother,  make  haste 
to  use  it,  uttering  every  pleading  note  like  the  tuneful 
nightingale,  to  save  thy  soul  from  death.  Throw  thyself  at 
Odysseus'  knees  to  move  his  pity,  and  try  to  move  him. 
Here  is  thy  plea  :  he  too  hath  children,  so  that  he  can  feel 
for  thy  sad  fate. 

Pol.  Odysseus,  I  see  thee  hiding  thy  right  hand  beneath 
thy  robe  and  turning  away  thy  face,  that  I  may  not  touch  thy 
beard.  Take  heart ;  thou  art  safe  from  the  suppliant's  god 
in  my  case,  for  I  will  follow  thee,  alike  because  I  must  and 
because  it  is  my  wish  to  die;  for  were  I  loth,  a  coward  should 


I  show  myself,  a  woman  faint  of  heart.    Why  should  I  prolong 
my  days  ?     I  whose  sire  was  king  of  all  the  Phrygians  ?— 
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my  chiefest  pride  in  life.     Then  was  I  nursed  on  fair  fond 
hopes  to  be  a  bride  for  kings,  the  centre  of  keen  jealousy 
■>     amongst  suitors,  to  see  whose  home  I  would  make  my  own; 
and  o'er  each  dame  of  Ida  I  was  queen  ;  ah  me  !  a  maiden 
.       marked  amid  her  fellows,'  equal  to  a  goddess,  save  for  death 
/       alone,  but  now  a  slave  !    That  name  first  makes  me  long  for 
death,  so  strange  it  sounds  ;  and  then  maybe  my  lot  might 
give  me  to  some  savage  master,  one  that  would  buy  me  for 
money,— me  the  sister  of  Hector  and  many  another  chief,'— 
who  would  make  me  knead  him  bread  within  his  halls,'  or 
sweep  his  house  or  set  me  working  at  the  loom,  leading  a 
life  of  misery  ;  while  some  slave,  bought  I  know  not  whence, 
will    taint    my    maiden    charms,    once   deemed    worthy    of 
royalty.     No,  never !    Here  I  close  my  eyes  upon  the  light, 
free  as  yet,  and  dedicate  myself  to  Hades.    Lead  me  hence' 
Odysseus,  and  do  thy  worst,  for  I  see  naught  within  my  reach 
to  make  me  hope  or  expect  with  any  confidence  that  I  am 
ever  again  to  be  happy.    Mother  mine  !  seek  not  to  hinder  me 
by  word  or  deed,  but  join  in  my  wish  for  death  ere  I  meet 
with   shameful   treatment   undeserved.     For  whoso   is  not 
used  to  taste  of  sorrow's  cup,  though  he  bears  it,  yet  it  galls 
him  when  he  puts  his  neck  within  the  yoke;    far  happier 
would  he  be  dead  than  alive,  for  life  of  honour  reft  is  toil 
and  trouble.^ 

Cho.  a  wondrous  mark,  most  clearly  stamped,  doth  noble 
birth  imprint  on  men,  and  the  name  goeih  still  further 
where  it  is  deserved.* 

Hec.  a  noble  speech,  my  daughter !  but  there  is  sorrow 
linked  with  its  noble  sentiments. 

'  Trap9fpoiq,  some  copies  insert  t\ 

'  Herwerden  reads  wp^fiutv.     The  line  is  perhaps  spurious. 

'  Nauck  brackets  line  378  as  suspicious, 

*  1.^.,  to  have  the  name  of  nobiy.bom  is  something  ;  l.ut  where  a  man 
IS  noble  in  nature  too,  and  so  worthy  of  the  name,  his  nobility  is  not 
content  with  the  mere  title  but  shows  itself  in  action. 
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Odysseus,  if  ye  must  pleasure  the  son  of  Peleus,  and  avoid 
reproach,  slay  not  this  maid,  but  lead  me  to  Achilles'  pyre         i 
and  torture  me  unsparingly ;  'twas  I  that  bore  Paris,  whose   f    ' 
fatal  shaft  laid  low  the  son  of  Thetis.  / 

Odv.  'Tis  not  thy  death,  old  dame,  Achilles'  wraith  hath 
demanded  of  the  Achaeans,  but  hers. 

Hec.  At  least  then  slaughter  me  with  my  child  ;  so  shall 
there  be  a  double  draught  of  blood  for  the  earth  and  the 
dead  that  claims  this  sacrifice. 

Ody.  The  maiden's  death  suffices;  no  need  to  add  a 
second  to  the  first ;  would  we  needed  not  e'en  this  I 

Hec.  Die  with  my  daughter  I  must  and  will. 

Odv.  How  so  ?  I  did  not  know  I  had  a  master. 

Hec.  I  will  cling  to  her  like  ivy  to  an  oak. 

Odv.  Not  if  thou  wilt  hearken  to  those  who  are  wiser 
than  thyself. 

Hec.  Be  sure  I  will  never  willingly  relinquish  my  child. 
Odv.  Well,  be  equally    sure  I  will  never  go  away  and 
leave  her  here. 

Pol.  Mother,  hearken  to  me  ;  and  thou,  son  of  Laertes, 
make  allowance  for  a  parent's  natural  wrath.  My  poor 
mother,  fight  not  with  our  masters.  Wilt  thou  be  thrown 
down,  be  roughly  thrust  aside  and  wound  thy  aged  skin,  and 
in  unseemly  wise  be  torn  from  me  by  youthful  arms?  This 
wilt  thou  suffer ;  do  not  so,  for  'tis  not  right  for  thee.  Nay, 
dear  mother  mine !  give  me  thy  hand  beloved,  and  let  me 
press  thy  cheek  to  mine ;  for  never,  nevermore,  but  now  for 
the  last  time  shall  I  behold  the  dazzling  sun-god's  orb.  My 
last  farewells  now  take  !  O  mother,  mother  mine  !  beneath 
the  earth  I  pass. 

Hec.  O  my  daughter,  I  am  still  to  live  and  be  a  slave. 
Pol.  Unwedded  I  depart,  never  having  tasted  the  married 
joys  that  were  my  due  ! 

Hec.  Thine,  my  daughter,  is  a  piteous  lot,  and  sad  is 
mine  also. 
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Pol.  There  in  Hades'  courts  shall  I  be  laid  apart  from 

thee. 

Hec.  Ah  me,  what  shall  I  do  ?  where  shall  I  end  my  life  ? 
Pol.  Daughter  of  a  free-born  sire,  a  slave  I  am  to  die. 
Hec.  Not  one  of  all  my  fifty  children  left ! 
Pol.  What  message  can  I  take  for  thee  to  Hector  or  thy 

aged  lord  ?  •       1 1 

Hec.  Tell  them  that  of  all  women  I  am  the  most  miserable. 

Pol.  Ah !  breast  and  paps  that  fed  me  with  sweet  fojd  ! 

Hec.  Woe  is  thee,  my  child,  for  this  untimely  fate  ! 

Pol.  Farewell,  my  mother  !  farewell,  Cassandra  ! 

Hec  "  Fare  well !  "  others  do,  but  not  thy  mother,  no  ! 

Poly.  Thou  too,  my  brother  Polydore,  who  art  in  Thrace, 
the  home  of  steeds  ! 

Hec.  Aye,  if  he  lives,  which  much  I  doubt;  so  luckless  am 

I  every  way. 

Pol.  Oh   yes.  he   lives ;  and,  when  thou  diest,  he  will 

close  thine  eyes. 

Hr.c.  I  am  dead  ;  sorrow  has  forestalled  death  here. 

Pol.  Come  veil  my  head,  Odysseus,  and  take  me  hence ; 
for  now,  ere  falls  the  fatal  blow,  my  heart  is  melted  by  my 
mother's  wailing,  and  hers  no  less  by  mine.  O  light  of  day ! 
for  still  may  I  call  thee  by  thy  name,  though  now  my  share 
in  thee  is  but  the  time  I  take  to  go  'twixt  this  and  the  sword 
at  Achilles'  tomb.  {^Exeunt  Odysseus  and  Polvxena. 

Hec  Woe  is  me  !  I  faint ;  my  limbs  sink  under  me.  O 
my  daughter,  embrace  thy  mother,  stretch  out  thy  hand, 
give  it  me  again  ;  leave  me  not  childless  !  Ah,  friends !  'tis 
my  death-blow.  ^She  nvoons^,  [Oh  !  to  see  that  Spartan 
woman,  Helen,  sister  of  the  sons  of  Zeus,  in  such  a  plight ; 
for  her  bright  eyes  have  caused  the  shameful  fall  of  Troy's 
once  prosperous  town.^] 

»  These  lines  cannot  very  well  belong  to  Hecuba,  who  has  already 
fainted.     Hermann  assigns  them  to  the  Chorus  ;  Dindorf  rejects  then 
Paley  favours  the  latter  view. 
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whither  wilt  thou  bear  „,e  t^e  ch^"  so.  o^TTo  Th""  ' 
i.ouse  shall  I  be  brought,  to  be  his  slave  a  ]  chauel5°:: 
some  haven  in  the  Dorian  land  >  or  in  pk.k-       u  ^^ 

Api.1anus  .the  ,  Tairestt^rs  "iS'Lt^cT^hl 
t-lth  ?  or  to  an  .sland  hon,e,  sent  on  a  voyage  of  m   e  v  bv 

alls  where    the  first-created  palm  and  the  bay-tree  nut  forth 
he.r  sacred  shoots  for  dear  Latona,  memorial  f!i    if  h 
dn-me  trava.     and  there  with  the  maids  of  De lo    shaU  i 
hymn  the  golden  snood  and  bow  of  Artemis  the    godde ' 
or  m  the  cty  of  Pallas,  the  home  of  Athena '  of  thTbeauteoL 
chanot  shall  I  upon  her  saffron  robe '  yoke  horses  "Hhe 
car  embroidering  them  on  my  web  in  brilLn  varied  shades 
or  the  race  of  Titans,  whom  Zeus  the  son  of  Cronos  lavf.n 
the^  unending  sleep  wi.h  bolt  of  flashing  flame'  ' 

»  oe  ,s  me  for  my  children  .'  woe  for  my  ancestor,  and  mv 

sacked  by  the  Arg.ve  spear  :  while  I   upon  a  foreign  shore 
am  called  a  slave  forsooth,  leaving  Asia,  Lropes  handmaid^ 
and  rece,vmg  m  its  place  a  deadly  marriage-bower  "' 
Tu.    A\here  can  I  find  Hecuba,  who  once  was'queen  of 
11mm,  ye  Irojan  maidens ?  ' 

Cho.  There  she  lies  near  thee,  Tahhjbius,  stretched  full 
length  upon  the  ground,  wrapt  in  her  robe 

Pal.  Great  Zeus!  what  can  I  say?  that  thine  eye  is  over 
man?  or  that  we  hold  this  false  opinion  all  to  no 'urpose^ 

t.f.  the  Peloponnesus, 

3  !*/:  ^^'''''  ''^^'''  ^'^'^"^  B^^e  birth  to  Apollo. 

Af;a,^.ac,  bi.i  Xaucks  correction  (^la^-  va.ova'  is  extremelv  liL   I 

•  i>.  forced  to  be  the  mistress  of  some  deadly  foe. 
"•  L 
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^king  there  is  any  race  of  gods,»  when  it  is  chance  that 
rules  the  mortal  sphere  ?  Was  not  this  the  queen  of  wealthy 
Phrygia,  the  wife  of  Priam  highly  blest  ?  And  now  her 
ciiy  is  utterly  o'erthrown  by  the  foe,  and  she,'  a  slave  m  her 
old  age,  her  children  dead,  lies  stretched  upon  the  ground, 
soiling  her  hair,  poor  lady  !  in  the  dust.  Well,  well  ;  old  as 
I  am,  may  death  be  my  lot  before  I  am  involved  m  any  foul 
mischance.     Arise,  poor  queen !   lift   up  thyself  and  raise 

that  hoary  head. 

Hec.  Ah  !  who  art  thou  that  wilt  not  let  my  body  rest  ? 
why  disturb  me  in  my  anguish,  whosoe'er  thou  art  ? 

Tal.  Tis  I,  Talthybius,  who  am  here,  the  minister  of  the 
Danai ;  Agamemnon  has  sent  me  for  thee,  lady. 

Hec.  Good  friend,  art  come  because  the  Achaeans  are 
resolved  to  slay  me  too  at  the  grave?  How  welcome 
would  thy  tidings  be  !  Let  us  hasten  and  lose  no  time  ; 
prithee,  lead  the  way,  old  sir. 

Tal.  I  am  come  to  fetch  thee  to  bury  thy  daughters 
corpse,  lady ;  and  those  that  send  me  are  the  two  sons  of 
Atreus  and  the  Achaean  host. 

Hec.  Ah  !  what  wilt  thou  say?  Art  thou  not  come,  as  I 
had  thought,  to  fetch  me  to  my  doom,  but  to  announce  ill 
news?  Lost,  lost,  my  child!  snatched  from  thy  mother's 
arms  !  and  I  am  childless  now,  at  least  as  touches  thee;  ah, 

woe  is  me!  •%       aa 

How  di  I  ye  end  her  life  ?  was  any  mercy  shown?  or  did 
ye  deal  ruthlessly  with  her  as  though  your  victim  were  a  foe, 
old  man  ?     Si)eak,  though  thy  words  must  be  pain  to  me. 

Tal.  Lady,  thou  art  bent  on  making  mine  a  double 
meed  of  tears  in  i)ity  for  thy  child  ;  for  now  too  as  I  tell  the 
sad  tale  a  tear  will  wet  my  eye,  as  it  did  at  the  tomb  when 

she  was  d>ing. 

All  Achaea's  host  was  gathered  there  in  full  array  before 


»  Nauck  marks  1.  490  as  spurious. 
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the  tomb  to  see  thy  daughter  offered ;  and  the  son  of 
Achilles  took  Polyxena  by  the  hand  and  set  her  on  the 
top  of  the  mound,  while  I  stood  near;  and  a  chosen 
band  of  young  Achaeans  followed  to  hold  thy  child  and 
prevent  her  struggling.  Then  did  Achilles'  son  take  in 
his  hands  a  brimming  cup  of  gold  and  poured  ^  an  offering 
to  his  dead  sire,  making  a  sign  to  me  to  proclaim  silence 
throughout  the  Achaean  host.  So  I  stood  at  his  side  and 
in  their  midst  proclaimed,  "  Silence,  ye  Achaeans  !  hushed  be 
the  people  all !  peace  !  be  still  ! "  Therewith  I  hushed  the 
host.  Then  spake  he,  "  Son  of  Peleus,  father  mine,  accept 
the  offering  I  pour  thee  to  appease  thy  spirit,  strong  to  raise 
the  dead  ;  and  come  to  drink  the  black  blood  of  a  virgin  pure, 
which  I  and  the  host  are  offering  thee ;  oh !  be  propitious 
to  us;  grant  that  we  may  loose  our  prows  and  the  cables  of 
our  ships,  and,  meeting  with  a  prosperous  voyage  from  Ilium, 
all  to  our  country  come."  So  he  ;  and  all  the  army  echoed 
his  prayer.  Then  seizing  his  golden  sword  by  the  hilt  he 
drew  it  from  its  scabbard,  signing  the  while  to  the  picked 
young  Argive  warriors  to  hold  the  maid.  But  she,  when 
she  was  ware  thereof,  uttered  her  voice  and  said  ;  "  O  Argives, 
who  have  sacked  my  city  !  of  my  free  will  I  die ;  let  none 
lay  hand  on  me  ;  for  bravely  will  I  yield  my  neck.  Leave 
me  free,  I  do  beseech  ;  so  slay  me,  that  death  may  find  me 
free ;  for  to  be  called  a  slave  amongst  the  dead  fills  my  royal 
heart  with  shame."  Thereat  the  people  shouted  their 
applause,  and  king  Agamemnon  bade  the  young  men  loose 
the  maid.  [So  they  set  her  free,  as  soon  as  they  heard  this 
last  command  from  him  whose  might  was  over  all.]^  And 
she,  hearing  her  captors'  words  took  her  robe  and  tore  it 
open  from  the  shoulder  to  the  waist,  displaying  a  breast  and 
bosom  fair  as  a  statue's;  then  sinking  on  her  knee,  one 
word  she   spake  more  piteous  than  all  the  rest,   ''  Young 

'  tpp€i  Xfifii,  for  wliich  Dindorf  gives  i^eppaivt. 

*  These  two  lines  are  rejected  by  most  editors  as  an  interpolation. 
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prince,  if  'tis  my  breast  thou'dst  strike,  lo  !  here  it  is,  strike 
home  !  or  if  at  my  neck  thy  sword  thou'lt  aim,  behold  !  that 
neck  is  bared." 

Then  he,  half  glad,  half  sorry  in  his  pity  for  the  maid,  cleft 
with  the  steel  the  channels  of  her  breath,  and  streams  of 
blood  gushed  forth  ;  but  she,  e'en  in  death's  agony,  took 
good  heed  to  fall  with  maiden  grace,  hiding  from  gaze  of 
man  what  modest  maiden  must.  Soon  as  she  had  breathed 
her  last  through  the  fatal  gash,  each  Argive  set  his  hand  to 
different  tasks,  some  strewing  leaves  o'er  the  corpse  in  hand- 
fuls,  others  bringing  pine-logs  and  heaping  up  a  pyre ;  and 
he,  who  brought  nothing,  would  hear  from  him  who  did 
such  taunts  as  these,  "  Stand'st  thou  still,  ignoble  wretch, 
with  never  a  robe  or  ornament '  to  bring  for  the  maiden? 
Wilt  thou  give  naught  to  her  that  showed  such  peerless 
bravery  and  spirit  ?  " 

Such  is  the  tale  I  tell  about  thy  daughter's  death,  and  I 
regard  thee  as  blest  beyond  all  mothers  in  thy  noble  child, 
yet  crossed  in  fortune  more  than  all. 

Cho.  Upon  the  race  of  Priam  and  my  city  some  fearful 
curse  hath  burst  ;  'tis  sent  by  (iod,  and  we  must  bear  it 

Hec.  O  my  daughter!  'mid  this  crowd  of  sorrows  I  know 
not  where  to  turn  my  gaze  ;  for  if  I  set  myself  to  one, 
another  will  not  give  me  pause  ;  while  from  this  again  a  fresh 
grief  summons  me,  finding  a  successor  to  sorrow's  throne. 
No  longer  now  can  I  efface  from  my  mind  the  memory  of 
thy  sufferings  sufficiently  to  stay  my  tears  ;  ^et  hath  the  story 
of  thy  noble  death  taken  from  the  keenness  of  my  grief. 
Is  it  not  then  strange  that  poor  land,  when  blessed  by 
heaven  with  a  lucky  year,  yields  a  good  crop,  while  that  which 
is  good,  if  robbed  of  needful  care,  bears  but  little  increase  ; 
yet  'mongst  men  ^  the  knave  is  never  other  than  a  knave,  the 
good   man  aught  but  good,  never  changing  for  the  worse 

'  Nauck  regards  line  578  as  spurious. 

*  dvepuiroiQ,  so  Paley  with  the  MSS.,  but  lleimann  writes  at-OfmTroi. 
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because  of  misfortune,  but  ever  the  same?  Is  then  the 
diflference  due  to  birth  or  bringing  up?  Good  training 
doubtless  gives  lessons  in  good  conduct,  and  if  a  man  have 
mastered  this,  he  knows  what  is  base  by  the  standard  of 
good.  Random  shafts  of  my  soul's  shooting  these,  I  know. 
(To  Talthvbius.)  Go  thou  and  proclaim  to  the  Argives 
that  they  touch  not  my  daughter's  body  but  keep  the  crowd 
away.  For  when  a  countless  host  is  gathered,  the  mob 
knows  no  restraint,  and  the  unruliness  of  sailors  exceeds 
that  of  fire,  all  abstinence  from  crime  being  counted  crimi- 

"^^'  [Exit  Talthvbius. 

(Adiiressingasfrtfant.)  My  aged  handmaid,  take  a  pitcher 
and  dip  it  in  the  salt  sea  and  bring  hither  thereof,  that  1 
for  the  last  time  may  wash  my  child,  a  virgin  wife,  a  widowed 
maid,'  and  lay  her  out,— as  she  deserves,  ah  !  whence  can 
I?    impossible!    but   as   best    I   can;    and  what  will   that 
amount  to?  I  will  collect  adornment  from  the  captives,  my 
companions  in  these  tents,  if  haply  any  of  them  escaping 
her  master's  eye  have  some  secret '  store  from  her  old  home. 
O  towering  halls,  O  home  so  happy  once,  O  Priam,  rich  in 
store  of  fairest  wealth,  most  blest  of  sires,  and  I  no  less,  the 
grey-haired    mother  of  thy  race,   how  are  we   brought  to 
naught,  stripped  of  our  former  pride  !    And  spite  of  all  we 
vaunt  ourselves,  one  on  the  riches  of  his  house,   another 
because    he    has  an    honoured    name  amongst  his  fellow- 
citizens  !     But  these  things  are  naught ;  in  vain  are  all  our 
thoughtful  schemes,  in   vain  our    vaunting  words.     He  is 
happiest  who  meets  no  sorrow  in  his  daily  walk. 

[Exit  Hecuba. 

Cho.  Woe  and  tribulation  were  made  my  lot  in  life,  soon 

as  ever  Paris  felled  his  beams  of  pine  in  Ida's  woods,  to  sail 

across  the   heaving  main  in  quest  of  Helen's  hand,  fairest 

If  this  line  is  genuine,  ft  may  be  an  allusion  to  her  betrothal  to 
Achilles. 

^  KXififia  ;  Nauck  proposes  rr^/io. 
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bride  on  whom  the  sun-god  turns  his  golden  eye.  For  here 
beginneth  trouble's  cycle,  and,  worse  than  that,  relentless 
fate ;  and  from  one  man's  folly  came  a  universal  curse, 
bringing  death  to  the  land  of  Simois,  with  trouble  from  an 
alien  shore.'  The  strife  the  shepherd  decided  on  Ida  'iwixt 
three  daughters  of  the  blessed  gods,  brought  as  its  result 
war  and  bloodshed  and  the  ruin  of  my  home  ;  and  many  a 
Spartan  maiden  too  is  weeping  bitter  tears  in  her  halls  on  the 
l)anks  of  fair  Eurotas,  and  many  a  mother  whose  sons  are 
slain,  is  smiting  her  hoary  head  and  tearing  her  checks, 
making  her  nails  red  in  the  furrowed  gash. 

Maid.  lEnterim^  excitedly,  attended  by  bearers  bringing  in 
a  covered  corpse.]  Oh  !  where,  ladies,  is  Hecuba,  our  queen 
of  sorrow,  who  far  surpasses  all  in  tribulation,  men  and  women 
both  alike  ?     None  sliall  wrest  the  crown  from  her. 

Cho.  What  now,  thou  wretched  bird  of  boding  note  ? 
Thy  evil  tidings  never  seem  to  rest. 

Maid.  'Tis  to  Hecuba  I  bring  my  bitter  news ;  no  easy 
task  is  it  for  mortal  lips  to  speak  smooth  words  in  sorrow's 
hour. 

Cho.  Lo  !  she  is  coming  even  now  from  the  shelter  of  the 
tent,  appearing  just  in  time  to  hear  thee  speak. 

Maid.  Alas  for  thee !  most  hapless  queen,  ruined  beyond 
all  words  of  mine  to  tell ;  robbed  of  the  light  of  life ;  of 
children,  husband,  city  reft  ;    hopelessly  undone  ! 

Hec.  This  is  no  news  but  insult;  I  have  heard  it  all 
before.  But  why  art  thou  come,  bringing  hither  to  me  the 
corpse  of  Polyxena,  on  whose  burial  Achaea's  host  was 
reported  to  be  busily  engaged  ? 

Maid,  {aside.)  She  little  knows  what  I  have  to  tell,  but 
mourns  Polyxena,  not  grasping  her  new  sorrows. 

Hec.  Ah!  woe  is  me  !  thou  art  not  surely  bringing  hither 
mad  Cassandra,  the  prophetic  maid  ? 

Maid.  She  lives,  of  whom  thou  speakest ;  but  the  dead 

^   vvfitpopa  r  air   dXXwv.     Weil  conjectures  avftipopa  n  rXa^tav. 
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thou  dost  not  weep  is  here.  [  Uncovering  the  corpse."]  Mark 
well  the  body  now  laid  bare  ;  is  not  this  a  sight  to  fill  thee 
with  wonder,  and  upset  thy  hopes  ? 

Hec.  AJ)  me !  'tis  the  corpse  of  my  son  Polydore  I  behold, 
whom  he  of  Thrace  was  keeping  safe  for  me  in  his  halls! 
Alas  !  this  is  the  end  of  all;  my  life  is  o'er.  O  my  son,  my 
son,  alas  for  thee !  a  frantic  strain  I  now  begin ;  thy  fate  1 
learnt,  a  moment  gone,  from  some  foul  fiend.* 

Maid.  What !  so  thou  knewest  thy  son's  fate,  poor  lady. 

Hec.  I  cannot,  cannoTTredit  this  fresh  sight  I  see.  Woe 
succeeds  to  woe ;  time  will  never  cease  henceforth  to  bring 
me  groans  and  tears.' 

Cho.  Alas  !  poor  lady,  our  sufferings  are  cruel  indeed. 

Hec.  O  my  son,  child  of  a  luckless  mother,  what  was  the 
manner  of  thy  death?  what  lays  thee  dead  at  my  feet  ?  Who 
did  the  deed  ? 

Maid.  I  know  not.    On  the  sea-shore  I  found  him. 

Hec.  Cast  up  on  the  smooth  sand,  or  thrown  there  after 
the  murderous  blow  ? 

Maid.  The  waves  had  washed  him  ashore. 

Hec.  Alas  !  alas!  I  read  aright  the  vision  I  saw  in  my 

sleep,  nor  did  the  phantom  dusky-winged  escape  my  ken, 

even  the  vision   I  saw  concerning  my  son,  who  is  now  no 

more  within  the  bright  sunshine. 

Cho.  Who  slew  him  then  ?  Can  thy  dream-lore '  tell  us 
that? 

Hec.  Twas  my  own  familiar  friend,  the  knight  of  Thrace, 
with  whom  his  aged  sire  had  placed  the  boy  in  hiding. 

Cho.  O  horror !  what  wilt  thou  say?  did  he  slay  him  to 
get  the  gold  ? 

Hec.  O  awful  crime  !  O  deed  without  a  name  !  beggar- 
ing wonder !   impious  !    intolerable  !      Where  are  now  the 

*  i.e.,  in  a  dream. 

*  aoTtvaKTOQ,  adaicpvTo^  afUpa  kirtaxhcti  (Hermann). 
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laws  'twixt  guest  and  host?  Accursed  monster!  how  hast 
thou  mangled  his  flesh,  slashing  the  poor  child's  limbs  with 
ruthless  swoni,  lost  to  all  sense  of  pity  ! 

Cho.  Alas  for  thee  !  how  some  deity,  whose  hand  is 
heavy  on  thee,  hath  sent  thee  troubles  beyond  all  other 
mortals!  But  yonder  I  see  our  lord  and  master  Agamemnon 
coming ;  so  let  us  be  still  henceforth,  my  friends. 

Aga.  Hecuba,  why  art  thou  delaying  to  come  and  bury 
thy  daughter?  for  it  was  for  this  that  Talthybius  brought  me 
thy  message  begging  that  none  of  the  Argives  should  touch 
thy  child.  And  so  I  granted  this,  and  none  is  touching 
her,  but  this  long  delay  of  thine  fills  me  with  wonder. 
Wherefore  am  I  come  to  send  thee  hence;  for  our  part 
there  is  well  performed ;  if  herein  there  be  any  place  for 
"  well." 

Ha  !  what  man  is  this  I  see  near  the  tents,  some  Trojan's 
corpse?  'tis  not  an  Argive's  body  ;  that  the  garments  it  is 
clad  in  tell  me. 

\i^Q.  {aside.)  Unhappy  one!  in  naming  thee  I  name 
myself;  O  Hecuba,  what  shall  I  do?  throw  myself  here  at 
Agamemnon's  knees,  or  bear  my  sorrows  in  silence? 

Aga.  Why  dost  thou  turn  thy  back  towards  me  and  weep, 
refusing  to  say  what  has  happened,  or  who  this  is  ? 

Hec  {aside.)  But  should  he  count  me  as  a  slave  and  foe 
and  spurn  me  from  his  knees,  I  should  but  add  to  my 
anguish. 

Aga.  I  am  no  prophet  born  ;  wherefore,  if  I  be  not  told, 
I  cannot  learn  the  current  of  thy  thoughts. 

Hec.  {aside.)  Can  it  be  that  m  estimating  this  man's 
feelings  I  make  him  out  too  ill-disposed,  when  he  is  not 
really  so? 

Aga.  If  thy  wish  really  is  that  I  should  remain  in  igno- 
rance, we  are  of  one  mind;  for  I  have  no  wish  myself  to 
listen. 

Hec  {aside.)    Without    his   aid  I  shall   not  be   able  to 
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avenge  my  children.  Why  '  do  I  still  ponder  the  matter  ? 
I  must  do  and  dare  whether  I  win  or  lose.  {Turning  to 
Agamemnon.)  O  Agamemnon  !  by  thy  knees,  by  thy  beard 
and  conquering  hand  I  implore  thee. 

Aga.  What  is  thy  desire  ?  to  be  set  free  ?  that  is  easily 
done. 

Hec.  Not  that  ;  give  me  vengeance  on  the  wicked,  and 
evermore  am  I  willing  to  lead  a  life  of  slavery. 

Aga.  Well,  but  why  dost  thou  call  me  to  thy  aid  ?  * 

Hec.  Tis  a  matter  thou  little  reckest  of,  O  king.  Dost 
see  this  corpse,  for  whom  my  tears  now  flow  ? 

Aga.  I  do ;  but  what  is  to  follow,  I  cannot  guess. 

Hec.  He  was  my  child  in  days  gone  by  ;  1  bore  him  in 
my  womb. 

.\ga.  Which  of  thy  sons  is  he,  poor  sufferer  ? 

Hec.  Not  one  of  Priam's  race  who  fell  'nealh  Ilium's 
walls. 

Aga.  Hadst  thou  any  son  besides  those,  lady  ? 
Hec.  Yes,  him  thou  seest  here,  of  whom,  meihinks,  I  have 
small  gain. 

Aga.  Where  then  was  he,  when  his  city  was  being 
destroyed  ? 

Hec.  His  father,  fearful  of  his  death,  conveyed  him  out 
of  Troy. 

Aga.  Where  did  he  place  him  apart  from  all  the  sons  he 
then  had  ? 

Hec.   Here  in  this  very  land,  where  his  corpse  was  found. 
Aga.  With  Polymestor,  the  king  of  this  country? 

Hec.  Hither  was  he  sent  in  charge  of  gold,  most  bitter 
trust  ! 

Aga.  By  whom  was  he  slain  ?  what  death  o'ertook  him  ? 

'   T\ ;  Nauck  •not, 

'  Hirzel  conjectures  with  much  probability  that  a  line  has  been  lost 
here.  Paley  supphes  the  necessary  conneclio.i  thus,  "  well,  suppose  1 
consent,  say  how  I  am  to  help  thee." 
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Hec.  By  whom  but  by  this  man  ?  His  Thracian  host  slew 
him. 

Ag\.  The  wretch  !  could  he  have  been  so  eager  for  the 
treasure  ? 

Hec.  Even  so  ;  soon  as  ever  he  heard  of  the  Phrygians' 
disaster. 

Aga.  Where  didst  find  him  ?  or  did  some  one  bring  his 
corpse  ? 

Hec.  This  maid,  who  chanced  upon  it  on  the  sea-shore. 

Aga.  Was  she  seeking  it,  or  bent  on  other  tasks  ? 

Hec.  She  had  gone  to  fetch  water  from  the  sea  to  wash 
Polyxena. 

Aga.  It  seems  then  his  host  slew  him  and  cast  his  body 
out  to  sea. 

Hec.  Aye,  for  the  waves  to  toss,  after  mangling  him  thus. 

Aga.  Woe  is  thee  for  thy  measureless  troubles  ! 

Hec.  I  am  ruined  ;  no  evil  now  is  left,  O  Agamemnon. 

Aga.  Look  you !  what  woman  was  ever  born  to  such  mis- 
fortune ? 

Hec.  There  is  none,  unless  thou  wouldst  name  misfor- 
tune herself.  But  hear  my  reason  for  throwing  myself  at 
thy  knees.  If  my  treatment  seems  to  thee  deserved,  I 
will  be  content;  but,  if  otherwise,  help  me  to  punish  this 
most  godless  host,  that  hath  wrought  a  deed  most  damned, 
fearless  alike  of  gods  in  heaven  or  hell  ;  [who,  though  full 
oft  he  had  shared  my  board  and  been  counted  first  of  all  my 
guest-friends  and  after  meeting  with  every  kindness  he  could 
claim  and  receiving  my  consideration,  slew  my  son,  and 
bent  though  he  was  on  murder,'  deigned  not  to  bury  him 
but  cast  his  body  forth  to  sea]."^ 


'  The  meaning  apparently  is  '*  he  grudged  him  burial  which  at  any 
rate  he  might  have  granted,  if  he  wished  to  kill  him."  But  the  passage 
is  probably  spurious,  and  it  is  difficult  to  extract  any  satisfactoiy  sense 
from  it. 

•  Lines  793-797  ^^^  tl^us  inclosed  in  Nauck's  text,  partly  on  his  own 
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I  may  be  a  slave  and  weak  as  well,  but  the  gods  are 
strong,  and  custom    too  which  prevails  o'er   them,  for  by 
custom  it  is  that  we  believe  in  them  and  set  up  bounds  of 
right  and  wrong  for  our  lives.'     Now  if  this  principle,  when 
referred  to  thee,  is  to  be  set  at  naught,  and  they  are  to  escape 
punishment  who  murder    guests   or  dare   to   plunder  the 
temples  of  gods,  then  is  all  fairness  in  things  human  at  an 
end.     Deem  this  then  a  disgrace  and  show  regard  for  me, 
have  pity  on  me,  and,  like  an  artist  standing  back  from 
his  picture,  look  on  me  and  closely  scan  my  piteous  state. 
I  was  once  a  queen,  but  now  I  am  thy  slave  ;    a  happy 
mother  once,  but  now  childless  and  old  alike,  reft  of  city, 
utterly  forlorn,  the  most  wretched  woman  living.     Ah  !  woe 
is  me  !  whither  wouldst  thou  withdraw  thy  steps  from  me  ? 
[As  Agamemnon  /s  turning  away. ^     My  efforts  then  will  be 
in  vain,  ah  me  !  ah  me  !    Why,  oh  !  why  do  we  mortals  toil, 
as  needs  we  must,  and  seek  out  all  other  sciences,  but  per- 
suasion, the   only  real   mistress  of  mankind,   we  take   no 
further  pains  to  master  completely  by  offering  to  pay  for  the 
knowledge,  so   that   any  *  man  might  upon  occasion  con- 
vince his  fellows  as  he  pleased  and  gain  his  point  as  well  ? 
How  shall  anyone  hereafter  hope  for  prosperity?  All  those^ 
my  sons  are  gone  from  me,  and  I,  their  mother,  am  led 
away  into  captivity  to  suffer  shame,  while  yonder  I  see  the 
smoke  leaping  up  o'er  my  city.     Further,— though  perhaps 
tjiis  were  idly  urged,  to  plead  thy  love,  still  will  I  put  the 
case  :— at  thy  side  lies  my  daughter,  Cassandra,  the  maid 


authority,  partly  on  that  of  Matthiae  and   Dindorf.     Paley  only  rejects 
794  and  795,  but  scarcely  defends  the  rest. 

Palcy  explains  this  as  meaning  that  the  ordinary  run  of  men  adopt 
religious  opinions  and  act  on  certain  principles  of  justice  and  injustice, 
more  from  its  bemg  the  established  cu<;tom  than  from  any  real  convic- 
tion.    Nauck  regards  800-801  as  interpolated. 

^  'tv  ^v,  so  Elmsley  for  W  y. 

*  01  ^iv  rwTovroi ;  Weil  oi  fiV  iror'  o»t«c. 
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inspired,  as  the  Phrygians  call  her.  How  then,  O  king, 
wilt  thou  acknowledge  those  nights  of  npture,  or  what 
return  shall  she  my  daughter  or  I  her  mother  have  for  all 
the  love  she  has  lavished  on  her  lord?  [For  from  dark- 
ness and  the  endearments  of  the  night  mortals  reap  by  far 
their  keenest  joys.]  ^  Heaken  then  ;  dost  see  this  corpse? 
By  doing  him  a  service  thou  wilt  do  it  to  a  kinsman  of  thy 
bride's.  One  thing  only  have  I  yet  to  urge.  Oh  !  would  I 
had  a  voice  in  arms,  in  hands,  in  hair  and  feet,  placed  there 
by  the  arts  of  Diedalus  or  some  god,  that  all  together  they 
might  with  tears  embrace  thy  knees,  bringing  a  thousand 
pleas  to  bear  on  thee  !  O  my  lord  and  master,  most  glorioivs 
light  of  Hellas,  listen,  stretch  forth  a  helping  hand  to  this 
aged  woman,  for  all  she  is  a  thing  of  naught ;  still  do  so." 
For  'tis  ever  a  good  man's  duty  to  succour  the  right,  and 
to  punish  evil-doers  wherever  found. 

Cho.  'Tis  strange  how  each  extreme  doth  meet  in  human 
life  !  Cu.stom  determines  even  our  natural  ties,  making 
the  most  bitter  foes  friends,  and  regarding  as  foes  those  who 
formerly  were  friends. 

Aga.  Hecul>a,  I  feel  compassion  for  thee  and  thy  son  and 

thy  ill-fortune,  as  well  as  for  thy  suppliant  gesture,  and  I 

|would  gladly  see  yon  impious  host  pay  thee  this  forfeit  for 

I  he  sake  of  heaven  and  justice,  could  I  but  find  some  way  to 
lelp  thee  without  appearing  to  the  army  to  have  plotted  the 
death  of  the  Thracian  king  for  Cassandra's  sake.  For  on 
J  one  point  I  am  assailed  by  perplexity  ;  the  army  count  this 
man  their  friend,  the  dead  their  foe;  that  he  is  dear  to 
thee  is  a  matter  apart,  wherein  the  army  has  no  share. 
Reflect  on  this ;  for  though  thou  find'st  me  ready  to  share 
thy  toil  and  quick  to  lend  my  aid,  yet  the  risk  of  being  re- 
proached by  the  Achaeans  makes  me  hesitate. 

*  Matthiae,  whom  most  editors  have  followed,  condemns  these  two 
lines  as  spurious. 

*  Line  843  is  perhaps  interpolated. 


Hec.  Ah  !  there  is  not  in  the  world  a  single  man  free ; 
for  he  is  either  a  slave  to  money  or  to  fortune,  or  else  the 
people  in  their  thousands  or  the  fear  of  public  prosecution ' 
prevents  him  from  following  the  dictates  of  his  heart. 

But  since  thou  art  afraid,  deferring  too  much  to  the  rabble, 
I  will  rid  thee  of  that  fear.  Thus  ;  be  privy  to  my  plot  if  I 
devise  mischief  against  this  murderer,  but  refrain  from  any 
share  in  it.  And  if  there  break  out  among  the  Achaeans  any 
uproar  or  attempt  at  rescue,  when  the  Thracian  is  suffering 
his  doom,  check  it,  though  without  seeming  to  do  so  on 
my  account.  For  what  remains,  take  heart ;  I  will  arrange 
everything  well. 

Aga.  How?  what  wilt  thou  do?  wilt  take  a  sword  in  thy 
old  hand  and  slay  the  barbarian,  or  hast  thou  drugs  or 
what  to  help  thee  ?  Who  will  take  thy  part  ?  whence  wilt 
thou  procure  friends  ? 

Hec.  Sheltered  beneath  these  tents  is  a  host  of  Trojan 
women. 

Aga.  Dost  mean  the  captives,  the  booty  of  the  Hellenes  ? 
Hec.  With  their  help  will  I  punish  my  murderous  foe. 
Aga.  How  are  women  to  master  men  ? 
Hec.  Numbers  are  a  fearful  thing,  and  joined  to  craft  a 
desperate  foe. 

Aga.  True  ;  still  I  have  a  mean  opinion  of  the  female 
race. 

Hec.  WhalP^did  not  women  shy  the  sons  of^Egyptus, 
and  utterly  clear  Lemnos  of  men  ?  But  let  it  be  even  thus  • 
put  an  end  to  our  conference,  and  send  this  woman  for  me 
safely  through  the  host.  And  do  thou  {To  a  servant,)  draw 
near  my  Thracian  friend  and'  say,  "  Hecuba,  once  queen 
of  Ilium,  summons  thee,  on  thy  own  business  no  less  than 
hers,  thy  children  too,  for  they  also  must  hear  what  she  has 

•  An  allusion  perhaps  to  the  yqa^t)  napavdfiutt  at  Athens,  i.e.,  prose 
cution  for  proposing  unconstitutional  measures  ;  though  the  expression 
may  merely  mean  the  written  laws,  as  opposed  to  the  aypa^oi  vofioi. 
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to  say."  Defer  awhile,  Agamemnon,  the  burial  of  Polyxena 
lately  slain,  that  brother  and  sister  may  be  laid  on  the  same 
pyre  and  buried  side  by  side,  a  double  cause  of  sorrow  to 
their  mother. 

Aga.  So  shall  it  be ;  yet  had  the  host  been  able  to  sail, 
I  could  not  have  granted  thee  this  boon  ;  but,  as  it  is,  since 
the  god  sends  forth  no  favouring  breeze,  we  needs  must 
abide,  seeing,  as  we  do,  that  sailing  is  at  a  standstill/  Good 
luck  to  thee  !  for  this  is  the  interest  alike  of  individual  and 
state,  that  the  wrong-doer  be  punished  and  the  good  man 
prosper.  [£xi/  Agamemnon. 

Cho.  No  more,  my  native  Ilium,  shall  thou  be  counted 
among  the  towns  ne'er  sacked ;  so  thick  a  cloud  of  Hellene 
troops  is  settling  all  around,  wasting  thee  with  the  spear ; 
shorn  art  thou  of  thy  coronal  of  towers,  and  fouled  most 
piteously  with  filthy  soot ;  no  more,  ah  me  !  shall  I  tread 
thy  streets. 

Twas  in  the  middle  of  the  night  my  ruin  came,  in  the 
hour  when  sleep  steals  sweetly  o'er  the  eyes  after  the  feast  is 
done.  My  husband,  the  music  o'er,  and  the  sacrifice  that 
sets  the  dance  afoot  now  ended,^  was  lying  in  our  bridal- 
chamber,  his  spear  hung  on  a  peg ;  with  never  a  thought 
of  the  sailor-throng  encamped  upon  the  Trojan  shores  ;  and 
I  was  braiding  up  my  tresses  'neath  a  tight-drawn  snood 
before  my  golden  mirror's  countless  rays,  that  I  might  lay  me 
down  to  rest ;  when  lo  !  through  the  city  rose  a  din,  and  a 
cry  went  ringing  down  the  streets  of  Troy,  "  Ye  sons  of 
Hellas,  when,  oh  !  when  will  ye  sack  the  citadel  of  Ilium,  and 
seek  your  homes  ?  "  Up  sprang  I  from  my  bed,  with  only 
a  mantle  about  me,  like  a  Dorian  maid,  and  sought  in  vain, 
ah  me  !  to  station  myself  at  the  holy  hearth  of  Artemis;  for, 

*  ttXovv  opun'TaQ  i](Tvxov  ;  but  Elmsley  conjectures  optSiTa /i',  1.^.  *•  I 
must  stay  here,  idly  waiting  for  a  chance  of  sailing."    Hartung  tim>xovi'' 

■'  ftoXirav  f'  diro  kuI  )^o^o7ro(u/r  tVeriai'  (Paley).  Nauck  x'^otmov 
Qvaiavy  an  easier  but  doubtful  reading. 
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after  seeing  my  husband  slain,  I  was  hurried  away  o'er  the 
broad  sea  ;  with  many  a  backward  look  at  my  city,  when  the 
ship  began  her  homeward  voyage  and  parted  me  from  Ilium's 
strand ;  till  alas  !  for  very  grief  I  fainted,  cursing  Helen 
the  sister  of  the  Dioscuri,  and  Paris  the  baleful  shepherd  of 
Ida ;  for  'twas  their  marriage,  which  was  no  marriage  but  a 
curse  by  some  demon  sent,  that  robbed  me  of  my  country 
and  drove  me  from  my  home.  Oh  !  may  the  sea's  salt  flood 
ne'er  carry  her  home  again  ;  and  may  she  never  set  foot  in 
her  father's  halls  ! 

Pol.  My  dear  friend  Priam,  and  thou  no  less,^  Hecuba, 
I  weep  to  see  thee  and  thy  city  thus,  and  thy  daughter  lately 
slain.  Alas  !  there  is  naught  to  be  relied  on  ;  fair  fame  is 
insecure,  nor  is  there  any  guarantee  that  weal  will  not  be 
turned  to  woe.  For  the  gods  confound  our  fortunes,  tossing 
them  to  and  fro,  and  introduce  confusion,  that  our  per- 
plexity may  make  us  worship  them.  But  what  boots  it  to 
bemoan  these  things,  when  it  brings  one  no  nearer  to 
heading  the  trouble  ?  If  thou  art  blaming  me  at  all  for  my 
absence,  stay  a  moment ;  I  was  away  in  the  very  heart  of 
Thrace  when  thou  wast  brought  hither ;  but  on  my  return, 
just  as  I  was  starting  from  my  home  for  the  same  purpose, 
thy  maid  fell  in  with  me,  and  gave  me  thy  message,  which 
brought  me  here  at  once. 

Hec  Polymestor,  I  am  holden  in  such  wretched  plight 
that  I  blush  to  meet  thine  eye ;  for  my  present  evil  case 
makes  me  ashamed  to  face  thee  who  didst  see  me  in  happier 
days,  and  I  cannot  ^  look  on  thee  with  unfaltering  gaze.  Do 
not  then  think  it  ill-will  on  my  part,  Polymestor ;  there  is 
another  cause  as  well,  I  mean  the  custom  which  forbids 
women  to  meet  men's  gaze. 

Pol.  No  wonder,  surely.  But  what  need  hast  thou  of  me? 
Why  didst  send  for  me  to  come  hither  from  my  house  ? 

'   Line  953  is  probably  spurious. 

'  Nauck  regards  as  spurious  the  words  rvyx^^^^^'  •  •  •  ^vraifttiv. 
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Hec.  I  wish  to  tell  thee  and  thy  children  a  private  matter 
of  my  own  ;  prithee,  bid  thy  attendants  withdraw  from  the 
tent. 

Pol.  (  To  his  Attendants. )  Retire  ;  this  desert  si>ot  in  safe 
enough.  (  To  Hecub.\.)  Thou  art  my  friend,  and  this 
Achaean  host  is  well-disposed  to  me.  But  thou  must  tell 
me  how  prosperity  is  to  succour  its  unlucky  friends  ;  for 
ready  am  I  to  do  so. 

Hec.  First  tell  me  of  the  child  Polydore,  whom  thou  art 
keeping  in  thy  halls,  received  from  me  and  his  father  ;  is  he 
yet  alive  ?     The  rest  will  I  ask  thee  after  that. 

Pol.  Yes,  thou  still  hast  a  share  in  fortune  there. 

Hec.  Well  said,  dear  friend  !  how  worthy  of  ihee  ! 

Pol.  What  next  wouldst  learn  of  me  ? 

Hec.  Hath  he  any  recollection  of  me  his  mother? 

Pou  Aye,  he  was  longing  to  steal  away  hither  to  thee. 

Hec.  Is  the  gold  safe,  which  he  brought  with  him  from 
'I>oy  ? 

Pol.  Safe  under  lock  and  key  in  my  halls. 

Hec.  There  keep  it,  but  covet  not  thy  neighbour's 
goods. 

Pol.  Not  I  ;  God  grant  me  luck  of  what  I  have,  lady  ! 

Hfc  Dost  know  what  I  wish  to  say  to  thee  and  thy 
children  ? 

Poi^   Not  yet  ;  thy  words  maybe  will  declare  it. 

Hec.   May  it  grow  as  dear  to  thee  as  thou  now  art  to  me  I ' 

Pol.  What  is  it  that  I  and  my  children  are  to  learn  ? 

Hec.  There  be  ancient  vaults  filled  full  of  gold  by  Priam's 
line. 

Pol.   Is  it  this  thou  wouldst  tell  thy  son  ? 

Hec.   Yes,  by  thy  lips,  for  thou  art  a  righteous  man. 

Pol.  What  need  then  of  these  children's  presence? 

'  lar\n  ^tXii^eic,  making  yjpx^aoq  the  subject,  the  words  being  strongly 
ironical  Hermann,  Dindorf  and  Nauck  re.id  lar  li  ^\r\%i\t^^  r.r.X., 
and  regard  the  sentence  as  completed  in  1002,  a-i  if  «i'<ti  had  precetled. 
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Hec.  'Tis  better  they  should  know  it,  in  case  of  thy 
death. 

Pol.  True ;  *tis  also  the  wiser  way. 

Hec.  Well,  dost  thou  know  where  stands  the  shrine  of 
Trojan  Athena? 

Pol.  Is  the  gold  there?  what  is  there  to  mark  it  ? 

Hec.  a  black  rock  rising  above  the  ground. 

Pol.  Is  there  aught  else  thou  wouldst  tell  me  about  the 
place  ? 

Hec.  I  wish  to  keep  safe  the  treasure  I  brought  from 
1  roy. 

Pol.  Where  can  it  be  ?  inside  thy  dress,  or  hast  thou  it 
hidden? 

Hec.  Tis  safe  amid  a  heap  of  spoils  within  these  tents. 

Pol.  Where?  This  is  the  station  built  by  the  Acha^ans  to 
surround  their  fleet. 

Hec.  The  captive  women  have  huts  of  their  own. 

Pol.  Is  it  safe  to  enter?  are  there  no  men  about  ? 

Hec.  There  are  no  .\chaeans  within  ;  we  are  alone.  Enter 
then  the  tent,  for  the  Argives  are  eager  to  set  sail  from 
Troy  for  home ;  and.  when  thou  hast  accomplished  all  that 
is  appointed  thee,  thou  shalt  return  with  thy  children  to 
that  bourn  where  thou  hast  lodged  my  son. 

yExit  Hecuba  ivith  Polymlstor  and  his  children. 

Cho.  Not  yet  hast  thou  paid  the  penalty,  but  maybe  thou 
yet  wilt ;  like  one  who  slips  and  falls  into  the  surge  with  no 
haven  near,  so  shalt  thou  lose  '  thy  own  life  for  the  life  thou 
hast  taken.  For  where  liability  to  justice  coincides  with 
heaven's  law,  there  is  ruin  fraught  with  death  and  doom. 
Thy  hopes  of  this  journey  shall  cheat  thee,  for  it  hath  led 
thee,  unhappy  wretch  !  to  the  halls  of  death ;  and  to  no 
warrior's  hand  shalt  thou  resign  thy  life. 

Pol.  {withiji  the  tent.)  O  horror !  I  am  blinded  of  the 
light  of  my  eyes,  ah  me  ! 

*  Reading  iKirt^aki  with  Dindorf  and  Nauck. 
H.  M 
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Cho.  Heard  ye,  friends,  that  Thracian's  cry  of  woe  ? 

Pol.  {7viihin.)  O  horror  I  horror  !  my  children  !  O  the 
cruel  blow. 

Cho.  Friends,  there  is  strange  mischief  afoot  in  yon  tent. 

Pol.  (wit/iin.)  Nay,  ye  shall  never  escape  for  all  your 
hurried  flight ;  for  with  my  fist  will  I  burst  open  the  inmost 
recesses  of  this  building. 

Cho.  Hark  !  how  he  launches  ponderous  blows  ! '  Shall 
we  force  an  entry  ?  The  crisis  calls  on  us  to  aid  Hecuba 
and  the  Trojan  women. 

Hec.  Strike  on,  spare  not,  burat  the  doors  !  thou  shalt 
ne'er  replace  bright  vision  in  thy  eyes  nor  ever  see  thy 
children,  whom  I  have  slain,  alive  again. 

Cho.  What !  hast  thou  foiled  the  Thracian,  and  is  the 
stranger  in  thy  power,  mistress  mine  ?  is  all  thy  threat  now 
brought  to  pass  ? 

Hec.  a  moment,  and  thou  shalt  see  him  before  the  tent, 
his  eyes  put  out,  with  random  step  advancing  as  a  blind 
man  must ;  yea,  and  the  bodies  of  his  two  children  whom  I 
with  my  brave  daughters  of  Troy  did  slay ;  he  hath  paid 
me  his  forfeit ;  look  where  he  cometh  from  the  tent.  I 
\  will  withdraw  out  of  his  path  and  stand  aloof  from  the  hot 
\  fury  ^  of  this  Thracian,  my  deadly  foe. 

Pol.  Woe  is  me !  whither  can  I  go,  where  halt,  or 
whither  turn  ?  shall  I  crawl  upon  my  hands  like  a  wild  four- 
footed  beast  on  their  track  ?  Which  path  shall  I  take 
first,  this  or  that,  eager  as  I  am  to  clutch  those  Trojan 
murderesses  that  have  destroyed  me  }  Out  upon  ye,  cursed 
daughters  of  Phrygia  !  to  what  corner  have  ye  fled  cower- 
ing before  me?  O  sun-god,  would  thou  couldst  heal  my 
bleeding  orbs,  ridding  me  of  my  blindness  ! 

Ha  !  hush  !  I  catch  their  stealthy  footsteps  here.  W'here 
can  I  dart  on  them  and  gorge  me  on  their  flesh  and  bones, 

*  Hermann  would  assign  this  verse  to  PoI}'mestor, 

*  6V/iip  C  o»T»,  Torson. 
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making  for  myself  a  wild  beasts'  meal,  exacting  vengeance 
in  requital  of  their  outrage  on  me  ?  Ah,  woe  is  me  ! 
whither  am  I  rushing,  leaving  my  babes  unguarded  for  hell- 
hounds to  mangle,  to  be  murdered  and  ruthlessly  cast  forth 
upon  the  hills,  a  feast  of  blood  for  dogs  ?  ^  Where  shall  I 
stay  or  turn  my  steps?  where  rest?  like  a  ship  that  lies 
anchored  at  sea,  so  gathering  close  *  my  linen  robe  I  rush 
to  that  chamber  of  death,  to  guard  my  babes. 

Cho.  Woe  is  thee !  what  grievous  outrage  hath  been 
wreaked  on  thee  !  a  fearful  penalty  for  thy  foul  deed  [hath 
the  deity  imposed,  whoe'er  he  is  whose  hand  is  heavy  upon 
thee].' 

Pol.  Woe  is  me  !  Ho !  my  Thracian  spearmen,  clad  in 
mail,  a  race  of  knights  whom  Ares  doth  inspire!  Ho! 
AchcCans  !  sons  of  Atreus  ho!  to  you  I  loudly  call;  come 
hither,  in  God's  name  come  !  Doth  any  hearken,  or  will  no 
man  help  me  ?  Why  do  ye  delay  ?  Women,  captive  women 
have  destroyed  me.  A  fearful  fate  is  mine ;  ah  me  !  my 
hideous  outrage  !  Whither  can  I  turn  or  go?  Shall  I  take 
wings  and  soar  aloft  to  the  mansions  of  the  sky,  where  Orion 
and  Sirius  dart  from  their  eyes  a  flash  as  of  fire,  or  shall  I, 
in  my  misery,  plunge  to  Hades'  murky  flood  ?  /^ 

Cho.  'Tis  a  venial  sin,  when  a  man,  suflering  from  evils  ^/ 
too  heavy  to  bear,  rids  himself  of  a  wretched  existence. 

Aga.  Hearing  a  cry  I  am  come  hither;  for  Echo,  child  oi^  4 
the  mountain-rock,  hath  sent  her  voice  loud-ringing  through 
the  host,  causing  a  tumult.     Had  I  not  known  that  Troy's 
towers  were  levelled  by  the  might  of  Hellas,  this  uproar  had 
caused  no  slight  panic. 

Pol.  Best  of  friends  for  by  thy  voice  I  know  thee,  Aga- 
memnon, dost  see  my  piteous  state  ? 

*  o^cucTav  Kvffi  r€  <poiviav  Sdir*  dvri^pnv  r  ovpdap  t«/3o\av  ;  so  Paley, 
but  there  is  no  certainty  about  the  reading. 

*  i.e.  as  the  ship  furls  its  canvas  when  coming  to  anchor. 
■  Omitted  by  liermann  as  a  repetition  from  1.  722. 
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Ac.A.  What  !  hapless  Polymestor,  who  hath  stricken  thee  ? 
who  hath  reft  thine  eyes  of  sight,  staining  the  pupils  with 
blood  ?  who  hath  slain  these  children  ?  whoe'er  he  was, 
fierce  must  have  been  his  wrath  against  thee  and  thy 
children. 

Pol.  Hecuba,  helped  by  the  captive  women,  hath  de- 
stroyed me  ;  no  !  not  destroyed,  far  worse  than  that. 

Aga.  [Addrt'ssi/fg  Hecuba.]  What  hast  thou  to  say? 
Was  it  thou  that  didst  this  deed,  as  heavers?  thou,  Hecuba, 
that  hast  ventured  on  this  inconceivable  daring  ? 

Pol.  Ha  !  what  is  that  ?  is  she  somewhere  near  ?  show 
me,  tell  me  where,  that  I  may  grip  her  in  my  hands  and 
rend  her  limb  from  limb,  bespattering  her  with  gore. 

Aga.   Ho  !  madman,  what  wouldst  thou  ? 

Pol.  By  heaven  I  entreat  thee,  let  me  vent  on  her  the 
fury  of  my  arm. 

Aga.  Hold  !  banish  that  savage  spirit  from  thy  heart  and 
plead  thy  cause,  that  after  hearing  thee  and  her  in  turn  I 
may  fairly  decide  what  reason  there  is  for  thy  present 
sufferings. 

Pol.  I  will  tell  my  tale.  There  was  a  son  of  Priam, 
Polydore,  the  youngest,  a  child  by  Hecuba,  whom  his  father 
Priam  sent  to  me  from  Troy  to  bring  up  in  my  halls,  sus- 
pecting  no  doubt  the  fall  of  Troy.  Him  I  slew ;  but  hear 
my  reason  for  so  doing,  to  show  how  cleverly  and  wisely  I 
had  thought  it  out.'  My  fear  was  that  if  that  child  were 
left  to  be  thy  enemy,  he  would  re-people  Troy  and  settle  it 
afresh  ;  and  the  Achaeans,  knowing  that  a  son  of  Priam  sur- 
vived, might  bring  another  expedition  against  the  Phrygian 
land  and  harry  and  lay  waste  these  plains  of  Thrace  here- 
after, for  the  neighbours  of  Troy  to  experience  the  very 
troubles  we  were  lately  suffering,  O  king.  Now  Hecuba, 
having  discovered  the  death  of  her  son,  brought  me  hither 

'  Nauck  rejects  line  1 137  and  places  an  intcrrui;ation  after  11^6 
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on  the  following  pretext,  saying  she  would  tell  me  of  hidden 
treasure  stored  up  in  Ilium  by  the  race  of  Pnam  ;  and  she 
led  me  apart  with  my  children  into  the  tent,  that  none  but  I 
might  hear  her  news.     So  I  sat  me  down  on  a  couch  m 
iheir  midst  to  rest ;    for  there  were  many  of  the  Trojan 
maidens  seated  there,'  some  on  my  right  hand,  some  on  my 
left  as  it  had  been  beside  a  friend  ;  and  they  were  praismg 
the'  weaving  of  our  Thracian  handiwork,  looking  at  this 
robe  as  they  held  it  up  to  the  light ;  meantime  others  ex- 
amined my  Thracian  spear  and  so  stripi^ed  me  of  the  protec- 
tion of  both.     And  those  that  were  young  mothers  were 
dandling  my  children  in  their  arms,  with  loud  admiration, 
as  they  passed  them  on  from  hand  to  hand  to  remove  them 
far  from  their  father ;  and  then  after  their  smooth  speeches, 
(wouldst  thou  believe  it?)  in  an  instant  snatching  daggers 
from  some  secret  place  in  their  dress  they  stab  my  children  ; 
whilst  others,  like  foes,  seized  me  hand  and  foot ;  and  if  1 
tried  to  nnise  my  head,  anxious  to  help  my  babes,  they  wou  d 
clutch  me  by  the  hair ;  while  if  I  stirred  my  hands,  I  could 
do  nothing,  poor  wretch  !    for  the  numbers  of  the  women 
At  last  they  wrought  a  fearful  deed,  worse  than  what  had 
gone  before ;  for  they  took  their  brooches  and  stabbed  the 
pupils  of  my  hapless  eyes,  making  them  gush  with  blood  and 
'hen  fled  through  the  chambers ;  up  I  sprang  like  a  wild  beast 
in  pursuit  of  the  shameless  murderesses,  searching  along  each 
wall  with  hunter's  care,  dealing  buffets,  spreading  ruin     FhK 
then  is  what  I  have  suffered  because  of  my  zeal  for  thee,  U 
Agamemnon,  for  slaying  an  enemy  of  thine.     But  to  spare 
thee  a  lengthy  speech ;  if  any  of  the  men  of  former  times  have 
spoken  ill  of  women,  if  any  doth  so  now,  or  shall  do  so  here- 
after, all  this  in  one  short  sentence  will  I  say  ;  for  neither^/v  ^ 
lan.l  or  sea  produces  a  race  so  pestilent,  as  whosoever  hath  ■  ^  ^ 
had  to  do  with  them  knows  full  well. 
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Cho.  Curb  thy  bold  tongue,  and  do  not,  because  of  thy 
own  woes,  thus  embrace  the  whole  race  of  women  in  one 
reproach ,  [for  though  some  of  us,  and  those  a  numerous 

.^.     class,  deserve  to  be  disliked,  there  are  others  amongst  us 

yj    who  rank  naturally  amongst  the  good].' 

.k"^*"'  w  T'  °"°^'  ^'^'''^  '°  ^^^^  outweighed  deeds  in 
th,s  world  Agamemnon.  No  !  if  a  man's  deeds  had  be.n 
good,  so  should  his  words  have  been;  if,  on  the  other  hand, 

r.t./  7      1  '''°"''^   •'''''"  ^''"y^^  '"'"  unsoundness 
instead  of  us  bomg  possible  at  times  to  give  a  fair  com- 

plex,on  to  mjusfce       There  are,  ',is  true,  clever  persons, 

who  have  made  a  soenceof  this,  but  their  cleverness  canno 

last  for  ever ;  a  miserable  end  awaits  them  ;  none  ever  yet 

escaped.    This  is  a  warning  I  give  thee  at  the  outset.    Now 

W.11  I  turn  to  this  fellow,  and  will  give  thee  ,hy  answer,  thou 

who  sayest   it  was  ,0  save  Ach*a  double  toil  and  for  Agumem- 

non  s  sake  that  thou  didst  slay  my  son.    Nay,  villain   in  the 

firs   place  how  could  the  barbarian  race  ever  be  friends  with 

Hellas  ?  Impossible,  ever.     Again,  what  interest  hadst  thou 

o  further  by  thy  zeal  ?  was  it  to  form  some  marriage,  or  on 

the  score  of  km,  or,  prithee,  why  ?  or  was  it  likely  that  they 

would  sail  hither  again  and  .lestroy  thy  country's  crops  ? 

Whom  dost  thou  expect  to  persuade  into  believing  that> 

Uouldst  thou  but  speak  the  truth,  it  was  .he  gold  that  slew 

n.y  son,  and  thy  greedy  spirit.     Now  tell  me  this;  why, 

when  Troy  was  victorious,  when  her  ramparts   still   stood 

round  her,   when   Priam  was  alive,  and    Hector's  warring 

prospered,  why  didst  thou  not,  if  thou  wert  really  minded  to 

h  m  ,n  thy  palace  'nea.h  thy  care,  or  bring  him  with  thee 
ahve  ,0  the  Arg.ves  ?   Instead  of  this,  when  our  sun  waise! 

<>i  9'/'..  Mbb.,  oi"  <f>i,<f  ^  Nauck. 
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and  the  smolce  of  our  city  showed  it  was  in  the  enemy's  power, 
thou  didst  murder  the  guest  who  had  come  to  thy  hearth. 
Furthermore,  to  prove  thy  villainy,  hear  this  ;  if  thou  wert 
really  a  friend  to  those  Achseans,  thou  shouldst  have  brought 
the  gold,  which  thou  sayst  thou  art  keeping  not  for  thyself 
but  for  Agamemnon,  and  given  it  to  them,  for  they  were  m 
need  and  had  endured  a  long  exile  from  their  native  land. 
Whereas  not  even  now  canst  thou  bring  thyself  to  part  with 
it,  but  persistest  in  keeping  it  in  thy  palace.     Again,  hadst 
thou  kept  my  son  safe  and  sound,  as  thy  duty  was,  a  fair 
renown  would  have  been  thy  reward,  for  it  is  in  trouble's 
hour  that  the  good  most  clearly  show  their  friendship;  though 
prosperity  of  itself  in  every  case  finds  friends.     Wert  thou 
in  need  of  money  and  he  prosperous,   that  son  of  mine 
would  have  been  as  a  mighty  treasure  for  thee  to  draw  upon  ; 
but  now  thou  hast  him  no  longer  to  l)e  thy  friend,  and  the 
benefit  of  the  gold  is  gone  from  thee,  thy  children  too  are 
dead,  and  thyself  art  in  this  sorry  plight. 

To  thee,  Agamemnon,  I  say,  if  thou  help  this  man,  thou 
wilt  show  thy  worthlessness  ;  for  thou  wilt  be  serving  one 
devoid  of  honour  or  piety,  a  stranger  to  the  claims  of  good 
faith,  a  wicked  host ;  while  I  shall  say  thou  delightest  m 
evil-doers,  being  such  an  one  thyself;  but  I  am  not  abusmg 

my  masters. 

Cho.  Look  you  !  how  a  good  cause  ever  affords  men  an 

opening  for  a  good  speech. 

Aga.  To  be  judge  in  a  stranger's  troubles  goes  much  agamst 
my  grain,  but  still  I  must ;  yea,  for  to  take  this  matter  m 
hand  and  then  put  it  from  me  is  a  shameful  course.  My 
opinion,  that  thou  mayst  know  it,  is  that  it  was  not  for  the 
sake  of  the  Achaeans  or  me  that  thou  didst  slay  thy  guest, 
but  to  keep  that  gold  in  thy  own  house.  In  thy  trouble 
thou  makest  a  case  in  thy  own  interests.  Maybe  amongst 
you  His  a  light  thing  to  murder  guests,  but  with  us  in  Hellas 
'tis  a  disgrace.     How  can  I  escape  reproach  if  I  judge  thee 
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not  gmlty  ?  I  cannot  do  it.    Nay.  since  thou  didst  dare  thy 
horrid  crime,  endure  as  well  its  painful  consequence 

Pol.  Woe  is  me  !  worsted  by  a  woman  and  a  slave,  I  am 
It  seems,  to  suffer  by  unworthy  hands.  ' 

Hec.  Is  it  not  just  for  thy  atrocious  crime? 

Pou  Ah,  my  children  !  ah,  my  blinded  eyes !  woe  is  me  • 

MEC.  Dost   thou  grieve?   what  of  me?   thinkst  thou   I 
grieve  not  for  my  son  ? 

Po...  Thou  wicked  wrelch :  thy  delij;ht  is  in  mocking  mc. 
Hkc.  I  am  avenged  on  thee  ;  have  I  not  cause  for  joy? 
Pol.  1  he  joy  will  soon  cease,  in  the  day  when  ocean's 
noocl — 

Hkc.  Shall  convey  me  to  the  shores  of  Hellas  ? 
Pol.  Nay,  but  close  o'er  thee  when  thou  fallest  from  the 
masthead. 

Hec.  Who  will  force  me  to  take  the  leap  ? 
Pol.  Of  thy  own  accord  wilt  thou  climb  the  ship's  mast 
Hec.  With  wmgs  upon  my  back,  or  by  what  means? 
Pol.    I  hou  wilt  become  a  dog  with  bloodshot  eyes. 
Hec.  How  knowest  thou  of  my  transformation  ? 
Pol.  Dionysus,  our  Thracian  prophet,  told  me  so. 

troSe?"^""^    "^^"^    ^'   '^^^   '''"^    """'^^"^    ""^  ^^^   P'"'^"^ 

Pol.  No  ;   else  hadst  thou    never   caught    me   thus   by 
guile.  ^ 

Hec.  Shall  I  die  or  live,  and  so  complete  my  life  on  earth? 
Pol.  Die  shalt  thou ;  and  to  thy  tomb  shall  be  given  a 
name —  ^ 

Hec.  Recalling  my  form,  or  what  wilt  thou  tell  me  ? 
Pol.   ^-The  hapless  hound's  grave,"  '  a  mark  for  mariners. 
Hec.    Tis  naught   to  me,  now  ihat   thou  hast  paid  me 
forfeit.  ^ 

Pol    Further,  thy  daughter  Cassnndra  must  die. 
'  t^.  Cynossem.n,  a  promontory  .n  the  Thracian  Chersonese. 
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Hec.  I  scorn  the  prophecy  !  I  give  it  to  thee  to  keep  for 
thyself. 

Pol.  Her  shall  the  wife  of  Agamemnon,  grim  keeper  of 
his  palace,  slay. 

Hec.  Never  may  the  daughter  of  Tyndareus  do  such  a 
frantic  deed ! 

Pou  And  she  shall  slay  this  king  as  well,'  lifting  high  the 
axe. 

Aga.  Ha!  sirrah,  art  thou  mad?  art  so  eager  to  find 
sorrow  ? 

Pol.  Kill  me,  for  in  Argos  there  awaits  thee  a  murderous 
bath. 

Aga.  Ho  I  servants,  hale  him  from  my  sight  ! 

Pol.  Ha  !  my  words  gall  thee  * 

Aga.  Stop  his  mouih  ! 

Pol.  Close  it  now ;  for  1  have  spoken. 

Aga.  Haste  and  cast  him  upon  some  desert  island,  since 
his  mouth  is  full  of  such  exceeding  presumption.  Go  thou, 
unhappy  Hecuba,  and  bury  thy  two  corpses ;  and  you, 
Trojan  women,  to  your  masters'  tents  repair,  for  lo  !  I  per- 
ceive a  breeze  just  rising  to  waft  us  home,  (iod  grant  we 
reach  our  country  and  find  all  well  at  home,  released  from 
troubles  here  ! 

Cho.  Away  to  the  harbour  and  ihe  tents,  my  friends,  to 
prove  the  toils  of  slavery  !  for  such  is  fate's  relentless  best. 

'  caiTor  yt  ruvroi'. 
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Chorus  of  Old  Men  of  Thf.bes. 


Scene.— At  the  entrance  of  Heracles' house   in  Thebes,  l)efore    the 

altar  of  Zeus. 


HERACLES  MAD. 

AMP    What  mortal  hath  not  heard  of  him  who  shared  a 
,vife'  with   Zeus,    Amphitryon  of  Argos,  -horn  on  a   day 
Alcxus   son  of  Perseus,  begat,  Amphitryon  the  father  of 
He;ac  es?   He  it  was  dwelt  here  in  Thebes,  where  from  the 
"  "ng  Jf  the  dragon's  teeth  grew  up  a  crop  of  earth-born 
Snts    for  of  these  Ares  saved  a  scanty  band,  and  the.r 
Sn?children  people  the  city  of  Cadmus.   Hence  sprun 
Creon    son  of  Menceceus,  king  of  th.s  land ;  and  Creon 
Same  the  father   of  this   lady  Megara,  ^^om  -ce  a 
Cadmus'  race  escorted  with  the  glad  mus.c  of  lutes  at  he 
wedding,  in  the  day  that  Heracles,  illustrious  chief,  led  her 
To  my  halls.     Now  he,  my  son,  left  Thebes  where  I  wa 
TettTed,  left  his  wife  Megara  and  her  kin,  eager  to  make  h^s 
home  in  Argolis,  in  that  walled  '"^ '.  ^'^'f  ^^,2^^^:; 
huilt  whence  I  am  exiled  for  the  slaying  of  Electryon  ,  so 
he  wilhing  o  lighten^  my  affliction  and  to  find  a  home  in 
S  on  land,  ^d  offer  Eurystheus  a  mighty  l-ce  for  my 
^call,  even  to  free  the  world  of  savage  --^^-^^^^ 
was  that  Hera  goaded  him  to  submU  to  this  or  that Jat*.^- 
leagued  against  him.     Divers  are  the  toils  he  hath  accon 
pushed,  and  last  of  all  hath  he  passed  through  the  mout^ 
'o  T^narus  into  the  halls  of  Hades  to  drag  to  the  hght  hat 
hound  with  bodies  three,  and  thence  is  he  "^^'^y;™' 
Now  there  is  an  ancient  legend  amongst  the  race  of  Cadmus, 

»  i.e.  Mycenx. 

«  Reading  iUvfio^l^^^'  ^^  N^uck  proposed. 
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that  one  Lycus  in  days  gone  by  was  husband  to  Dirce,  being 
king  of  this  city  with  its  seven  towers,  before  that  Amphion 
and  Zethus,  sons  of  Zeus,  lords  of  the  milk-white  steeds 
became  rulers  in  the  land.     His  son,  called  by  the  same 
name  as  his  father,  albeit  no  Theban  but  a  stranger  from 
Euboea,  slew  Creon,  and  after  that  seized  the  government 
having  fallen  on  this  city  when  weakened  by  dissension.    So 
this  connection  with  Creon  is  likely  to  prove  to  us  a  serious 
evil ;  for  now  that  my  son  is  in  the  bowels  of  the  earth,  this 
illustrious  monarch  Lycus  is  bent  on  extirpating  the  children 
of  Heracles,  to  quench  one  bloody  feud  with  another  like- 
wise his  wife  and   me,  if  useless  age  like  mine  is  to*  rank 
amongst  men,  that  the  boys  may  never  grow  up  to  exact  a 
blood-penalty  of  their  uncle's  family.     So  I,  left  here  by 
my  son,  whilst  he  is  gone  into  the  pitchy  darkness  of  the 
earth,  to  tend  and  guard  his  children  in  his  house,  am  takin- 
my  place  with  their  mother,  that  the  race  of  Heracles  may 
not  perish,'  here  at  the  altar  of  Zeus  the  Saviour,  which  my 
own  gallant  child   set  up    to    commemorate   his  glorious 
victory  over  the  Minyne.     And  here  we  are  careful  to  keep 
our  station,  though  in  need  of  everything,  of  food,  of  drink  and 
raiment,  huddled  together  on  the  hard  bare  ground  •  fo'r  we 
are  barred  out  from  our  house  and  sit  here  for  want  of  any 
other  safety.    As  for  friends,  some  I  see  are  insincere;  while 
others,  who  are  staunch,  have  no  power  to  help  us  further 
This  IS  what  misfortune  means  to  man ;    God  grant  it  may 
never  fall  to  the  lot  of  any  who  bears  the  least  goodwill  to 
me,  to  apply  this  never-failing  test  of  friendship  ! 

Meg.  Old  warrior,  who  erst  did  raze  the  citadel  of  the 
Taphians  leading  on  the  troops  of  Thebes  to  glory  how 
uncertain  are  (iod's  dealings  with  man  !     I  for  instance  as 
far  as  concerned  my  sire^  was  never  an  outcast  of  fortune 
for  he  was  once  accounted  a  man  of  might  by  reason  of  his 

*  Line  47  is  regarded  as  spurious  by  Nauck. 

*  Creon. 


wealth,  possessed  as  he  was  of  royal  power,  for  which  long 
spears  are  launched  at  the  lives  of  the  fortunate  through  love 
of  it ;  children  too  he  had ;  and  me  did  he  betroth  to  thy  son, 
matching  me  in  glorious  marriage  with  Heracles.  Whereas 
now  all  that  is  dead  and  gone  from  us ;  and  I  and  thou,  old 
friend,  art  doomed  to  die,  and  these  children  of  Heracles, 
whom  I  am  guarding  'neath  my  wing  as  a  bird  keepeth  her 
tender  chicks  under  her.  And  they  the  while  in  turn  keep 
asking  me,  **  Mother,  whither  is  our  father  gone  from  the 
land  ?  what  is  he  about  ?  when  will  he  return  ?  "  Thus  they 
incjuire  for  their  father,  in  childish  perplexity ;  while  I  put 
them  off  with  excuses,  inventing  stories ;  but  still  I  wonder 
if  'lis  he  whenever  a  door  creaks  on  its  hinges,  and  up  they 
all  start,  thinking  to  embrace  their  father's  knees.  What 
hope  or  way  of  salvation  art  thou  now  devising,  old  friend  ? 
for  to  thee  I  look.  We  can  never  steal  beyond  the  boun- 
daries of  the  land  unseen,  for  there  is  too  strict  a  watch  set 
on  us  at  every  outlet,  nor  have  we  any  longer  hopes  of  safety 
in  our  friends.  Whatever  thy  scheme  is,  declare  it,  lest  our 
death  be  made  ready,  while  we  are  only  prolonging  the 
time,  powerless  to  escape. 

Amp.  'Tis  by  no  means  easy,  my  daughter,  to  give  one's 
earnest  advice  on  such  matters  offhand,  without  weary 
thought. 

Meg.  Dost  need  a  further  taste  of  grief,  or  cling  so  fast 
to  life  ? 

Amp.  Yes,  I  love  this  life,  and  cling  to  its  hopes. 
Meg.  So  do  I ;  but  it  boots  not  to  expect  the  unexpected, 
old  friend. 

Amp.  In  these  delays  is  left  the  only  cure  for  our  evils. 

Meg.  'Tis  the  pain  of  that  interval  I  feel  so. 

Amp.  Daughter,  there  may  yet  be  a  happy  escape  from 
present  troubles  for  me  and  thee;  my  son,  thy  husband, 
may  yet  arrive.  So  calm  thyself,  and  wipe  those  tears  from 
thy  children's  eyes,  and  sooth  them  with  soft  words,  invent- 
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ing  a  tale  to  delude  them,  piteous  though  such  fraud  be. 
Yea  for  men's  misfortunes- ofttimes  flag,  and  the  stormy 
wind  doth  not  always  blow  so  strong,  nor  are  the  prosperous 
ever  so  ^ ;  for  all  thing^  change,  making  way  for  each  other. 
The  bravest  man  is  he  who  relieth  ever  on  his  hopes,  but 
despair  is  the  mark  of  a  coward. 

Cho    To  the  sheltering^  roof,  to  the  old  man's  couch, 
leanina  on  my  staff  have  I  set  forih.  chanting  a  plamtive 
dirge  like  some  bird  grown  grey,  I  that  am  but  a  voice  and 
nothing  more,  a  fancy  bred  of  the  visions  of  sleep  by  night 
palsied  with  age,  yet  meaning  kindly.   All  hail!  ye  orphaned 
babes  '    all  hail,  old  friend  :   thou    too,   unhappy  mother, 
wailin-  for  thy  husband  in  the  halls  of  Hades!    Famt^  not 
too  soon  upon  your  way,  nor  let  your  limbs  grow  weary,  even 
as  a  colt  beneath  the  yoke  grows  weary  as  he  mounts  some 
stony  hill,  dragging  the  weight  of  a  wheeled  car.'    Take  hold 
of  hand  or  robe,  whoso  feels  his  footsteps  falter.    Old  fnend, 
escort  another  like  thyself,  who  erst  amid  his  toiling  peers 
in  the  days  of  our  youth  would  take  his  place  beside  thee, 
no  blot  upon  his  country's  glorious  record. 

See  how  like  their  father's  sternly  flash  these  children  s 
eyes  ''    Misfortune,  Ood  wot,  hath  not  failed  his  children, 
nor  yet  hath  his  comeliness  been  denied  them.     O  Hellas  ! 
if  thou  lose  these,  of  what  allies  wilt  thou  rob  thyself ! 
But  hist !    I  see  Lycus,  the  ruler  of  this  land,  draw  in 

near  the  house.  ,  .    ^   ,         r  u        1^. 

Lvc.  One  question,  if  I  may,  to  this  father  of  Heracles 

»  Line  10;  is  marked  as  spurious  by  Nauck. 

'  r^rcipo^.     But  Dimlorf  and  Nauck  give  v^l^po^  after  Musgrave. 
»  These  and  the  following  exhortations  are  addresse<l  by  members  c.t 
the  Chorus  to  each  other,  as  they  ascend  the  steps  of  the  stage  to  reach 

^'^  ll^^l^  12.  seem  hopelessly  corrupt  in  t^e  MSS.  reculir^ 
N.uck's  correction  is  here  followed  a.  the  most  mtelhgible  of  many 
offered  ;  X^7r«c  :.7O0<W  «PM«^oC  \^^^  ^'^''  '  rpoypKaro.o  ru,Xoc. 
»  This  line,  though  defended  by  Paley.  is  rejecte.1  by  most  editors. 


and  his  wife ;  and  certainly  as  your  lord  and  master  I  have 
a  right  to  put  what  questions  I  choose.  How  long  do  ye  seek 
to  prolong  your  lives?  What  hope,  what  succour  do  ye  sec 
to  save  you  from  death  ?  Do  you  trust  that  these  children's 
father,  who  lies  dead  in  the  halls  of  Hades,  will  return? 
How  unworthily  ye  show  your  sorrow  at  having  to  die,  thou 
\io  Amphitryon.]  after  thy  idle  boasts,  scattered  broadcast 
through  Hellas,  that  Zeus  was  partner  in  thy  marriage-bed 
and  there  begat  a  new  god  ; '  and  thou  \to  Megara.]  after 
calling  thyself  the  wife  of  so  peerless  a  lord. 

After  all,  what  was  the  fine  exploit  thy  husband  achieved, 
if  he  did  kill  a  water-snake  in  a  marsh  or  that  monster  of 
Nemea?  which  he  caught  in  a  snare,  for  all  he  says  he 
strangled  it  to  death  in  his  arms.  Are  these  your  weapons 
for  the  hard  struggle  ?  Is  it  for  this  then  that  Heracles' 
children  should  be  spared  ?  a  man  who  has  won  a  reputa- 
tion for  valour  in  his  contests  with  beasts,  in  all  else  a 
weakling ;  who  ne'er  buckled  shield  to  arm  nor  faced  the 
spear,  but  with  a  bow,  that  coward's  weapon,  was  ever  ready 
to  run  away.  Archery  is  no  test  of  manly  bravery;  no! 
he  is  a  man  who  keeps  his  post  in  the  ranks  and  steadily 
faces  the  swift '  wound  the  spear  may  plough.  My  policy, 
again,  old  man,  shows  no  reckless  cruelty,  but  caution  ;  for  1 
am  well  aware  I  slew  Creon,  the  father  of  Megara,  and  am 
in  possession  of  his  throne.  So  I  have  no  wish  that  these 
children  should  grow  up  and  be  left  to  take  vengeance  on 
me  in  requital  for  '  what  I  have  done. 

Amp.  As  for  Zeus,  let  Zeus  defend  his  son's  case;  but  as 
for  me,  Heracles,  I  am  only  anxious  on  thy  behalf  to 
prove    by    what    I    say    this    tyrant's    ignorance  ;    for    I 

»  TtKoi  v'tov  ^iov,  the  last  word  lieing  Wakefield's  conjecture  to  com- 
plete the  verse.     Pflugk  reads  trwi'wvfi  X^xot'C- 

*  Wakefield  /3a0Ha»'  for  raxiiav. 

=*  liKr\v,  so  Paley  ;  but  Nauck  incloses  the  word  in  brackets  as  sus- 
picious, and  also  pfx*  in  line  171. 

II.  N' 
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cannot  allow  thee  to  be  ill  spoken  of.  First  then  for  that 
which  should  never  have  been  said,  —for  to  speak  of  thee 
Heracles  as  a  coward  is,  methinks,  outside  the  pale  of 
speech, — of  that  must  I  clear  thee  with  heaven  to  witness. 
I  appeal  then  to  the  thunder  of  Zeus,  and  the  chariot  wherein 
he  rode,  when  he  pierced  the  giants,  earth's  brood,  to  the  heart 
with  his  winged  shafts,  and  with  gods  uplifted  the  glorious 
triumph-song  ;  or  go  to  Pholoe  and  ask  the  insolent  tribe 
of  four-legged  Centaurs,  thou  craven  king,  ask  them  who 
they  would  judge  their  bravest  foe  ,  will  they  not  say  my 
son,  who  according  to  thee  is  but  a  pretender  ?  Wert  thou  to 
5sk  Euboean'  Dirphys,  thy  native  place,  it  would  nowise  sing 
thy  praise,  for  thou  hast  never  done  a  single  gallant  deed  to 
which  thy  country  can  witness.  Next  thou  dost  disparage 
that  clever  invention,  an  archer's  weapon  ;  come,  listen  to 
me  and  learn  wisdom.  A  man  who  fights  in  line  is  a  slave 
to  his  wea|x)ns,  and  if  his  fellow-comrades  want  for  courage 
he  is  slain  himself  through  the  cowardice  of  his  neighbours, 
or,  if  he  break  his  spear,  he  has  not  wherewithal  to  defend 
his  body  from  death,  having  only  one  means  of  defence  ; 
whereas  all  who  are  armed  with  the  trusty  bow,  though  they 
have  but  one  weapon,  yet  is  it  the  best  ;  for  a  man,  after 
discharging  countless  arrows,  still  has  others  wherewith  to 
defend  himself  from  death,  and  standing  at  a  distance  keeps 
off  the  enemy,  wounding  them  for  all  their  watchfulness 
with  shafts  invisible,  and  never  exposing  himself  to  the  foe, 
but  keeping  under  cover ;  and  this  is  far  the  wisest  course 
in  battle,  to  harm  the  enemy,  if  they  are  not  stationed  out  of 
shot,'  and  keep  safe  oneselt*  These  arguments  completely 
contradict  *  thine  with  regard  to  the  matter  at  issue.     Next, 

*  A  mountain  in  Arcadia,  where  Heracles  had  fought  the  Centaurs. 

*  Abantes  was  an  old  name  for  Eubceans. 

*  So  Palcy.     But  Hermann  nnd   Pflugk  thus,  **  not  standing  out  of 
the  post  which  good  luck  lias  assigned."     Hartung  HipfiitTfth'ov, 

*  Nauck  proposes  to  read  ti-ni^ioi,  and  to  reject  line  20^. 


why  art  thou  desirous  of  slaying  these  children  ?  What  have 
they  done  to  thee  ?  One  piece  of  wisdom  I  credit  thee 
with,  thy  coward  terror  of  a  brave  man's  descendants.  Still 
it  is  hard  on  us,  if  for  thy  cowardice  we  must  die  ;  a  fate 
that  ought  to  have  overtaken  thee  at  our  braver  hands,  if 
Zeus  had  been  fairly  disposed  towards  us.  But,  if  thou  art 
so  anxious  to  make  thyself  supreme  in  the  land,  let  us  at 
least  go  into  exile  ;  abstain  from  all  violence,  else  thou 
wilt  suffer  by  it  whenso  the  deity  causes  fortune's  breeze 
to  veer  round. 

Ah  !  thou  land  of  Cadmus, — for  to  thee  too  will  I  turn, 
upbraiding  thee  with  words  of  reproach, — is  this  your  succoilr 
of  Heracles  and  his  children?  the  man  who  faced  alone  the 
Minyan  host  in  battle  and  allowed  Thebes  to  see  the  light 
with  freemen's  eyes.  I  cannot  i)raise  Hellas,  nor  will  I  ever 
keep  silence,  finding  her  so  craven  as  regards  my  son  ;  she 
should  have  come  with  fire  and  sword  and  warrior's  arms  to 
help  these  tender  babes,  to  requite  him  for  all  his  labours  in 
purging  land  and  sea.  Such  help,  my  children,  neither 
Hellas  nor  the  city  of  Thebes  affords  you  ;  to  me  a  feeble 
friend  ye  look,  that  am  but  empty  sound  and  nothing  more. 
P^or  the  vigour  which  once  I  had,  is  gone  from  me ;  my 
limbs  are  palsied  with  age,  and  my  strength  is  decayed. 
Were  I  but  young  and  still  a  man  of  my  hands,  I  would 
have  seized  my  spear  and  dabbled  those  flaxen  locks  of 
his  with  blood,  so  that  the  coward  would  now  be  flying  from 
my  prowess  beyond  the  bounds  of  Atlas. 

Cho.  Have  not  the  brave  amongst  mankind  a  fair  open- 
ing for  speech,  albeit  slow  to  begin  ? 

Lyc.  Say  what  thou  wilt  of  me  in  thy  exalted  phrase,  but 
I  by  deeds  will  make  thee  rue  those  words.  \^Calitftg  to 
his  sen>ants,]  Ho  !  bid  wood-cutters  go,  some  to  Helicon, 
others  to  the  glens  of  Parnassus,  and  cut  me  logs  of  oak, 
and  when  they  are  brought  to  the  town,  pile  up  a  stack  of 
wood  all  round  the  altar  on  either  side  thereof,  and  set  fire 
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to  it  and  burn  them  all  alive,  that  they  may  learn  that  the 
(lead  no  longer  rules  this  land,  but  that  for  the  present  I  am 
king.  [Affgriiy  to  the  Chorus.]  As  for  you,  old  men,  since 
ye  thwart  my  views,  not  for  the  children  of  Heracles  alone 
shall  ye  lament,  but  likewise  for  every  blow  that  strikes  his 
house,  and  ye  shall  ne'er  forget  ye  are  slaves  and  I  your 

prince. 

Cho.  Ye  sons  of  Earth,  whom  Ares'  on  a  day  did  sow, 
when  from  the  dragon's  ravening  jaw  he  had  torn  the  teeth, 
up  with  your  staves,  whereon  ye  lean  your  hands,  and  dash 
out  this  miscreant's  brains!  a  fellow  who,  without  even  being 
a  Theban,  but  a  foreigner,  lords  it  shamefully  o'er  the 
younger  folk;*  but  my  master  shalt  thou  never  be  to  thy  joy, 
nor  shalt  thou  reap  the  harvest  of  all  my  toil;  begone 
with  my  curse  upon  thee  !  carry  thy  insolence  back  to  the 
place  whence  it  came.  For  never  whilst  I  live,  shalt  thou 
slay  these  sons  of  Heracles ;  not  so  deep  beneath  the  earth 
hath  their  father  disappeared  from  his  children's  ken.  Thou 
art  in  possession  of  this  land  which  thou  hast  ruined,  while 
he  its  benefactor  has  missed  his  just  reward  ;  and  yet  do  I 
take  too  much  upon  myself  because  I  help  those  I  love  after 
their  death,  when  most  they  need  a  friend?  Ah  !  right  hand, 
how  fain  wouldst  thou  wield  the  spear,  but  thy  weakness  is  a 
death-blow  to  thy  fond  desire ;  for  then  had  I  stopped  thee 
calling  me  slave,  and  I  would  have  governed  Thebes,  wherein 
thou  art  now  exulting,  with  credit ;  for  a  city  sick  with 
dissension  and  evil  counsels  thinketh  not  aright  ;  otherwise 
it  would  never  have  accepted  thee  as  its  master. 

Meg.  Old  sirs,  I  thank  you ;  'tis  right  that  friends 
should  feel  virtuous  indignation  on  behalf  of  those  they 
love ;  but  do  not  on  our  account  vent  your  anger  on  the 

'  It  being  Cadmus  who  sowed  the  teeth,  Kirchhoff  thinks  that  some- 
thing may  have  been  lost,  or  that  we  should  read  'Afc/iwt  <r7riip<i  irort 

'*•  ru»v  vtwi'.     Pierson  iyyii'w*'. 
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tyrant  to  your  own  undoing.    Hear  my  advice,  Amphitryon, 
If  haply  there  appear  to  thee  to  be  aught  in  what  I  say.     I 
love  my  children  ;  strange  if  I  did  not  love  those  whom  I 
laboured  to  bring  forth  !     Death  I  count  a  dreadful  fate ; 
but  the  man,  who  wrestles  with  necessity,  I  esteem  a  fool' 
Smce  we  must  die,  let  us  do  so  without  being  burnt  alive, 
to  furnish  our  foes  with  food  for  merriment,  which  to  my 
mmd  IS  an  evil  worse  than  death ;  for  many  a  fair  guerdori 
do  we  owe  our  family.'    Thine  has  ever  been  a  warriors  fair 
fame,  so  'tis  not  to  be  endured  that  thou  shouldst  die  a 
coward's  death  ;  and  my  husband's  reputation  needs  no  one 
to   witness   that    he    would    ne'er   consent   to   save   these 
children's  lives  by  letting  them  incur  the  stain  of  cowardice  ; 
for  the  noble  are  afflicted  by  disgrace  on  account  of  their 
children,    nor   must    I    shrink    from    following   my   lord's 
example.     As  to  thy  hopes  consider  how  I   weigh  them. 
Thou  thinkest  thy  son  will  return  from  beneath  the  earth  : 
who  ever  has  come  back  from  the  dead  out  of  the  halls  of 
Hades?     Thou  hast  a  hope  perhaps  of  softening  this  man 
by  entreaty  :  no,  no  !  better  to  fly  from  one's  enemy  when 
he  is  so  brutish,  but  yield  to  men  of  breeding  and  culture ; 
for  thou  wilt  more  easily  obtain  mercy  there  by  friendly  over- 
tures.'   True,  a  thought  has  already  occurred  to  me  that  we 
might  by  entreaty  obtain  a  sentence  of  exile  for  the  children  ; 
yet  this  too  is  misery,  to  compass  their  deliverance  with  dire 
penury  as  the  result ;  for  'tis  a  saying  that  hosts  look  sweetly 
on  banished  friends'  for  a  day  and  no  more.    Steel  thy  heart 
to  die  with  us,  for  that  awaits  thee  after  all.     By  thy  brave 
soul  I  challenge  thee,  old  friend  ;  for  whoso  struggles  hard* 
to  escape  destiny  shows  zeal  no  doubt,  but  'tis  zeal  with  a 

'  Nauck  regards  this  line  as  suspicious. 

Rending  viro^Xiav  .  .   .  rvxoic. 

Reading  0Xoic  with  Matthiae. 

*  Paley  retains  the  old  reading  iKfioxOtl  in  preference  to  Reiskc's 
Ufioxfilp. 
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taiiU  of  folly ;  for  what  must  be,  no  one  will  ever  avail  to 
alter. 

Cho.  If  a  man  had  insulted  thee,  while  yet  my  arms 
were  lusty,  there  would  have  been  an  easy  way  to  stop  him  ; ' 
but  now  am  I  a  thing  of  naught  ;  and  so  thou  henceforth, 
Amphitryon,  must  scheme  how  to  avert  misfortune. 

Ami*.  Tis  not  cowardice  or  any  longing  for  life  that 
hinders  my  dying,  but  my  wish  to  save  my  son's  children, 
though  no  doubt  1  am  vainly  wishiog  for  impossibilities. 
Ix)  !  here  is  my  neck  ready  for  thy  sword  to  pierce,  my  body 
for  thee  to  hack  or  hurl  from  the  rock  ;  only  one  boon  I 
crave  for  both  of  us,  O  king  ;  slay  me  and  this  hapless 
mother  before  thou  slay  the  children,  that  we  may  not  see 
the  hideous  sight,  as  they  gasp  out  their  lives,  calling  on  their 
mother  and  their  father's  sire  ;  for  the  rest  work  thy  will,  if 
so  thou  art  inclined  ;  for  we  have  no  defence  against  death. 

Meg.  1  too  implore  thee  add  a  second  boon,  that  by  ihy 
single  act  thou  mayst  put  us  both  under  a  double  obligation  ; 
suffer  me  to  deck  my  children  in  the  robes  of  death, — first 
opening  the  palace  gates,  for  now  are  we  shut  out, — that  this 
at  least  they  may  obtain  from  their  father's  halls. 

Lyc.  I  grant  it,  and  bid  my  servants  undo  the  bolts,  do 
in  and  deck  yourselves ;  robes  I  grudge  not.  But  soon  as 
ye  have  clothed  yourselves,  I  will  return  to  you  to  consign 
you  to  the  nether  world.  [Exit  Lyc  us. 

Meg.  Children,  follow  the  footsteps  of  your  hapless 
mother  to  your  father's  halls,  where  others  possess  his  sub- 
stance, though  his  name  is  still  ours. 

[Exit  Megara  li'ith  her  c/ii/Jren, 

Amp.  O  Zeus,  in  vain,  it  seems,  ilid  I  get  thee  to  share  my 
bride  with  me  :  in  vain  used  we  to  call  thee  father  of  my 
son.^     After  all  thou  art  less  our  friend  than    thou   didst 

*  Naiick  reads  tVavrra  /  dr,  Puley  tiravfrar  at: 

*  There  is  some  corruption   here.     Nauck's  yopt'  tfiov  a'  tcXy^o/iH' 
is  followeil,  but  the  true  reading  is  <|uile  uncertain. 
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pretend.     Great  god  as  thou  art,  I,  a  mere  mortal,  surpass 
thee  in  true  worth.     For  I  did  not  betray  the  children  of 
Heracles;    but  thou  by  stealth  didst  find  thy  way  to  my 
couch,  taking  another's  wife  without  leave  given,  while  to  save 
thy  own  friends  thou  hast  no  skill.    Either  thou  art  a  god  of 
little  sense,  or  else  naturally  unjust.        [Exit  Amphitryon. 
Cho.   Phoebus  is  singing  a  plaintive  dirge  to  drown  his 
happier  strains,  striking  with  key  of  gold  his  sweet-tongued 
lyre;  so  too  am  I  fain  to  sing  a  song  of  praise,  a  crown  to  all 
his  toil,  concerning  him  who  is  gone  to  the  gloom  beneath  the 
nether  world,  whether  I  am  to  call  him  son  of  Zeus  or  of 
Amphitryon.     For  the  praise  of  noble  toils  accomplished  is 
a  glory  to  the  dead.     First   he  cleared  the  grove  of  Zeus 
of  a  lion,  and  put  its  skin  upon  its  back,  hiding  his  auburn 
hair  in  its  fearful  gaping  jaws  ;  then  on  a  day,  with  murderous 
bow  he  wounded  the  race  of  wild  Centaurs,  that  range  the 
hills,  slaying  them  with  winged  shafts  ;    Peneus,  the  river 
of  fair   eddies,   knows  him   well,  and  those  far  fields  un- 
harvested,  and  the  steadings  on  Pelion  and  they  *  who  haunt 
t!ie  glens   of  Homole  bordering   thereupon,   whence  they 
rode  forth  to  conquer  Thessaly,  arming  themselves  with 
pines  for  clubs;   likewise  he  slew  that  dappled  hind  with 
horns  of  gold,  that  preyed  upon  the  country-folk,  glorifying 
Artemis,^    huntress   queen   of  (Enoe ;    next   he    mounted 
on    a   car   and   tamed   with    the   bit   the   steeds   of   Dio- 
mede,   that   greedily  champed    their   bloody  food  at  gory 
mangers  with  jaws  unbridled,  devouring  with   hideous  joy 
the  tlesh  of  men  ;  then  crossing  ^  Hebrus'  silver  stream  he 
still  toiled  on  to  perform  the  bests  of  the  tyrant  of  Mycenae, 
till  he  came  to  the  strand  of  the  Malian  gulf  by  the  streams 
of  Anaurus,*  where  he  slew  with  his  arrows  Cycnus,  murderer 

*  /./•.  the  Centaurs. 

■'  To  whom  he  dedicated  his  sjvoil  because  the  stag  was  sacred  to  her. 
^   Rending  Trtpuiy  S'  .  .  .  UtTrpatrat  fiuxOof  (Dindorf). 

*  K.-adJng  'Atav^v  irapu  Trijya^  Ki/rvoi-  ^Hvo^aiKrar. 
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of  his  guests,  unsocial  wretch  who  dwelt  in  Amphanae  ;  also 
he  came  to  those  minstrel  maids,  to  their  orchard  in  the  w^st, 
to  pluck  from  the  leafy  apple-tree  its  golden  fruit,  when  he 
had  slain  the  tawny  dragon,  whose  awful  coils  were  twined 
all  round  to  guard  it ;    and  he  made  his  way  into  ocean's 
lairs,  bringing  calm  to  men  that  use  the  oar ;  *    moreover 
he  sought  the  home  of  Atlas,  and  stretched  out  his  hands 
to  uphold  the  firmament,  and  on  his  manly  shoulders  took 
the  starry  mansions  of  the  gods ;  then  he  went  through  the 
waves  of  heaving    Euxine   against   the    mounted    host   of 
Amazons  dwelling  round  Maeotis,  the  lake  that  is  fed  by 
many  a  stream,  having  gathered  to  his  standard  all  his  friends 
from  Hellas,  to  fetch '  the  gold-embroidered  raiment  of  the 
warrior  queen,  a  deadly  quest  for  a  girdle.     And   Hellas 
won  those  glorious  spoils  of  the  barbarian  maid,  and  safe 
in  Mycenae  are  they  now.     On  Lerna's  murderous  hound, 
the  many-headed  water-snake,  he  set  his  branding-iron,  and 
smeared    its  venom   on  his  darts,  wherewith  he  slew  the 
shepherd  ^  of  Erytheia,  a  monster  with  three  bodies  ;  and 
many  another  glorious  achievement  he  brought  to  a  happy 
issue  ;  to  Hades'  house  of  tears  hath  he  now  sailed,  the  goal 
of  his  labours,  where  he  is  ending  *  his  career  of  toil,  nor 
cometh  he  thence  again.     Now  is  thy  house  left  without  a 
friend,  and  Charon's  boat  awaits  thy  children  to  bear  them 
on  that  journey  out  of  life,  whence  is  no  returning,  con- 
trary to  God's  law  and  man's  justice ;  and  it  is  to  thy  prowess 
that  thy  house  is  looking  although  thou  art  not  here.     Had 
I  been  strong  and   lusty,  able   to   brandish    the  spear   in 
battle's  onset,  my  Theban  compeers  too,  I  would  have  stood 

^  i.e.y  he  cleared  the  sea  of  pirates. 

^  Paley  thinks  the  original  reading  may  have  been  ir't-nXov  \pvaici9ro\f\v 
fi^To  ;  Nauck  suggests  TroOutv  for  irixAwv.  Either  emendation  gives  the 
necessary  sense. 

^  Geryon. 

*  iV*  iKTTffMii'tif  Heath. 
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by  thy  children  to  champion  them;  but  now  my  happy  youth 
is  gone  and  I  am  left. 

But  lo  !  I  see  the  children '  of  Heracles  who  was  erst  so 
great,  clad  in  the  vesture  of  the  grave,  and  his  loving  wife 
dragging  her  babes  along  at  her  side,'  and  that  hero's  aged 
sire.  Ah  !  woe  is  me  !  no  longer  can  I  stem  the  flood  of 
tears  that  spring  to  my  old  eyes. 

Meg.  Come  now,  who  is  to  sacrifice  or  butcher  these 
poor  children?  [or  rob  me  of  my  wretched  life?']  Behold  ! 
the  victims  are  ready  to  be  led  to  Hades'  halls.     O  my 
children  !  an  ill-matched  company  are  we  hurried  off"  to  die, 
old  men  and  babes,  and  mothers,  all  together.     Alas  I  for 
my  sad  fate  and  my  children's,  whom  these  eyes  now  for 
the  last  time  behold.     So  I  gave  you  birth  and  reared  you 
only  for  our  foes  to  mock,  to  flout,  and  slay.     Ah  me  !  how 
bitterly  my  hopes  have  disappointed  *  me  in  the  expectation  I 
once  formed  from  the  words  of  your  father.     {^Addressing 
each  of  her  three  sons  in  turn.]     To  thee  thy  dead  sire  was 
for  giving  Argos ;   and  thou  wert  to  dwell  in  the  halls  of 
Eurystheus,  lording  it  o'er  the  fair  fruitful  land  of  Argolis ; 
and  o'er  thy  head  would  he  throw  that  lion's  skin  wherewith 
himself  was  girt.     Thou  wert  to  be  king  of  Thebes,  famed 
for  its  chariots,  receiving  as  thy  heritage  my  broad  lands, 
for  so  thou  '  didst  coax  thy  father  dear;  and  to  thy  hand 
used  he  to  resign  the  carved '  club,  his  sure  defence,  pretend- 
ing to  give  it  thee.     To  thee  he  promised  to  give  (Echalia, 
which  once  his  archery  had  wasted.     Thus  with  three  prin- 
cipalities would  your  father  exalt  you  his  three  sons,  proud 

Nauck  regards  the  words  ^jyTrorf  -nailaQ  as  spurious. 
'  imoan^lovi:,    Musgrave.       For    7ro<rir,    which    can   only   go    with 
viro<rtipaiov(;,  Wecklein  reads  noXi^. 
^  Regarded  by  Paley  as  an  interpolation. 

*  k^^TTOifTav  iXTTiStg.     Hirzel  ^  woXv  yt  So^rir  iHmoov  iuiXmiog, 

*  UfTTtiGig  .  .  .  <r«  (Hermann). 

*  Reading  faiiaXur.     Pflugk  MmuaXov. 
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of  your  manliness ;  while  I  was  choosing  the  best  brides  for 
you,  scheming  to  link  '  you  by  marriage  to  Athens,  Thebes, 
and  Sparta,  that  ye  might  live  a  happy  life  with  a  fast  sheet- 
anchor  to  hold  by.  And  now  that  is  all  vanished ;  fortune's 
breeze  hath  veered  and  given  to  you  for  brides  the  maidens 
of  death  in  their  stead,  and  tears  to  me  to  bathe  ^  them  in  ; 
woe  is  me  for  my  foolish  thoughts  I  and  your  grandsire  here 
is  celebrating  your  marriage-feast,  accepting  Hades  as  the 
father  of  your  brides,  a  grim  relationship  to  make.  Ah  me  ! 
which  of  you  shall  I  first  press  to  my  bosom,  which  last  ? 
on  which  bestow  my  kiss,  or  clasp  close  to  me  ?  Oh  !  would 
that  like  the  bee  with  russet  wing,  I  could  collect  from  every 
source  my  sighs  in  one,  and,  blending  them  together,  shed 
them  in  one  copious  flood !  Heracles,  dear  husband  mine, 
to  thee  I  call,  if  haply  mortal  voice  can  make  itself  heard  in 
Hades'  halls ;  thy  father  and  children  are  dying,  and  I  am 
doomed,  I  who  once  because  of  thee  was  counted  blest  as 
men  count  bliss.  Come  to  our  rescue ;  appear,  I  pray,  if  but 
as  a  phantom,  since  thy  mere  coming  would  be  enough,  for 
they  are  cowards  compared  with  thee,  who  are  slaying  thy 
children.^ 

Amp.  Lady,  do  thou  prepare  the  funeral  rites;  but  I,  O 
Zeus,  stretching  out  my  hand  to  heaven,  call  on  thee  to  help 
these  children,  if  such  be  thy  intention ;  for  soon  will  any 
aid  of  thine  be  unavailing  ;  and  yet  thou  hast  been  oft  in 
yoked  ;  my  toil  is  wasted  ;  death  seems  inevitable.  Ye  aged 
friends,  the  joys  of  life  are  few ;  so  take  heed  that  ye  pass 
through  it  as  gladly  as  ye  may,  without  a  thought  of  sorrow 
from  morn  till  night ,  for  time  recks  litile  of  preserving  our 
hopes;  and,  when  he  has  busied  himself  on  his  own  business, 

•  Reading  rrvvairrove'  .  .  .  Kakifi^. 

'*  It  seems  to  have  been  customary  for  the  mother  of  the  bridegroom 
to  sprinkle  water  on  the  bride. 

^  Lines  495  and  496  present  so  much  that  is  awkward,  that  many 
editors  regard  them  as  spurious.      Kirchhoff  reads  caroi  ya^i  uaxv. 


away  he  flies.  Look  at  me,  a  man  who  had  made  a  mark 
amongst  his  fellows  by  deeds  of  note ;  yet  hath  fortune  in  a 
single  day  robbed  me  of  it  as  of  a  feather  that  floats  away 
toward  the  sky.  I  know  not  any  whose  plenteous  wealth 
and  high  reputation  is  fixed  and  sure ;  fare  ye  well,  for  now 
have  ye  seen  the  last  of  your  old  friend,  my  comrades. 

Meg.  Ha  !  old  friend,  is  it  my  own,  my  dearest  I  behold  ? 
or  what  am  I  to  say  ? 

Amp.  I  know  nor,  my  daughter ;  I  too  am  struck  dumb. 

Meg.  Is  this  he  who,  they  told  us,  was  beneath  the 
earth  ? 

Amp.  'Tis  he,  unless  some  day-dream  mocks  our  sight. 

Meg.  What  am  I  saying?  What  visions  do  these  anxious 
eyes  behold?  Old  man,  this  is  none  other  than  thy  own  son. 
Come  hither,  my  children,  cling  to  your  father's  robe,  make 
haste  to  come,  never  loose  your  hold,  for  here  is  one  to  help 
you,  nowise  behind  our  saviour  Zeus. 

Her.  All  hail  !  my  house,  and  portals  of  my  home,  how 
glad  am  I  to  emerge  to  the  light  and  see  thee.  Ha  !  what 
is  this  ?  I  see  my  children  before  the  house  in  the  garb  of 
death,  with  chaj)lets  on  their  heads,  and  my  wife  amid  a 
throng  of  men,  and  my  faiher  weeping  o'er  some  mischance. 
Let  me  draw  near  to  them  and  inquire;  lady,  what  strange 
stroke  of  fate  hath  fallen  on  the  house  ? 

Meg.  Dearest  of  all  mankind  to  me !  O  ray  of  light  appear- 
ing to  thy  sire !  art  thou  safe,  and  is  thy  coming  just  in  time 
to  help  thy  dear  ones? 

Her.  What  meanest  thou?  what  is  this  confusion  I  find 
on  my  arrival,  father? 

Meg.  We  are  being  ruined  ;  forgive  me,  old  friend,  if  I 
have  anticipated  that  which  thou  hadst  a  right  to  tell  him  ; 
for  woman's  nature  is  perhaps  more  prone  than  man's  to 
grief,  and  they  are  my  children  that  were  being  led  to  death, 
which  was  my  own  lot  too. 

Her.  Great  Apollo  I  what  a  prelude  to  thy  story  ! 
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Meg.  Dead  are  my  brethren,  dead  my  hoary  sire. 
Hp:r.  How  so.^   what  befell  him?   who  dealt  the   fatal 
blow  ? 

Mkg.  Lycus,  our  splendid  monarch,  slew  him. 
Her.   Did  he  meet  him  in  fair  fight,  or  was  the  land  sick 
and  weak  ? 

Meg.  Aye,  from  faction  ;  now  is  he  master  of  the  city  of 
Cadmus  with  its  seven  gates. 

Her.  Why  hath  panic  fallen  on  thee  and  my  aged  sire  ? 

Meg.   He  meant  to  kill  thy  father,  me,  and  my  children. 

Her.  Why,  what  had  he  to  fear  from  my  orphan  babes? 

Meg.  He  was  afraid  they  might  some  day  avenge  Creon's 
death. 

Her.  What  means  this  dress  they  wear,  suited  to  the 
dead  ? 

Meg.  'Tis  the  garb  of  de:ith  we  have  already  put  on. 

Her.  And  were  ye  being  haled  to  death  ?    O  woe  is  me  ! 

Meg.  Yes,  deserted  by  every  friend,  and  informed  that 
thou  wert  dead. 

Her.  What  put  such  desperate  thoughts  into  your  heads  ? 

Meg.  That  was  what  the  heralds  of  Eurystheus  kept  pro- 
claiming. 

Her.  Why  did  ye  leave  my  hearth  and  home  ? 

Meg.   He  forced  us ;  thy  father  was  dragged  from  his  bed. 

HfeR.  Had  he  no  mercy,  to  ill-use  the  old  man  so? 

Meg.  Mercy  forsooth  ! '  that  goddess  and  he  dwell  far 
enough  apart. 

Her.  Was  I  so  poor  in  friends  in  my  absence  ? 

Meg.  Who  are  the  friends  of  a  man  in  misfortune? 

Her.  Do  they  make  so  light  of  my  hard  warring  with 
the  Miny«  ? 

Meg.  Misfortune,  to  repeat  it  to  thee,  has  no  friends. 

Her.  Cast  from  your  heads  these  chaplets  of  death,  look 
up  to  the  light,  for  instead  of  the  nether  gloom  your  eyes 

'  Reading  aidut  y'  (Nauck). 
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behold  the  welcome  sun.  I,  meantime,  since  here  is  work 
for  my  hand,  will  first  go  raze  this  upstart  tyrant's  halls, 
and  when  I  have  beheaded  the  miscreant,  I  will  throw 
him  to  dogs  to  tear ;  and  every  Theban  who  I  find  has 
played  the  traitor  after  my  kindness,  will  I  destroy  with  this 
victorious  club ;  the  rest  will  I  scatter  with  my  feathered 
shafts  and  fill  Ismenus  full  of  bloody  corpses,  and  Dirce's 
clear  fount  shall  run  red  with  gore.  For  whom  ought  I  to 
help  rather  than  wife  and  children  and  aged  sire  ?  Farewell 
my  labours  !  for  it  was  in  vain  I  accomplished  them  rather 
than  succoured  these.  And  yet  I  ought  to  die  in  their  de- 
fence,  since  they  for  their  sire  were  doomed ;  else  what 
shall  we  find  so  noble  in  having  fought  a  hydra  and  a  lion 
at  the  bests  of  Eurystheus,  if  I  make  no  effort  to  save 
my  own  children  from  death  ?  No  longer  I  trow,  as  hereto- 
fore, shall  I  be  called  Heracles  the  victor. 

Cho.  'Tis  only  right  that  parents  should  help  their  chil- 
dren, their  aged  sires,  and  the  partners  of  their  marriage. 

Amp.  My  son,  'tis  like  thee  to  show  thy  love  for  thy  dear 
ones  and  thy  hate  for  all  that  is  hostile ;  only  curb  excessive 
hastiness. 

Her.  Wherein,  father,  am  I  how  showing  more  than 
fitting  haste? 

Amp.  The  kmg  hath  a  host  of  allies,  needy  villains  though 
pretending  to  be  rich,  who  '  sowed  dissension  and  o'erthrew 
the  state  with  a  view  to  plundering  their  neighbours ;  for  the 
wealth  they  had  in  their  houses  was  all  spent,  dissipated  by 
their  sloth.  Thou  was  seen  entering^  the  city;  and  that 
being  so,  beware  that  thou  bring  not  thy  enemies  together 
and  be  slain  unawares. 

Her.  Little  I  reck  if  the  whole  city  saw  me-  but 
happening  to  see  a  bird  perched  in  an  unlucky  position,  from 

'  Paley,  though  retaining   lines   590-592,  brings   grave   reasons  for 
suspecting  them. 

■•'  ictXOwv  (Kirchhofi.) 
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it  I  learnt  that  some  trouble  had  befallen  my  house ;  so  I 
purposely  made  my  entr)'  to  the  land  by  stealth. 

Amp.  For  thy  lucky  coming  hither,'  go  salute  thy  house- 
hold altar,  and  let  thy  father's  halls  behold  thy  face.  For 
soon  will  the  king  be  here  in  person  to  drag  away  thy  wife 
and  children  and  murder  them,  and  to  add  me  to  the  bloody 
li'.t.  But  if  thou  remain  on  the  spot  all  will  go  well,  and 
thou  wilt  profit  by  this  security ;  but  do  not  rouse  thy  city 
ere  thou  hast  these  matters  well  in  train,  my  son. 

Her.  I  will  do  so  ;  thy  advice  is  good  ;  I  will  enter  my 
house.  After  my  return  at  length  from  the  sunless  den  of 
Hades  and  ^  the  maiden  queen  of  hell,  I  will  not  neglect  to 
greet  first  of  all  the  gods  beneath  my  roof. 

Amp.  Why,  didst  thou  in  very  deed  go  to  the  house  of 
Hades,  my  son  ? 

Her.  Aye,  and  brought  to  the  light  that  three-headed 
monster.^ 

Amp.  Didst  worst  him  in  fight,  or  receive  him  from  the 
goddess  ? 

Her.  In  fair  fight  ;  for  I  had  been  lucky  enough  to  wit- 
ness the  riles  of  the  initiated.* 

Amp.  Is  the  monster  really  lodged  in  tiie  house  of 
Eurystheus  ? 

Her.  The  grove  of  Demeter  and  the  city  of  Hermione 
are  his  prison. 

Amp.  Does  not  Eurystheus  know  that  thou  hast  returned 
to  the  upper  world  ? 

Her.  He  knows  not;*  I  came  hither  first  to  learn  your 
news. 

^  So  Klotz ;  but  Paley  translates  **go  and  address  good  words  to 
the  hearth." 

^  rt  was  here  added  by  Reiske. 

*  Cerberus. 

*  /.^.,  the  Eleusinian  mysteries,  initiation  in  which  was  thought  to 
insure  privileges  in  Hades. 

*  Reading  wiih  Mallhiae  ovk  olS'  '  W, 


Amp.  How  is  it  thou  wert  so  long  beneath  the  earth  > 
Her    I  stayed  awhile  attempting  to  bring  back  Theseus 
from  Hades,  father. 

Amp.  Where  is  he  ?  gone  to  his  native  land  ? 

Her    He  set  out  for  Athens  right  glad  to  have  escaped 
froni  the  lower  world.     Come,  children,  attend  your  father 
to  the  house.     My  entering  in  is  fairer  in  your  eyes,  I  trow 
than  my  going  out.    Take  heart,  and  no  more  let  the  tears 
stream  from   your  eyes  ;    thou  too,   dear  wife,   collect   thy 
courage,  cease  from  fear ;  leave  go  of  my  robe  ;  for  1  can- 
not  fly  away,  nor  have  I  any  wish  to  flee  from  those  I  love 
Ah     they  do  not  loose  their  hold,  but  cling  to  my  garments 
all  the  more ;  were  ye  in  such  jeopardy?   Well,  1  must  lead 
them,  takmg  them  by  the  hand  to  draw  them  after  me  like 
a  ship  when  towing;  for  I  too  do  not  reject  the  ca^e  of 
my  children  ;    here  all  mankind   are  equal ;   all  love  their 
children,  both    those   of  high   estate  and   those   who  are 
naught ;    'tis  wealth  that  makes  distinctions  among  them  • 
some  have,  others  want;  but  all  the  human  race  loves  its 
offspring. 

[£xeurU  Heracle.s  ^//^  Megara,  «7//;  //,eir  children 
Cho.  Dear  to  me  is  youth,  but  old  age  is  ever  hanging 
oer  my  head,  a  burden  heavier  than  ^:tna's  crags,  casting 
Its  pall  of  gloom  upon  my  eyes.  Oh  !  never  may  the  wealth 
of  Asia's  kings  tempt  me  to  barter  for  houses  stored  with 
gold  my  happy  youth,  which  is  in  wealth  and  poverty  alike 
most  fair  !  But  old  age  is  gloomy  and  deathly;  I  hate  it  • 
lot  it  sink  beneath  the  waves  !  Would  it  had  never  found  its 
way  to  the  homes  and  towns  of  mortal  men,  but  were  still 
drifting  on  for  ever  down  the  wind  !  Had  the  gods  shown 
discernment  and  wisdom,  as  mortals  count  these  things  men 
would  have  gotten  youth  twice  ever,  a  visible  mark  of  worth 
amongst  whomsoever  found,  and  after  death  would  these 

'  ^<ifM>i:.  This  is  the  old  reading,  but  many  adopt  the  correction  0aor. 
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have  retraced  their  steps  once  more  to  the  sun-light,  while  the 
mean  man  would  have  had  but  a  single  i)ortion  of  life ;  and 
thus  would  it  have  been  possible  to  distinguish  the  good 
and  the  bad,  just  as  sailors  know  the  number  of  the  stars 
amid  the  clouds.  But,  as  it  is,  the  gods  have  set  no  certain 
boundary  'twixt  good  and  bad,  but  time's  onward  roll  brings 
increase  only  to  man's  wealth. 

Never  will  I  cease  to  link  in  one  the  Graces  and  the 
Muses,  fairest  union.  Never  may  my  lines  be  cast  among 
untutored  boors,  but  ever  may  I  find  a  place  among  the 
crowned  choir  !  Yes,  still  the  aged  bard  lifts  up  his  voice  of 
bygone  memories;  still  is  my  song'  of  the  triumphs  of 
Heracles,  whether  Bromius  the  giver  of  wine  is  nigh,  or  the 
strains  of  the  seven-stringed  lyre  and  the  Libyan  flute  are 
rising ;  not  yet  will  I  cease  to  sing  the  Muses'  praise,  my 
patrons  in  the  dance.  As  the  maids  of  Delos  raise  their 
song  of  joy,  circling  round  the  temple  gates  in  honour  of 
Leto's  fair  son,  the  graceful  dancer  ;  so  I  with  my  old  lips 
will  sing  songs  of  victory  at  thy  palace-doors,  a  song  of  my 
old  age,  such  as  sings  the  dying  swan  ;  for  there  is  a  goodly 
theme  tor  minstrelsy  ;  he  is  the  son  of  Zeus  ;  yet  high  above 
his  noble  birth  tower  his  deeds  of  prowess,"  for  his  toil 
secured  this  life  of  calm  for  man,  having  destroyed  all  fear- 

some  beasts. 

Lvc.  Ha  !  Amphitryon,  'tis  high  time  thou  camest  forth 
from  the  palace  ;  ye  have  been  too  long  arraying  yourselves 
in  the  robes  and  trappings  of  the  dead.  Come,  bid  the 
wife  and  children  of  Heracles  show  themselves  outside  the 
house,  to  die  on  the  conditions  you  yourselves  offered. 

Amp.  O  king,  thou  dost  persecute  me  in  my  misery  and 
heapest  insult  upon  me  over  and  above  the  loss  of  my  son  ; 
thou  shouldst  have  been  more  moderate  in  thy  zeal,  though 

'  diiSit,  Elmsiey. 

»  dptrdii,  a  conjecture  of  Tyrwhill's,  adopted  in  the  text  by  most 

editors. 


thou  art  my  lord  and  master.  But  since  thou  dost  impose 
death's  stern  necessity  on  me,  needs  must  I  acquiesce  and 
do  thy  will. 

Lvc.  Pray,  where  is  Megara  ?  where  are  the  children  of 
Alcmena's  son  ? 

Amp.  She,  I  believe,  so  far  as  I  can  guess  from  out- 
side— 

Lvc.  What  grounds  '  hast  thou  to  base  thy  fancy  on  ? 
Amp.  Is  sitting  as  a  suppliant  on  the  altar's  hallowed 
steps. 

Lvc.   Imploring  them  quite  uselessly  to  save  her  life. 
Amp.  And  calling  on  her  dead  husband,  quite  in  vain. 
Lvc.  He  is  nowhere   near,  and  he  certainly  will  never 
come. 

Amp.  No,  unless  i)erhaps  a  god  should  raise  him  from 
the  dead. 

Lvc.  Go  to  her  and  bring  her  from  the  palace. 
Amp.  By  doing  so  I  should  become  an  accomplice  in  her 
murder. 

Lvc.  Since  thou  hast  this  scruple,  I,  who  have  left  fear 
behind,  will  myself  bring  out  the  mother  and  her  children. 
Follow  me,  servants,  that  we  may  put  an  end '  to  this  delay 
of  our  work  to  our  joy.  [^^//  Ly^us. 

Amp.  Then  go  thy  way  along  the  path  of  fate;  for  what 
remains,  maybe  another  will  provide.  Expect  for  thy  evil 
deeds  to  find  some  trouble  thyself.  Ah  !  my  aged  friends, 
he  is  marching  fairly  to  his  doom ;  soon  will  he  be  entangled 
in  the  snare  of  the  sword,  thinking  to  slay  his  neighbours, 
the  villain  !  I  will  hence,  to  see  him  fall  dead  ;  for  the  sight 
of  a  foe  being  slain  and  paying  the  penalty  of  his  misdeeds 
affords  pleasurable  feelings.  [^^//  Amphitryon. 

'  Many  editors  put  a  mark  of  interrogation  after  ri  xpfj^ia ;  but  Paley's 
view  seems  preferable. 

=1  Instead    of    \vawfi(i>     many    editors    adopt    Canter's    conjecture 
\n'ff(Twfiiv. 

11.  O 
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Cho.^  (i.)  Evil  has  changed  sides;  he  who  was  erst  a 
mighty  king  is  now  turning  his  life  backward  into  the  road 
to  Hades. 

(2.)  Hail  to  thee  !  Justice  and  heavenly  retribution. 

(3.)  At  last  hast  thou  reached  the  goal  where  thy  death 
will  pay  the  forfeit, 

(4.)  For  thy  insults  against  thy  betters. 

(5.)  Joy  makes  my  tears  burst  forth. 

(6.)  There  is  come  a  retribution,  which  the  prince  of  the 
land  ^  never  once  thought  in  his  heart  would  happen. 

(7.)  Come,  old  friends,  let  us  look  within  to  see  if  one 
we  know  has  met  the  fate  I  hope. 

Lvc.  {within.)  Ah  me  !  ah  me  ! 

Cho.  (8.)  Ha  !  how  sweet  to  hear  that  opening  note  of 
his  within  the  house  ;  death  is  not  far  off  him  now. 

(9.)  Hark  !  the  prince  cries  out  in  his  agony;  that  pre- 
ludes death. 

Lyc.  (ivithin.)  O  kingdom  of  Cadmus,  by  treachery  I  am 
perishing  ! 

Cho.  (10.)  Thou  wert  thyself  for  making  others  perish; 
endure  thy  retribution ;  'tis  only  the  penalty  of  thy  own  deeds 
thou  art  paying. 

(II.)  Who  was  he,  weak  son  of  man,  that  aimed  his 
silly  saying  at  the  blessed  gods  of  heaven  with  impious 
blasphemy,  maintaining  that  they  are  weaklings  after  all  ? 

(12.)  Old  friends,  our  godless  foe  is  now  no  more. 

(13.)  The  house  is  still ;  let  us  to  our  dancing. 

(14.)  Yea,  for  fortune  smiles  upon  my  friends  as  I  desire.' 

Dances  and  banquets  now  prevail  throughout  the  holy 
town  of  Thebes.     For  release  from  tears  and  respite  from 

•  The  following  arrangement  of  lines  is  Dindorfs,  adopted  in  Paley's 
text.     Nauck  has  a  different  distribution. 

'  i>.,  Lycus,  but  Pflugk  reads  ^\^no  av  (ist  person)  and  makes  aval 
(Heracles)  the  subject  oily^oktv. 

'  Nauck  regards  this  line  with  suspicion. 
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sorrow  give  birth  to  song.     The  upstart '  king  is  dead  and 
gone ;  our  former  monarch  now  is  prince,  having  made  his 
way  even  from  the  bourn  of  Acheron.     Hope  beyond  all 
expectation  is  fulfilled.      To  heed  the  right  and  wrong  is 
heaven's  care.'   'Tis  their  gold  and  their  good  luck  that  lead 
men's  hearts  astray,  bringing  in  their  train  unholy  tyranny. 
For  no  man  ever  had  the  courage  to  reflect  what  reverses 
time  might  bring ;  but,  disregarding  law  to  gratify  lawless- 
ness, he  shatters '  in  gloom  the  car  of  happiness.    Deck  thee 
with  garlands,  O   Ismenus !    break  forth  into  dancing,  ye 
paved  streets  of  our  seven-gated  city  !  come  Dirce,  fount  of 
waters  fair;  and  joined  with  her  ye  daughters  of  Asopus, 
come  from  your  father's  waves  to  add  your  maiden  voices  to 
our  hymn,  the  victor's  prize  that  Heracles  hath   won.      O 
Pythian  rock,  with  forests  crowned,  and  haunts  of  the  Muses 
on  Helicon!  make  my  city  and  her  walls  re-echo*  with  cries 
of  joy;  where  sprang  the  earth-born  crop  to  view,  a  warrior- 
host  with  shields  of  brass,  who  are  handing  on  their  realm  to 
children's  children,  a  light  divine  to  Thebes.     All  hail  the 
marriage!    wherein   two   bridegrooms  shared;    the  one,  a 
mortal ;  the  other,  Zeus,  who  came  to  wed  the  maiden  sprung 
from  Perseus  ;  for*  that  marriage  of  thine,  O  Zeus,  in  days 
gone  by  has  been  proved  to  me  a  true  story  beyond  all  ex- 
pectation;   and  time  hath   shown   the  lustre  of   Heracles' 
prowess,  who  emerged  from  caverns  'neath  the  earth  after 
leaving  Pluto's  halls  below.    To  me  art  thou  a  worthier  lord 
than  that  base-born  king,  who  now  lets  it  be  plainly  seen  in 
this  struggle  'twixt  armed  warriors,  whether  justice  still  finds 
favour  in  heaven. 

[CiUching  sight  of  the  spectre  of  MxD^ESs.-]  Ha!  see  there, 

Reading  kqivoq  with  Pierson. 
^  HfXovffi.     So  Canter. 

^  Reading  r^pavatv,  and  punctuating  after  eitropav,  not  after  SiSovr, 
^  Reading  r,xur'  with  Bothe  for  nK^r'  which  Paley  regards  as  cornlpt- 

Reading  utg  for  gai   (Musgrave). 
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my  old  comrades  !  is  the  same  wild  panic  fiillen  on  us  all, 
what  phantom  is  this  I  see  hovering  o'er  the  house  ?  Fly, 
fly,  bestir  thy  tardy  steps  !  begone  !  away  !  O  saviour  prince, 
avert  calamity  from  me  ! 

Iris.  Courage,  old  men  !  she,  whom  you  see,  is  Madness, 
daughter  of  night,  and  I  am  Iris,  the  handmaid  of  the  gods. 
We  have  not  come  to  do  your  city  any  hurt,  but  against  the 
house  of  one  man  only  is  our  warfare,  even  against  him 
whom  they  call  the  son  of  Zeus  and  Alcmena.  For  until 
he  had  finished  all  his  grievous  toils,  Destiny  was  preserving 
him,  nor  would  father  Zeus  ever  suffer  me  or  Hera  to  harm 
him.  But  now  that  he  hath  accomplished  the  labours  of 
Eurystheus,  Hera  is  minded  to  brand  him  with  the  guilt  of 
shedding  kindred  *  blood  by  slaying  his  own  children,  and  I 
am  one  with  her.  Come  then,  maid  unwed,  child  of  murky 
Night,  harden  thy  heart  relentlessly,  send  forth  frenzy  upon 
him,  confound  his  mind  even  to  the  slaying  of  his  children, 
drive  him,  goad  him  wildly  on  his  mad  career,  shake  out  the 
sails  of  death,  that  when  he  has  sent  o'er  Acheron's  ferry  that 
fair  group  of  children  by  his  own  murderous  hand,  he  may 
learn  to  know  how  fiercely  against  him  the  wrath  of  Hera 
burns  and  may  also  experience  mine ;  otherwise,  if  he  escape 
punishment,  the  gods  will  become  as  naught,  while  man's 
power  will  grow. 

Mad.  Of  noble  parents  was  I  born,  the  daughter  of 
Night,  sprung  from  the  blood  of  Uranus;  and  these  preroga- 
tives I  hold,  not  to  use  them  in  anger  against  friends,  nor 
have  I  any  joy  in  visiting  the  homes  ^  of  men ;  and  fain 
would  I  counsel  Hera,  before  I  see  her  make  a  mistake, 
and  thee  too,  if  ye  will  hearken  to  my  words.  This  man, 
against  whose  ^  house  thou  art  sending  me,  has  made  himself 

*  Reading  koivov,  the  correction  of  Wakefield  for  Katyov. 

*  Reading  doftovQ  for  the  corrupt  ^iXouf  ;  other  suggestions  are  0<5wvc 
and  7r6X«t£. 

'  As  Paley  remarks  oZ  yf,  the  common  reading  can  scarcely  be  right. 
He  suggests  for  the  tense  ol  /«'  iTrnait'unruc. 
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a  name  alike  in  heaven  and  earth  ;  for,  after  taming  pathless 
wilds  and  raging  sea,  he  by  his  single  might  raised  up 
again  the  honours  of  the  gods  when  sinking  before  man's 
impiety ;  wherefore  ^  I  counsel  thee,  do  not  wish  him  dire 
mishaps. 

Iris.  Spare  us  thy  advice  on  Hera's  and  my  schemes. 

Mad.  I  seek  to  turn  thy  steps  into  the  best  path  instead 
of  into  this  bad  one. 

Iris.  'Twas  not  to  practise  self-control  that  the  wife  of 
Zeus  sent  thee  hither. 

Mad.  I  call  the  sun-god  to  witness  that  herein  I  am 
acting  against  my  will ;  but  if  indeed  I  must  forthwith  serve 
thee  and  Hera  and  follow  you  in  full  cry  ^  as  hounds  follow 
the  huntsman,  why  go  I  will ;  nor  shall  ocean  with  its 
moaning  waves,  nor  the  earthquake,  nor  the  thunderbolt 
with  blast  of  agony  be  half  so  furious  as  the  headlong  rush  ' 
I  will  make  into  the  breast  of  Heracles;  through  his  roof  will 
I  burst  my  way  and  swoop  upon  his  house,  after  first  slaying 
his  children  ;  nor  shall  their  murderer  know  that  he  is  killing 
his  own-begotten  babes,  till  he  is  released '  from  my  madness. 
Behold  him  !  see  how  even  now  he  is  wildly  tossing  his 
head  at  the  outset,  and  rolling  his  eyes  fiercely  from  side 
to  side  without  a  word ;  nor  can  he  control  his  panting 
breath ;  but  like  a  bull  in  act  to  charge,  he  bellows  fearfully, 
calling  on  the  goddesses  of  nether  hell.  Soon  will  I  rouse 
thee  to  yet  wilder  dancing  and  sound  a  note  of  terror  in 
thine  ear.  Soar  away,  O  Iris,  to  Olympus  on  thy  honoured 
course ;  while  I  unseen  will  steal  into  the  halls  of  Heracles. 

\_Exeunt  Iris  and  Madness. 

'  Reading  aoi  S'. 

^  Retaining   the   old   reading   iTrtppoif^Sriv   9'.      But  the  passage  is 
probably  corrupt.     For  the  attempted  rendering  I  am  indebted  to  the 
note  o^/  /oc.  in  Hutchinson  and  Gray's  edition  of  this  play. 
vra^ia  Spafiov^ai  (Hermannj. 

*  vipy  (Hermann). 
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Cho.'  Alas  !  alas !  lament,  O  city ;  the  son  of  Zeus,  thy 
fairest  bloom,  is  being  cut  down. 

(i.)  Woe  is  thee,  Hellas  I  that  wilt  cast  from  thee  thy 
benefactor,  and  destroy  him  as  he  madly,  wildly  dances 
where  no  pipe  is  heard. ^ 

{2.)  She  is  mounted  on  her  car,  the  queen  of  sorrow  and 
sighing,  and  is  goading  on  her  steeds,  as  if  for  outrage,  the 
Gorgon  child  of  night,  with  hundred  hissing  serpent-heads, 
Madness  of  the  flashing  eyes. 

(3.)  Soon  hath  the  god  changed  his  good  fortune ;  soon 
will  his  children  breathe  their  last,  slain  by  a  flither's  hand. 

(4.)  Ah  me!  alas!  soon  will  vengeance,  mad,  relentless, 
lay  low  by  a  cruel  death  thy  unhappy  son,  O  Zeus,  ex 
acting  a  full  penalty. 

(5.)  Alas,  O  house  !  the  fiend  begins  her  dance  of  death 
without  the  cymbal's  crash,  with  no  glad  waving  of  the  wine- 
god's  staff. 

(6.)  Woe  to  these  halls  !  toward  bloodshed  she  moves, 
and  not  to  pour  libations^  of  the  juice  of  the  grape. 

(7.)  O  children,  haste  to  fly  ;  that  is  the  chant  of  death  her 
piping  plays. 

(8.)  Ah,  yes  !  he  is  chasing  the  children.  Never,  ah  1 
never  will  Madness  lead  her  revel  rout  in  vain. 

(9.)  Ah  misery  ! 

(10.)  Ah  me  !  how  I  lament  that  aged  sire,  that  mother 
too  that  bore  his  babes  in  vain. 

(11.)  Look!  look  ! 

(12.)  A  tempest  rocks  the  house;  the  roof  is  falling  with  it. 

(13  )  Oh  !  what  art  thou  doing,  son  of  Zeus  ? 

(14.)  Thou  art  sending  hell's  confusion  against  thy  house, 
as  erst  did  Pallas  on  Enceladus.     . 

Mes.  Ye  hoary  men  of  eld  ! 

*   In  the  following  distribution  of  lines  Paley's  text  follows  Dimlorf's. 
^  Reailing  avavXoiQ  with  Tyrwhitt. 
'  \i>i;3a<;,  Barnes. 
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Cho.  Why,  oh  !  why  this  loud  address  to  me? 

Mes.  Awful  is  the  sight  within  ! 

Cho.  No  need  for  me  to  call  another  to  announce  that. 

Mes.  Dead  lie  the  children. 

Cho.  Alas  ! 

Mes.  Ah  weep  !  for  here  is  cause  for  weeping. 

Cho.  a  cruel  murder,  wrought  by  parents'  hands  ! 

Mes.  No  words  can  utter  more  than  we  have  suffered. 

Cho.  What,  canst  thou  prove  this  piteous  mischief  was  a 
father's  outrage  on  his  children  ?  Tell  me  how  these  heaven- 
sent woes  came  rushing  on  the  house ;  say  how  the  children 
met  their  sad  misch  mce. 

Mes.  Victims  to  purify  the  house  were  stationed  before 
the  altar  of  Zeus,  for  Heracles  had  slain  and  cast  from 
his  halls  the  king  of  the  land.  There  stood  his  group  of 
lovely  children,  with  his  sire  and  Megara ;  and  already  the 
basket  was  being  passed  round  the  altar,  and  we  were 
keeping  holy  silence.  But  just  as  Alcmena's  son  was  bring- 
ing the  torch  in  his  right  hand  to  dip  it  in  the  holy  water,' 
he  stopped  without  a  word.  And  as  their  father  imgered, 
his  children  looked  at  him  ;  and  lo  !  he  was  changed  ;  his 
eyes  were  rolling;  he  was  quite  distraught;  his  eyeballs 
were  bloodshot  and  starting  from  their  sockets,  and  foam 
was  oozing  down  his  bearded  cheek.  Anon  he  spoke, 
laughing  the  while  a  madman's  laugh,  "  Father,  why  should 
I  sacrifice  before  I  have  slain  Eurystheus,  why  kindle  the 
I)urifying  flame  and  have  the  toil  twice  over,  when  I  might 
at  one  stroke  so  fiiirly  end  it  all?  Soon  as  I  have  brought 
the  head  of  Eurystheus  hither,  I  will  cleanse  my  hands 
for  those  already  slain.  Spill  the  water,  cast  the  baskets 
from  your  hands.  Ho  !  give  me  now  my  bow  and '  club  ! 
To  famed  Mycenae  will  I  go ;  crow-bars  and  pick-axes  must 

'  A  lighted  brand  from  the  altar  was  dipped  in  the  holy  water,  and 
those  present  were  sprinkled  with  it. 
'  Jveading  rig  <^',  Barnes. 
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I  take,  for  I  will  heave  from  their  very  base  with  iron  levers 
those  city-walls  which  the  Cyclopes  squared  with  red  plumb- 
line  and  mason's  tools." 

Then  he  set  out,  and  though  he  had  no  chariot  there,  he 
thought  he  had,  and  was  for  mounting  to  its  seat,  and  using 
a  goad  as  though  his  fingers  really  held  one.     A  twofold 
feeling  filled  his  servants'  breasts,  half  amusement,  and  half 
fear;  and  one  looking  to  his  neighbour  said,  "  Is  our  master 
making  sport  for  us,  or  is  he  mad  ?  "    But  he  the  while  was 
pacing  to  and  fro  in  his  house ;  and,  rushing  into  the  men's 
chamber,  he  thought  he  had  reached  the  city  of  Nisus,' 
albeit  he  had  gone  into  his  own  halls.     So  he  threw  himself 
upon  the  floor,  as  if  he  were  there,  and  made  ready  to  feast. 
But  after  waiting  a  brief  space  he  began  saying  he  was  on 
his  way  to  the  plains  amid  the  valleys  of  the  Isthmus ;  and 
then  stripping  himself  of  his  mantle,  he  fell  to  competing 
with  an  imaginary  rival,  o'er  whom   he  proclaimed  himself 
victor  with  his  own  voice,  calling  on  imaginary  spectators  to 
listen.    Next,  fancy  carrying  him  to  Mycenae,  he  was  uttering 
fearful  threats  against  Eurystheus.  Meantime  his  father  caught 
him  by  his  stalwart  arm,  and  thus  addressed  him,  "  My  son, 
what  meanest  thou  hereby?   What  strange  doings  are  these? 
Can  it  be  that  the  blood  of  thy  late  victims  has  driven  thee 
frantic?"    But  he,  supposing  it  was  the  father  of  Eurystheus 
striving  in  abject  supplication  to  touch  his  hand,  thrust  him 
aside,  and  then  against  his  own  children  aimed  his  bow  and 
made  ready  his  quiver,  thinking  to  slay  the  sons  of  Eurys- 
theus.    And  they  in  wild  affright  darted  hither  and  thither, 
one  to  his  hapless  mother's  skirts,  another  to  the  shadow 
of  a  pillar,  while  a  third  cowered  'neath  the  altar  like  a 
bird.     Then  cried  their  mother,  "  O  father,  what  art  thou 
doing?  dost  mean  to  slay  thy  children  ?  "    Likewise  his  aged 
sire  and  all  the  gathered  servants  cried  aloud.    But  he,  hunting 

'  Megara. 
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the  child  round  and  round  the  column,  in  dreadfiil  circles,' 
and  coming  face  to  face  with  him  shot  him  to  the  heart- 
and  he  fell  upon  his  back,  sprinkling  the  stone  pillars  with 
blood  as  he  gasped  out  his  life.  Then  did  Heracles  shout 
for  joy  and  boasted  loud,  **  Here  lies  one  of  Eurystheus' 
brood  dead  at  my  feet,  atoning  for  his  father's  hate."  Against 
a  second  did  he  aim  his  bow,  who  had  crouched  at  the 
altar's  foot  thinking  to  escape  unseen.  But  ere  he  fired, 
the  poor  child  threw  himself  at  his  father's  knees,  and' 
flinging  his  hand  to  reach  his  beard  or  neck,  cried,  "Oh  !  slay 
me  not,  dear  father  mine  !  I  am  thy  child,  thine  own ;  'tis 
no  son  of  Eurystheus  thou  wilt  slay." 

But  that  other,  with  savage  Gorgon-scowl,  as  the  child 
now  stood  in  range  of  his  baleful  archery,  smote  him  on  the 
head,  as  smites  a  smith  his  molten  iron,  bringing  down  his 
club  upon  the  fair-haired  boy,  and  crushed  the  bones.     The 
second  caught,  away  he  hies  to  add  a  third  victim  to  the 
other  twain.     But  ere  he  could,  the  poor  mother  caught  up 
her  babe  and  carried  him  within  the  house  and  shut  the 
doors ;  forthwith  the  madman,  as  though  he  really  were  at  the 
Cyclopean   walls,  prizes  open  the  doors  with    levers,  and, 
hurling  down  their  posts,  with  one  fell  shaft  laid  low  his 
wife  and  child.     Then  in  wild  career  he  starts  to  slay  his 
aged  sire;  but  lo  !  there  came  a  phantom,— so  it  seemed  to 
us  on-lookers,— of  Pallas,  with  plumed  helm,'  brandishing 
a  spear ;  and  she  hurled  a  rock  against  the  breast  of  Heracles, 
which  stayed   him   from  his  frenzied  thirst  for  blood  and 
plunged  him  into  sleep ;  to  the  ground  he  fell,  smiting  his 
back  against  a  column  that  had  fallen  on  the  floor  in  twain 
when  the  roof  fell  in.     Thereon  we  rallied  from  our  flight, 
and  with  the  old  man's  aid  bound  him  fast  with  knotted 
cords  to  the  pillar,  that  on  his  awakening  he  might  do  no 

Reading  roptfvfia  with  Matthiae  for  roptv^ia.     Others  irop^vpia. 
Reading  tTriXo^y  rop^.     Wakefield's  correction  of  the  corrupt  lid 

\o0y  KtaiK 


202 


EURIPIDES. 


[L.  1013-1077 


HERACLES    MAD. 


203 


further  mischief.  So  there  he  sleeps,  poor  wretch  !  a  sleep 
that  IS  not  blest,  having  murdered  wife  and  children  ;  nay, 
for  my  part  I  know  not  any  son  of  man  more  miserable  than 

^'  ^^  [^AvV  Messenger. 

Cho.  Thai  murder'  wrought  by  the  daughters  of  Danaus 
whereof  my  native  Argos  wots,  was  formerly  the  most  famous 
and   notor.ous  '  in  Hell.is  ;    but    this    hath  surpassed  and 
outdone  those  previous  horrors.     I  could  tell  of  the  murder 
of  that  poor  son  of  Zeus,  whom  Procne,  mother  of  an  only 
child,   slew   and  offered    to  the   Muses;'    but   thou   hadst 
three  children,  wretched  parent,*  and  all  of  them  hast  thou 
in  thy  frenzy  slain.     What  groans  or  wails  [what   funeral 
dirge,]  or  chant  of  death  am  I  to  raise?     Alas  and  woe  ! 
see,  the  bolted  doors  of  the  lofty  palace  are  being  rolled 
apart.     Ah  me  I    behold  these  children  lying  dead  before 
their  wretched  father,  who  is  sunk   in  awful  slumber  after 
shedding  their  blood.'     Round  him  are  bonds  and  cords, 
made  fist  with  many  a  knot  about  the  body  of  HeraciesI 
and  lashed  to  the  stone  columns  of  his  house.     While  he] 
the  aged  sire,  like  mother-bird  wailing  her  unfledged  brood,' 
comes  hasting  hither  with  halting  steps  on  his  bitter  journey. 
\^The palace  doors  opc'/ti/ij^  Msdosi  Heracles  iying 
asleep^  bound  to  a  shattered  column. 

Amp.  Softly,  softly!   ye  aged  sons  of  Thebes,  let  him 
sleep  on  and  forget  his  sorrows. 


»  !>.,  of  the  sons  of  .Egyptus,  to  whom  they  were  married. 

'^  Rea.linjj  apiaroq,  for  which  many  editors  give  r/V.crroi  after  Musgrave. 
'.If.,  Itys,  whose  murder  by  his  mother,  by  becoming  a  theme  for 
l)oets,  was  an  offering  to  the  Muses 

*  The  words  0,  ^a^.,  for  which  Canter  proposed  J,  Zim,  are  corrupt 
and  no  certam  emendation  has  Inren  offered.  Dindorf  i,  raXav  In 
1.  1024  Kirchhoff  inserts  o^  before  Aioio^i.  Lines  1025.6  are  also 
corrupt.  In  the  translation  iq  is  omitted  with  Dobree,  and  rouor, 
Pa  ey  s  suggestion  for  xop«.'.  adopted.  The  words  bracketed  are  pro- 
liabiy  a  gloss.  '^ 

*.-  Tfii^u/i'  ^'ivoiK     So  Dobree. 


Cho.  For  thee,  old  friend,  I  weep  and  mourn,  for  the 
children  too  and  that  victorious  chief. 

Amp.  Stand  further  off,  make  no  noise  nor  outcry,  rouse 
him  not  from  his  calm  deep  slumber.^ 

Cho.  O  horrible  !  all  this  blood — 

Amp.   Hush,  hush  !  ye  will  be  my  ruin. 

Cho.  That  he  has  spilt  is  rising  up  against  him. 

Amp.  Gently  raise  your  dirge  of  woe,  old  friends  ;  lest  he 
wake,  and,  bursting  his  bonds,  [destroy  the  city,/  rend  his 
sire,  and  dash  his  house  to  pieces. 

Cho.  I  cannot  possibly  speak  lower. 

Amp.  Mush!  let  me  note  his  breathing;  come,  let  me 
put  my  ear  close. 

Cho.  Is  he  sleeping  ? 

Amp.  Aye,  that  is  he,  a  deathly  sleep,  having  slain  wife 
and  children  with  the  arrows  of  his  twanging  bow. 

Cho.  Ah  I  mourn — 

Amp.  Indeed  I  do. 

Cho.  The  children's  death ; 

Amp.  Ah  me  ! 

Cho.  And  thy  own  son's  doom. 

Amp.  Ah  misery  ! 

Cho.  Old  friend — 

Amp.  Hush  !  hush  !  he  is  turning  over,  he  is  waking  !  Oh  ! 
let  me  hide  myself  beneath  the  covert  of  yon  roof. 

Cho.  Courage  !  darkness  still  broods  o'er  thy  son's  eye. 

Amp.  Oh  !  beware ;  'tis  not  that  I  shrink  from  leaving 
the  light  after  my  miseries,  poor  wretch  !  but  should  he 
slay  me  that  am  his  father,  then  will  he  be  devising 
mischief  on  mischief,  and  to  the  avenging  curse  will  add  a 
])arent's  blood. 

'  Lines  1047-50  are  full  of  corruption.  By  adopting  Fix's  reading 
Wii'  kv  r  tavoi'O'y  a  f)ossible  rendering  is  obtained,  but  the  corruption 
probably  goes  deeper,  and  is  unfortunately  not  confined  to  this  passage. 

■'*  diroXti  :r<?\ii',  regarded  by  Nauck  as  spurious. 
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Cho.  Well  for  thee  hadst  thou  died  in  that  day,  when,  to 
win  thy  wife,  thou  didst  go  forth'  to  exact  vengeance  for 
her  slain  brethren  by  sacking  the  Taphians'  sea-beat  town^ 

Amp.  Fly,  fly,  my  aged  friends,  haste  from  before  the 
palace,  escape  his  waking  fury !  For  soon  will  he  heap  up 
fresh  carnage  on  the  old,  ranging  wildly  once  more*  throu^rli 
the  streets  of  Thebes. 

Cho.  O  Zeus,  why  hast  thou  shown  such  savage  hate 
against  thine  own  son  and  plunged  him  in  this°sea  of 
troubles  ? 

Her.  {waking.)  Aha!  my  breath  returns;  I  am  alive;  and 
my  eyes  resume  their  function,  opening  on  the  sky  and 
earth  and  yon  sun's  darting  beam ;  but  how  my  senses  reel ! 
m  what  strange  turmoil  am  I  plunged !  my  fevered  breath  in 
quick  spasmodic  gasps  escapes  my  lungs.     How  now  ?  why 
am   I   lying  here,  made  fast  with  cables  like  a  ship,   my 
brawny  chest  and  arms  tied  to  a  shattered  piece  of  masonry, 
with  corpses  for  my  neighbours  ;  while  o'er  the  floor  my  bow 
and  arrows  are  scattered,  that  erst  like  trusty  squires  to  my 
arm  both  kept  me  safe  and  were  kept  safe  of  me  ?     Surely 
I  am  not  come  a  second  time  to  Hades'  halls,  having  just 
returned  from  thence  *  for  Eurystheus  ?     No,  I  do  not  see 
Sisyphus  with  his  stone,  or  Pluto,  or  his  queen,  Demeter's 
child.     Surely  I  am  distraught ;  I  cannot  remember '  where 
I  am.    Ho,  there  !  which  of  my  friends  is  near  or  far  to  help 
me  in  my  perplexity?     For  I  have  no  clear  knowledge  of 
things  once  familiar. 

'   Reading  with  Matthiae  ;,ioXf  j.-  Uirpaliuv, 

»  According  to  the  legend  Alcmena's  brothers  had  been  slain  in  war 
by  the  Taphians  ;  whereupon  she  promised  towed  the  man  whoavenced 
their  death.  ** 

^  Reading  with  Nauck  uu'  av  ^aKxevmi. 

*  Botheand  Paley  conjecture  i^"A,cou  (or  uq"A.Sou  ;  Pierson  reads 
tiToXaic,. 

'  Reading  with  Nauck  a/ii-ij/ioiw. 
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A.MP.  My  aged  friends,  shall  I  approach  the  scene  of  mv 
sorrow  ?  ^ 

Cho.  Yes,  and  let  me  go  with  thee,  nor  desert  thee  in  thv 
trouble.  ^ 

Hkr.  Father,    why  dost   thou  weep  and  veil   thy  eyes 
standmg  aloof  from  thy  beloved  son  ?  -^     ^     » 

Amp.  My  child  !  mine  still,  for  all  thy  misery. 

Her.  ^Vhy,  what  is  there  so  sad  in  my  case  that  thou 
dost  weep.^ 

Amp.  I'hat  which  might   make   any  of  the  gods  weep 
were  he  to  suffer  so.  &  1 , 

Her.  a  bold  assertion  that,  but  thou  art  not  yet  explain- 
ing what  has  happened. 

Amp    Thine  own  eyes  see  that,  if  by  this  time  thou  art 
restored  to  thy  senses. 

Her.'  Fill  in  thy  sketch  if  any  change  awaits  my  life 
Amp.  I  Will  explain,  if  thou  art  no  longer  mad  as  a  fiend 
of  hell. 

Her.  God  help  us  !  what  suspicions  these  dark  hints  of 
thine  again  excite  ! 

Amp.  I  am  still  doubtful  whether  thou  art  in  thv  sober 
senses.  ^ 

Her.  /never  remember  being  mad. 

Amp.  Am  I  to  loose  my  son,  old  friends,  or  uhat? 

Her.  Loose  and  say  who  bound  me;  for  I  feel  shame  at 
this. 

Amp.  Rest  content  with  what  thou  knowest  of  thy  woes  • 
the  rest  forego.  ' 

Her.  Enough  !     I  have  no  wish  to  probe  thy  silence  * 
Amp.  O  Zeus,  dost  thou  behold  these  deeds  proceeding 
from  the  throne  of  Hera  ?  ^6 

*  Nauck  places  this  and  the  next  line  after  1121 
rl  |f"^^'"'"S.^^^  «J^  ^^^^ding  with  Paley.     Heath 'proposes  to  read  the 
I  wan::;  lZ:r'  ''  ^''-'^^'^^^-^  "--  -^ence  tell  me  what 
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Her.  What!  have  I  suffered  something  from  her  enmity? 
Amp.  a  truce  to  the  goddess!  attend  to  thy  own  troubles. 
Her.  I  am  undone;  what  mischance  wilt  thou  unfold? 
Amp.  See  here  the  corpses  of  thy  children. 
Her.  O  horror !  what  hideous  sight  is  here  ?  ah  me  ! 
Amp.  My  son,  against  thy  children  hast  thou  waged  un- 
natural war. 

Her.  War!  what  mcanst  thou?  who  killed  these? 
Amp.  Thou  and  thy  bow  and  some  god,  whoso  he  be  that 
is  to  blame. 

Her.  What  sayst  thou?  what  have  I  done?  speak,  father, 
thou  messenger  of  evil. 

Amp.  Thou  wert  distraught ;  'tis  a  sad  explanation  thou 
art  asking. 

Her.  Was  it  I  that  slew  my  wife  also? 
Amp.  Thy  own  unaided  arm  hath  done  all  this. 
Her.  Ah,  woe  is  me  !  a  cloud  of  sorrow  wraps  me  round. 
Amp.  The  reason  this  that  I  lament  thy  fate. 
Her.   Did  I  dash  my  house  to  pieces  or  incite  '  others 
thereto  ? 

Amp.  Naught  know  I  save  this,  that  thou  art  utterly 
undone. 

Her.  Where  did  my  frenzy  seize  me?  where  did  it  destroy 
me  ? 

Amp.  In  the  moment  thou  wert  purifying  thyself  with 
fire  at  the  altar. 

Her.  Ah  me  !  [why  do  I  spare  my  own  life  when  I  have 
taken  that  of  my  dear  children  ?J  -  Shall  I  not  hasten  to  leaj) 
from  some  sheer  rock,  or  aim  the  sword  against  my  heart 
and  avenge  my  children's  blood,  or  burn  my  body  '  in  the 

*  »/  '/^arx«t.(T'  wliich  is  the  old  reading.    Hermann  proposes  U^/iKxfi'n'. 
'  Paley  regards  this  passage  as  a  spurious  supplement  to  olfioi  which 
stands  extra  metrum. 

^  To  complete  this  imperfect  line  Dindorf  conjectures  ri]vh  r»/j'  i^ii^v 
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fire  and  so  avert  from  my  life  the  infamy  which  now  awaits 
me  ? 

But  hither  I  see  Theseus  coming  to  check  my  deadly 
counsels,  my  kinsman  and  friend.  Now  shall  I  stand 
revealed,  and  the  dearest  of  my  friends  will  see  the  pollu- 
tion I  have  incurred  by  my  children's  murder.  Ah,  woe  is 
me  !  what  am  I  to  do  ?  \V here  can  I  find  release  from  my 
sorrows?  shall  I  take  wings  or  plunge  beneath  the  earth? 
Come,'  let  me  veil  my  head  in  darkness ;  for  I  am  ashamed 
of  the  evil  I  have  done,  and,  since  for  these''  I  have 
incurred  fresh  blood-guiltiness,  I  would  fain  not  harm  the 
innocent. 

The.  I  am  come,  and  others  with  me,  young  warriors 
from  the  land  of  Athens,  encamped  at  i)resent  by  the 
streams  of  Asopus,  to  help  thy  son,  old  friend.  For  a 
rumour  reached  the  city  of  the  Erechthidse,  that  Lycus  had 
usurped  the  scei)tre  of  this  land  and  was  become  your 
enemy  even  to  battle.  Wherefore  I  came  making  recom- 
pense for  the  former  kindness  of  Heracles  in  saving  me  from 
the  world  below,  if  haply  ye  have  any  need  of  such  aid  as  I 
or  my  allies  can  give,  old  prince. 

Ha!    what  means    this   heap  of  dead   upon   the    floor? 
Surely  I  have  not  delayed  too  long  and  come  too  late  to 
check   a   revolution  ?     Who    slew    these   children  ?   whose 
wife  is  this  I  see?     Boys  do  not  go  to  battle;  nay,  it  must 
be  some  other  strange  mischance  I  here  discover. 
Amp.  O  king,  whose  home  is  that  olive-clad  hill  !' 
The.  Why  this  piteous  prelude  in  addressing  me? 
A.MP.  Heaven  has  afflicted  us  with  grievous  suffering. 
The.  Whose  be  these  children,  o'er  whom  thou  weepest? 
Amp.  My  own  son's  children,  woe  is  him  !   their  father 
and  butcher  both  was  he,  Jiardening  his  heart  to  the  bloody 
deed. 

*  Paley  proposes  to  supply  the  lacuna  by  reading  dvrtnivtov, 

*  rwj^f,  Kirchhoff.  *  j\e.^  the  Acropolis  of  Athens. 
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The.  Hush  !  good  words  only  ! 
Amp.  I  would  I  could  obey  !  ^ 
The.  What  dreadful  words  ! 

Amp.  Fortune  has  spread  her  wings,  and  we  are  ruined, 
ruined. 

The.  What  meanest  thou?  what  hath  he  done? 

Amp.  Slain  them  in  a  wild  fit  of  frenzy  with  arrows  dipped 
in  the  venom  of  the  hundred-headed  hydra. 

The.  This  is  Hera's  work ;  but  who  lies  there  among  the 
dead,  old  man? 

Amp.  My  son,  my  own  enduring  son,  that  marched  with 
gods  to  Phlegra's  plain,  there  to  battle  with  giants  and  slay 
them,  warrior  that  he  was. 

The.  Ah,  woe  for  him  !  whose  fortune  was  e'er  so  curst  as 
his? 

Amp.  Never  wilt  thou  find  another  that  hath  borne  a 
larger  share  of  suffering  or  been  more  fatally  deceived. 

The.  Why  doth  he  veil  his  head,  poor  wretch,  in  his 
rcbe  ? 

Amp.  He  is  ashamed  to  meet  thine  eye ;  his  kins- 
man's kind  intent  and  his  children's  blood  make  him 
abashed. 

The.  But  I  come  to  sympathize  ;  ^  uncover  him. 

Amp.  My  son,  remove  that  mantle  from  thine  eves,  throw 
it  from  thee,  show  thy  face  unto  the  sun  ;  a  counterpoise 
to  weeping  is  battling  for  the  master)'.'  In  suppliant  wise  I 
entreat  thee,  as  I  grasp  thy  beard,  thy  knees,  thy  hands,  and 
let  fall  the  tear  from  my  old  eyes.  O  my  child  !  restrain  thy 
savage  lion-like  temper,  for  thou  art  rushing  forth  on  an 

*  Paley  reads  lirayyiWuQ,  i.e.,  "you  tell  me  to  speak  good  words, 
and  I  wish  I  could." 

'  Reading  u/f  trvvaXyCJv  y  the  conjecture  of  Wakefield. 

^  Hermann  explains  this  obscure  phrase  as  meaning,  •*  friendship  for 
Theseus,  a  weighty  motive,  is  trying  to  make  you  show  your  face  quite 
as  much  as  grief  is  inducing  you  to  cover  it." 
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unholy  course'  of    bloodshed,  eager   to  join  mischief   to 
mischief. 

The.  What  ho  !  To  thee  I  call  who  art  huddled  there  in 
thy  misery,  show  to  thy  friends  thy  face;  for  no  darkness 
is  black  enough  to  hide  thy  sad  mischance.  Why  dost  thou 
wave  thy  hand  at  me,  signifying  murder?  is  it  that  I 
may  not  be  polluted  by  speaking  with  thee  ?  If  I  share 
thy  misfortune,  what  is  that  to  me  ?  For  if"  I  too  had  luck 
in  days  gone  by,  I  must  refer  it  to  the  time  when  thou 
didst  bring  me  safe  from  the  dead  to  the  light  of  life.  I 
hate  a  friend  whose  gratitude  grows  old ;  one  who  is  ready  to 
enjoy  his  friends'  prosperity  but  unwilling  to  sail  in  the 
same  ship  with  them  when  their  fortune  lours.  Arise,  unveil 
thy  head,  poor  wretch  !  and  look  on  me.  The  gallant  soul 
endures  without  a  word  such  blows  as  heaven  deals. 

Her.  O  Theseus,  didst  thou  witness  this  struggle  with 
my  children  ? 

The.  I  heard  of  it,  and  now  I  see  the  horrors  thou 
meanest. 

Her.  Why  then  hast  thou  unveiled  my  head  to  the  sun  ? 

The.  Why  have  1  ?  Thou,  a  man,  canst  not  pollute 
what  is  of  God. 

Her.  Fly,  luckless  wretch,  from  my  unholy  taint. 

The.  The  avenging  fiend  goes  not  forth  from  friend  to 
friend.^ 

Her.  For  this  I  thank  thee ;  I  do  not  regret  the  service 
I  did  thee. 

The.  While  I,  for  kindness  then  received,  now  show  my 
pity  for  thee. 

Her.  Ah  yes !  I  am  a  piteous  object,  a  murderer  of  my 
own  sons. 

'  Reading  ^pofiov,  Reiske. 

*  Adopting  Kirchhoff's  most  plausible  correction  «t  for  ra». 

•  i.r.y  where  there  was  no  enmity  on  earth,  there  could  be  no  dXaffrtnc 
after  death. 
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The.  I  weep  for  thee  in  thy  changed  fortunes. 
Her.   Didst  ever  find  another  more  afflicted  ? 
The.  Thy  misfortunes  reach  from  earth  to  heaven. 
Her.  Therefore  am  I  resolved  on  death. 

The.   Dost  thou   suppose  the  gods  attend  to  these  thy 
threats  ? 

Her.  Remorseless  hath  heaven  been  to  me  ;   so  I  will 
prove  the  like  to  it. 

The.   Hush  !  lest  thy  presumption  add  to  thy  sufferings. 
Her.  My  barque  is  freighted  full  with  sorrow;  there  is 
no  room  to  stow  aught  further. 

The.  What  wilt   thou  do?    whither  is  thy  fury  driftiuLr 
thee?  ^ 

Her.  I  will  die  and  return  to  that  world  below  whence  I 
have  just  come. 

The.  Such  language  is  fit  for  any  common  fellow. 
Her.  Ah  !    thine  is  the  advice  of  one  outside   sorrow's 
pale. 

The.  Are  these  indeed  the  words  of  Heracles,  the  much- 
enduring? 

Her.  Never  so  much  as  this  though.     Endurance  must 
have  a  limit.^ 

The.  Is  this  man's  benefactor,  his  chiefest  friend? 
Her.  Man  brings  no  help  to  me  ;    no  !    Hera  has  her 


way 


The.  Never  will  Hellas  suffer  thee  to  die  through  sheer 
j)erversity. 

Her.  Hear  me  a  moment,  that  I  may  enter  the  lists  with 
arguments  in  answer  to  thy  admonitions  ;  and  I  will  unfold 
to  thee  why  life  now  as  well  as  formerly  has  been  unbearable 
to  me.  First  I  am  the  son  of  a  man  who  incurred  the  guilt 
of  blood,  before  he  married  my  mother  Alcmena,  by  slaying 
her  aged  sire.'     Now  when  the  foundation  is  badly  laid  at 

'  Readinnr  fv /itrpy,  Hermann. 

'  Ampliitryon  had  killed  Electryon. 
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birth,  needs  must  the  race  be  cursed  with  woe  ;  and  Zeus, 
whoever  this  Zeus  may  be,  begot  me  as  a  butt  for  Hera's 
hate  ;  yet  be  not  thou  vexed  thereat,  old  man  ;  for  thee 
rather  than  Zeus  do  I  regard  as  my  father.  Then  whilst  I 
was  yet  being  suckled,  that  bride  of  Zeus  did  foist  into  my 
cradle  fearsome  snakes  to  compass  my  death.  After  I  was 
grown  to  man's  estate,  of  all  the  toils  I  then  endured  what 
need  to  tell  ?  of  all  the  lions,  Typhons  triple-bodied,  and 
giants  that  I  slew;  or  of  the  battle  I  won  against  the  hosts  of 
four-legged  Centaurs?  or  how  when  I  had  killed  the  hydra, 
that  monster  with  a  ring  of  heads  with  power  to  grow  again, 
I  passed  through  countless  other  toils  besides  and  came  unto 
the  dead  to  fetch  to  the  light  at  the  bidding  of  Eurystheus 
the  three-headed  hound,  hell's  porter.  Last,  ah,  woe  is  me ! 
have  I  perpetrated  this  bloody  deed  to  crown  the  sorrows  of 
my  house  with  my  children's  murder.  To  this  sore  strait 
am  I  come  ;  no  longer  may  I  dwell  in  Thebes,  the  city  that 
I  love ;  for  suppose  I  stay,  to  what  temple  or  gathering  of 
friends  shall  I  repair?  For  mine  is  no  curse  that  invites 
address.  Shall  I  to  Argos  ?  how  can  I,  when  I  am  an  exile 
from  my  country?  Well,  is  there  a  single  other  city  I  can 
fly  to?  And  if  there  were,  am  I  to  be  looked  at  askance  as  a 
marked  man,  branded  '  by  cruel  stabbing  tongues,  "  Is  not 
this  the  son  of  Zeus  that  once  murdered  wife  and  children  ? 
Plague  take  him  from  the  land  !" 

Now  to  one  who  was  erst  called  happy,  such  changes  are 
a  grievous  thing ;  though  he  who  is  always  unfortunate  ' 
feels  no  such  pain,  for  sorrow  is  his  birthright.  This, 
methinks,  is  the  piteous  pass  I  shall  one  day  come  to;  earth, 
for  instance,  will  cry  out  forbidding  me  to  touch  her,  the  sea 
and  the  river-springs  will  refuse  me  a  crossing,  and  I  shall 


'  Reading  KtjXi^ovfievoi^  Hermann's  correction  of  KXy^cvxovfiivot,  a 
very  doubtful  word  explained  V)y  Matthiae  as  meaning  •♦harassed  by 
being  kept  under  close  observation." 
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become  like  Ixion  who  revolves  in  chains  upon  that  wheel/ 
Wherefore '  this  is  best,  that  henceforth  I  be  seen  by  none 
of  the  Hellenes,  amongst  whom  in  happier  days  I  lived  in 
bliss.  What  right  have  I  to  live  ?  what  profit  can  I  have  in 
the  possession  of  a  useless,  impious  life '  ?  So  let  that  noble 
wife  of  Zeus  break  forth  in  dancing,  beating  with  buskined 
foot  on  heaven's  bright  floor;*  for  now  hath  she  worked  her 
heart's  desire  in  utterly  confounding  the  chiefest  of  Hellas' 
sons.  Who  would  pray  to  such  a  goddess?  Her  jealousy  of 
Zeus  for  his  love  of  a  woman  hath  destroyed  the  benefactors 
of  Hellas,  guiltless  though  they  were. 

Cho.  This  is  the  work  of  none  other  of  the  gods  than  the 
wife  of  Zeus ;  thou  art  right  in  that  surmise. 

'^"^ '  rather  than  to  go  on  suffering.      There 

IS  not  a  man  alive  that  hath   wholly  'scaped   misfortune's 
tamt,  nor  any  god  either,  if  what  poets  sing  is  true.     Have 
they  not  intermarried  in  ways  that  law  forbids  ?     Have  they 
not  throvTn  fathers  into  ignominious  chains  to  gain  the  sove- 
reign power?   Still  they  inhabit  Olympus  and  brave  the  issue 
of  their  crimes.    And  yet  what  shalt  thou  say  in  thy  defence 
if  thou,  a  child  of  man,  dost  kick  against  the  pricks  of  fate' 
while  they  do  not  ?     Nay,  then,  leave  Thebes  in  compliance 
with  the  law,«  and  come  with  me  to  the  city  of  Pallas.  There 
when  I  have  purified  thee  of  thy  pollution,  will  I  give  thee 
temples  and  the  half  of  all  I  have.     Yea,  I  will  give  thee  all 
those  presents  I  received  from  the  citizens  for  saving  their 
children,  seven  sons  and  daughters  seven,  in  the  day  I  slew 

^  apfiarifXarov,  Musgrave. 
^  Reading  Trpot;  rrn'r',  Nauck. 
'  Reading  /3ioroi',  Nauck. 

*  Reading  Slot'  iriSov,  the  variation  adopted  by  Nauck. 

«  Scaliger  first  noticed  that   something  was  Manting  before  1    r^^ 
The  sense  is  thus  supplietl  by  Paley,  - 1  cannot  advise  you  to  die  by 
your  own  hand,"  etc.     Paley  also  assigns  lines  1311-12  to  the  Chorus 
rather  than  to  Theseus. 

•  Which  forba<ie  murderers  to  reside  in  their  own  city. 
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the  bull  of  Crete ;  ^  for  I  have  plots  of  land  assigned  me 
throughout  the  country;  these  shall  henceforth  be  called 
after  thee  by  men,  whilst  thou  livest;  and  at  thy  death,  when 
thou  art  gone  to  Hades'  halls,  the  city  of  Athens  shall  unite 
in  exalting  thy  honour  with  sacrifices  and  a  monument  of 
stone.  For  'tis  a  noble  crown  for  citizens  to  win  from  Hellas, 
even  a  reputation  fair,  by  helping  a  man  of  worth.  This 
is  the  return  that  I  will  make  thee  for  saving  me,  for  now 
art  thou  in  need  of  friends.  [But  when  heaven  delights  to 
honour  a  man,  he  has  no  need  of  friends ;  for  the  god's  aid, 
when  he  chooses  to  give  it,  is  enough.*  ] 

Her.  Tush  !  this  is  quite  beside  the  question  of  my  trou- 
bles. For  my  part,  I  do  not  believe  that  the  gods  indulge 
in  unholy  unions ;  and  as  for  putting  fetters  on  parents'  hands, 
I  have  never  thought  that  worthy  of  credit,  nor  will  1  now  be 
so  persuaded,  nor  again  that  one  god  is  naturally  lord  and 
master  of  anotlier.  For  the  deity,  if  he  be  really  such,  has 
no  wants  ;  these  are  miserable  fictions  of  the  poets.  But  I, 
for  all  my  piteous  plight,  reflected  whether  I  should  let 
myself  be  branded  as  a  coward  for  giving  up  my  life.  For 
whoso  schooleth  not  his  frail  mortal  nature  to  bear  fate's 
buffets  as  he  ought,  will  never  be  able  to  withstand  even  a 
man's  weapon.  I  will  harden  my  heart  against'  death 
and  seek  thy  city,  with  grateful  thanks  for  all  thou  offerest 
me. 

Of  countless  troubles  have  I  tasted,  God  knows,  but  never 
yet  did  I  faint  at  any  or  shed  a  single  tear ;  nay,  nor  ever  dreamt 
that  I  should  come  to  this,  to  let  the  tear-drop  fall.  But  now, 
it  seems,  I  must  be  fortune's  slave.  Well,  let  it  pass ;  old 
father  mine,  thou  seest  me  go  forth  to  exile,  and  in  me  be- 
holdest  my  own  children's  murderer.    Give  them  burial,  and 

'  t.e.f  the  Minotaur. 

'  Paley  and  Nauck  both  regard  these  lines  as  spurious. 
So  Paley,   reading  tyco^rf^/ycrw.      Madvig  iyKo^rtp  .ffup  with   no 
stop  after  /StXot. 
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lay  them  out  in  death  with  the  tribute  of  a  tear,  for  the  law 
forbids  my  doing  so.     Rest '  their  heads  upon  their  mother's 
bosom  and  fold  them  in  her  arms,  sad  pledges  of  our  union, 
whom  I,  alas  !  unwittingly  did  slay.     And  when  thou   hast 
buried  these  dead,  live  on  here  still,  in  bitterness  mayl)e, 
but  still  [constrain  thy  soul  to  share  my  sorrows].-     O  chil- 
dren I  he  who  begat  you,  your  own  Hither,  hath  been  your 
destroyer,  and  ye  have  had  no  profit  of  my  triumphs,  all  my 
restless  toil  to  win  you  a  fair  name  in  life, '  a  glorious  guerdon 
from  a  sire.     Thee  too,  unhappy  wife,  this  hand  hath  slain, 
a  poor  return  to  make  thee  for  preserving  mine  honour  so 
safe,  for  all  the  weary  watch  thou  long  hast  kept  within  my 
house.     Alas  for  you,  my  wife,  my  sons  !  and  woe  for  me, 
how  sad  my  lot,  cut  off  from  wife  and  child  !     Ah  I  these 
kisses,  bitter-sweet  !  these  weapons  which  'tis  pain  to  own  ! 
I  am  not  sure  whether  to  keep  or  let  them  go ;  dangling  at 
my  side  they  thus  will  say,  "  With  us  didst  thou  destroy 
children  and  wife  ;  we  are  thy  children's  slayers,  and  thou 
keepest  us."   Shall  I  carry  them  after  that?  what  answer  citli 
I  make  ?     Yet,  am  I  to  strip  me  of  these  weajxjns,  the  com- 
rades of  my  glorious  career  in  Hellas,  and  put  myself  thereby 
in  the  power  of  my  foes,  to  die  a  death  of  shame  ?     No !  I 
must  not  let  them  go,  but  keep  them,  though  it  grieve  me. 
In  one  thing,  Theseus,  help  my  misery ;  come  to  Ar^os  with 
me  and  aid  in  settling  my  reward  for  bringing  Cerberus 
thither  ;  lest,  if  I  go  all  alone,  my  sorrow  for  my  sons  do  me 
some  hurt. 

O  land  of  Cadmus,  and  all  ye  folk  of  Thebes!  cut  off  your 
hair,  and  mourn  with  me  ;  go  to  my  children's  burial,  and 
with  united  dirge  lament  alike  the  dead  and  me;  for  on  all  of 
us  hath  Hera  inflicted  the  same  cruel  blow  of  destniction. 

The.  Rise,  unhappy  man  :  thou  hast  had  thy  fill  of  tears. 

*   Paley  assumes  the  loss  of  a  line  before  this. 
^  Nauck  re^'ards  this  line  as  spurious. 
'  Reading  t<c/4o;^6>u»v  f3iov. 
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Her.  I  cannot  rise ;  my  limbs  are  rooted  here. 

The.  Yea,  even  the  strong  are  o'erthrown  by  mis- 
fortunes. 

Her.  Ah  !  would  I  could  grow  into  a  stone  upon  this 
spot,  oblivious  of  trouble  ! 

The.   Peace  !  give  thy  hand  to  a  friend  and  helper. 

Her.  Nay,  let  me  not  wipe  off  the  blood  upon  thy  robe. 

The.  Wipe  it  off  and  spare  not ;  I  will  not  say  thee  nay. 

Her.  Reft  of  my  own  sons^  I  find  thee  as  a  son  to  me. 

The.  Throw  thy  arm  about  my  neck ;  I  will  be  thy 
guide. 

Her.  a  pair  of  friends  in  sooth  are  we,  but  one  a  man  of 
sorrows.  Ah  I  aged  sire,  this  is  the  kind  of  man  to  make  a 
friend. 

Amp.  Blest  in  her  sons,  the  country  that  gave  him 
birth  ! 

Her.  O  Theseus,  turn  me  back  again  to  see  my  babes. 

The.  What  charm  dost  think  to  find  in  this  to  soothe  thy 
soul? 

Her.  I  long  to  do  so,  and  would  fain  embrace  my  sire. 

Amp.  Here  am  I,  my  son  ;  thy  wish  is  no  less  dear 
to  me. 

The.   Hast  thou  so  short  a  memory  for  thy  troubles? 

Her.  All  that  I  endured  of  yore  was  easier  to  bear  than 
this. 

The.  If  men  see  thee  play  the  woman,  they  will  scoff. 

Her.'  Have  I  by  living  grown  so  abject  in  t/iy  sight? 
'twas  not  so  once,  methinks. 

The.  Aye,  too  much  so;  for  how  dost  show  thyself  the 
glorious  Heracles  of  yore? 

Her.  What  about  thyself?  what  kind  of  hero  wert  thou 
when  in  trouble  in  the  world  below  ? 

The.  I  was  worse  than  anyone  as  far  as  courage  went. 

'  The  next  two  lines  are  extremely  obscure,  and  very  probably  the 
text  is  corrupt. 
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The.  Forward  ! 
Her.  Farewell,  my  aged  sire  ' 
Amp.  Farewell  to  thee,  my  son  ! 
Her.  Bury  my  children  as  I  said 

Amp.  But  who  will  bury  me,  my  son  ? 
Her.  I  will. 

Amp.  When  wilt  thou  come? 

robbed  or.,,  .t  5r„rL:,,r" '"' "  '='' ""'  "•>•■ 
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DRAMATIS    PERSON/E. 

JOCASTA. 

Old  Retain kr. 
Antigone. 

Chorus  of  Pikknician  Maidens. 

Pol  YN  ICES. 

Eteoclks. 

Creon. 

Teiresias. 

Menceceus. 

First  Messenger. 

Second  Messenger. 

CEdipus. 


Scene.— Before  the  roy.nl  palnce  at  Thebes. 


THE    PHCENICIAN    MAIDENS. 

Joe.  O  sun-god,  wlio  cleavest  thy  way  along  the  starry 
sky,  mounted  on  golden-studded  car,  rolling  on  thy  path 
of  flame  behind  fleet  coursers,  how  curst  the  beam 
thou  didst  shed  on  Thebes,  the  day  that  Cadmus  left 
Phoenicia's  realm  beside  the  sea  and  reached  this  land  ! 
He  it  was  that  in  days  long  gone  wedded  Harmonia,  the 
daughter  of  Cypris^  and  begat  Polydore  from  whom  they  say 
sprung  Labdacus,  and  Laius  from  him.  I  am  known  as  the 
daughter  of  Menceceus,  [and  Creon  is  my  brother  by  the 
same  mother.  *  ]  Men  call  me  Jocasta,  for  so  my  father  named 
me,  and  I  am  married  to  Laius.  Now  when  he  was  still 
childless  after  being  wedded  to  me  a  long  time,  he  went 
and  questioned  Phoebus,  craving  moreover  that  our  love 
might  be  crowned  with  sons  born  to  his  house.  But  the  god 
said,  "  King  of  Thebes  for  horses  famed  !  seek  not  to  beget 
children  against  the  \Vill  of  heaven ;  for  if  thou  beget  a 
son,  that  child  shall  slay  thee,  and  all  thy  house  shall  wade 
through  blood."  But  he,  yielding  to  his  lust  in  a  drunken 
fit,  begat  a  son  of  me,  and  when  his  babe  was  born,  con- 
scious of  his  sin  and  of  the  god's  warning,  he  gave  the  child  to 
shepherds  to  expose  in  Hera's  meadow  on  mount  Cithaeron, 
[after  piercing  his  ankles  with  iron  spikes ;  whence  it  was 
that  Hellas  named  him  Oedipus] .^     But  the  keepers  of  the 

Dindorfand  Paley  regard  this  line  as  spurious. 
'  Lines  26-7  are  rejected  by  Paley,  though  the  etymology  of  CEdipus, 
i.e.,  ♦♦  the  swollen-footed,"  is  certainly  in  the  style  of  Euripides.      . 
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horses  of  Polyhus  finding  him  took  him  home  and  laid  him 
in  the  arms  of  their  mistress.     So  she  suckled  the  child  that 
I  had  born  and  persuaded  her  husband  she  was  its  mother. 
Soon  as  my  son  was  grown  to  man's  estate,  the  tawny  beard 
upon  his  cheek,  either  because  he  had  guessed  the  fraud 
or  learnt  it  from  another,  he  set  out  for  the  shrine  of  Phoebus, 
eager  to  know  for  certain  who  his  parents  were ;  and  like- 
wise  Laius,  my  husband,  was  on  his  way  thither,  anxious  to 
find  out  if  the  child  he  had  exposed  was  dead.     And  they 
twain   met  where  the    branching  roads    to   Phocis  unite;* 
and  the  charioteer  of  Laius  called  to  him,  -  Out  of  the  way, 
stranger,  room  for  my  lord  ! "     But  he,  with  never  a  word, 
strode  on  in  his  pride  ;  and  the  horses  with  their  hoofs  drew 
blood  from  the  tendons  of  his  feet.     Then— but  why  need 
I  tell  aught  beyond  the  sad  issue?— son  slew  father,  and 
taking  hu  chariot  gave  it  to  Polybus  his  foster-father.    Now 
when  the  Sphinx  was  grievously  harrying  our  city  after  my 
husband's  death,  my  brother  Creon  proclaimed  that  he  would 
wed  me  to  any  who  should  guess  the  riddle  of  that  crafty 
maiden.     By  some  strange  chance,  my  own  son,  (Edipus, 
guessed  the  Sphinx's  riddle,  and  so  he  became  king  of  this 
land  and  received  its  sceptre  as  his  prize,  and  married  his 
mother,  all  unwitting,  luckless  wretch  !  nor  did  I  his  mother 
know   that    I    was   wedded   to    my  son;    and   I   bore  him 
two    sons,    Eteocles    and    the    hero    Polynices,   and    two 
daughters  as  well ;  the  one  her  father  called  Ismene,  the 
other,  which  was  the  elder,  1  named  Antigone.     Now  when 
CEdipus,  that  awful  sufferer,  learnt  that  I  his  wedded  wife 
was  his  mother  too,   he  inflicted  a  ghastly   outrage  upon 
his  eyes,  tearing  the  bleeding  orbs  with  a  golden  brooch. 
But   since   my  sons   have  grown    to   bearded    men,    ihey 
have   confined    their   father   closely,    that    his    misfortune, 
needmg  as  it  did  full  many  a  shift  to  hide  it,  might  be  for- 

'  ''.^..  at  the  junction  of  the  roads  from   Corinth  and   Thebes  to 
Delphi. 
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gotten.  He  is  still  living  in  the  palace,  but  his  misfortunes 
have  so  unhinged  him  that  he  imprecates  the  most  unholy 
curses  on  his  sons,  praying  that  they  may  have  to  draw  the 
sword  before  they  share  this  house  between  them.  So  they, 
fearful  that  heaven  may  accomplish  his  prayer  if  they  dwell 
together,  have  made  an  agreement,  arranging  that  Polynices, 
the  younger,  should  first  leave  the  land  in  voluntary  exile, 
while  Eteocles  should  stay  and  hold  the  sceptre  for  a  year 
and  then  change  places.  But  as  soon  as  Eteocles  was  seated 
high  in  power,  he  refused  to  give  up  the  throne,  and  drove 
Polynices  into  exile  from  the  kingdom  ;  so  Polynices  went 
to  Argos  and  married  into  the  family  of  Adrastus,  and  having 
collected  a  numerous  force  of  Argives  is  leading  them  hither ; 
and  he  is  come  up  against  our  seven-gated  walls,  demanding 
the  sceptre  of  his  father  and  his  share  in  the  kingdom. 
Wherefore  I,  to  end  their  strife,  have  prevailed  on  one  son  to 
meet  the  other  under  truce,  before  appealing  to  arms ;  and 
the  messenger  I  sent  tells  me  that  he  will  come.  O  Zeus, 
whose  home  is  heaven's  radiant  vault,  save  us,  and  grant 
that  my  sons  may  be  reconciled  !  For  thou,  if  thou  art  really 
wise,  must  not   suffer  the  same  poor  mortal  to  be  for  ever 

^^■'■^^^'hed.  [^£xi/  JOCASTA. 

Old  Ri:t.  (From  the  roof.)  Antigone,  choice  blossom  in  a 
father's  house,  although  thy  mother  allowed  thee  at  thy 
earnest  entreaty  to  leave  thy  maiden  chamber  for  the  top- 
most story  of  the  house,  thence  to  behold  the  Argive  host, 
yet  stay  a  moment  that  I  may  first  reconnoitre  the  path, 
whether  there  be  any  of  the  citizens  visible  on  the  road, 
lest  reproach,  little  as  it  matters  to  a  slave  like  me,  fasten 
on  ihee,  my  royal  mistress ;  and  when  I  am  quite  sure  I 
will  tell  thee  everything  that  I  saw  and  heard  from  the 
Argives,  when  I  carried  the  terms  of  the  truce  to  and  fro 
between  this  city  and  Polynices.  lAfter  a  slight  pause.] 
No,  there  is  no  citizen  approaching  the  palace  ;  so  mount 
the  ancient  cedar   steps,   and    view   the   plains   that  skirt 
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Ismenus  and  the  fount  of  Dirce  to  see  the  mighty  host  of 
foemen. 

Ant.  Stretch  out  thy  hand  to  me  from  the  stairs,  the 
hand  of  age  to  youth,  helping  me  to  mount. 

Old  Ret.  There  !  clasp  it,  my  young  mistress;  thou  art 
come  at  a  lucky  moment ;  for  Pelasgia's  host  is  just  upon  the 
move,  and  their  several  contingents  are  separating. 

Ant.  O  Hecate,'  dread  child  of  Latona  !  the  plain  is  one 
blaze  of  bronze. 

Old  Ret.  Ah  !  this  is  no  ordinary  home-coming  of  Poly- 
nices  ;  with  many  a  knight  and  clash  of  countless  arms  he 
comes. 

Ant.  Are  the  gates  fast  barred,  and  the  brazen  bolts '  shot 
home  into  Amphion's  walls  of  stone  ? 

Old  Ret.  Never  fear  !  all  is  safe  within  the  town.  But 
mark  him  who  cometh  first,  if  thou  wouldst  learn  his  name. 

Ant.  Who  is  that  with  the  white  crest,  who  marches  in 
the  van,  lightly  bearing  on  his  arm  a  buckler  all  of  bronze  ? 

Old  Ret.  A  chieftain,  lady— 

Ant.  Who  is  he?  whose  son?  his  name?  tell  me,  old 
man. 

Old  Ret.  Mycence  claims  him  for  her  son  ;  in  Lerna's 
glens  he  dwells,  the  prince  Hippomedon. 

Ant.  Ah  !  how  proud  and  terrible  his  mien  !  like  to  an 
earth-born  giant  he  moves,  with  stars  engraved  upon  his 
targe,  resembling  not  a  child  of  earth. 

Old  Ret.  Dost  see  yon  chieftain '  crossing  Dirce's 
stream  ? 

Ant.  His  harness  is  quite  different.     Who  is  that  ? 

*  Mecate  is  invoked  as  the  sender  of  all  sudden  or  appalling  sights. 

'  Following  the  reading  in  Paley's  text,  which,  however,  is  in  some 
way  faulty,  as  he  points  out.  His  own  suggestion  is  apa  KvXatQ  «:Xy0.;«u»/ 
XaXKoSer   tfi^^oXa. 

'  Some  MSS.,  but  not  the  best,  contain  the  word  \oxay6v  after  Icutp. 
Kifchhoff  omits  it.     tov  d'  is  Porson's  correction  for  r6t-i\ 
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Old  Ret.  Tydeus,  the  son  of  CEneus;  trucEtolian  spirit 
fires  his  breast. 

Ant.  Is  this  he,  old  man,  who  wedded  a  sister  of  the  wife 
of  Polynices  ?  What  a  foreign  look  his  armour  has  '  a  half, 
barbarian  he  ! 

Old  Ret.  Yes,  my  child  ;  all  .4^tolians  carry  shields,  and 
are  most  unerring  marksmen  with  their  darts. 

Ant.  How  art  thou  so  sure  of  these  descriptions  old 
man  ?  ' 

Old  Ret.  I  carefully  noted  the  blazons  on  their  shields 
before  [when  I  went  with  the  terms  of  the  truce  to  thy 
brother^];  so  when  I  see  them  now  I  know  who  carry  them. 

Ant.  Who  is  that  youth  passing  close  to  the  tomb  of 
Zethus,  with  long  flowing  hair,  but  a  look  of  fury  in  his  eye  ? 
is  he  a  captain  ?■'  for  crowds  of  warriors  follow  at  his  heels. 

Old  Ret.  That  is  Parthenopaeus,  Atalanta's  son. 

Ant.  May  Artemis,  who  hies  o'er  the  hills  with  his  mother, 
lay  hmi  low  with  an  arrow,  for  coming  against  my  city  to 
sack  it !  ^ 

Old  Ret.  May  it  be  so,  my  daughter ;  but  with  justice 
are  they  come  hither,  and  my  fear  is  that  the  gods  will  take 
the  rightful  view.^ 

Ant.  Where  is  he  who  was  born  of  the  same  mother  as  I 
was  by  a  cruel  destiny  ?  Oh  !  tell  me,  old  friend,  where 
Polynices  is. 

Old  Ret.  He  is  yonder,  ranged  next  to  Adrastus  near 
the  tomb  of  Niobe's  seven  unwed  daughters.    Dost  see  him? 

Ant.  I  see  him,  yes  !  but  not  distinctly;  'tis  but  the  out- 
line of  his  form,  the  semblance  of  his  stalwart  limbs  I  see. 

^  Probably  interpolated  from  line  97  to  explain  rore. 
The  old  copies  assigned  the  single  word  Xoxayof  to  the  ^ai^aya>yo^ ; 
the  next  sentence  being  regarded  as  an  exclamation  by  Antigone    "  whit 
a  crowd  follows  him  !  "    But  the  correction  of  Markland,  here  followed 
IS  now  generally  adopted. 

».^.,  uphold  the  justice  of  the  enemy's  cause. 
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Would  I  could  speed  through  the  sky,  swift  as  a  cloud  before 
the  wind,  towards  my  own  dear  brother,  and  throw  my 
arms  about  my  darling's  neck,  so  long,  poor  boy  !  an  exile. 
How  bright  his  golden  weapons  flash  like  the  sun-god's 
morning  rays  ! 

Old  Ret.  He  will  soon  be  here,  to  fill  thy  heart  with 
joy,  according  to  the  truce. 

Ant.  Who  is  that,  old  man,  on  yonder  car  driving  snow, 
white  steeds  ? 

Old  Ret.  That,  lady,  is  the  prophet  Amphiaraus;  with 
him  are  the  victims,  whose  streaming  blood  the  thirsty  earth 
will  drink.' 

Ant.  Daughter  of  Latona^  with  the  dazzling  zone  O 
moon,  thou  orb  of  golden  light !  how  quietly,  with  what 
restraint  he  drives,  goading  first  one  horse,  then  the  other  '  ^^ 
But  where  is  Capaneus  who  utters  those  dreadful  threats 
against  this  city  ? 

Old  Ret.  Yonder  he  is,  calculating  how  he  may  scale 
the  towers,  taking  the  measure  of  our  walls  from  base  to 
summit. 

Ant.  O  Nemesis,  with  booming  thunder-peals  of  Zeus  and 
blazing  levin-light,  thine  it  is  to  silence  such  presumptuous 
boasting.    Is  this  the  man,  who  says*  he  will  give  the  maids 
of  Thebes  as  captives  of  his  spear  to  Mycenae's  dames 
to  Lerna's  Trident,'  and  the  waters  of  Amymone,  dear  to 

'  Reading  y,}c  <pi\a.fiurov  poai,  which  the  Schol.  found  as  well  as 
^XaiftaTot.      Musgrave  changes  poai  into  xoai. 

^  Reading  with  Badham  Aarov^:  for  'AXiov. 

3  This  passage  is  corrupt  ;  how  far  so  it  is  difficult  to  say  The 
meaning  supplied  by  the  Schol.  for  fura^lpu,^  has  no  parallel,  though  it 
IS  hard  to  see  what  else  it  can  mean  if  genuine. 

*  Paley,  to  complete  the  sense  and  metre,  adds  X^y«  after  7r«pi/3aAJ,r. 

TfHaita.     Accordmg  to  the  Schol.  there  was  a  place  called  Triaena 

or  «'the  Trident"  in  Argolis  ;  so  called  because  Poseidon  struck  the 

ground  with  his  trident  and  caused  a  fountain  to  ap,>ear  on  the  sml 

from  which  he  carried  off  Amymone,  one  of  the  Danaids. 


Poseidon,  when  he  has  thrown  the  toils  of  slavery  round 
them  ?  Never,  never,  Artemis,  my  queen  revered,  child  of 
Zeus  with  locks  of  gold,  may  I  endure  the  yoke  of  slavery  ! 
Old  Ret.  My  daughter,  go  within,  and  abide  beneath  the 
shelter  of  thy  maiden  chamber,  now  that  thou  hast  had  thy 
wish  and  seen  all  that  thy  heart  desired ;  for  I  see  a  crowd 
of  women  moving  toward  the  royal  palace,  confusion  reign- 
ing in  the  city.  Now  the  race  of  women  by  nature  loves 
scandal ;  and  if  they  get  some  slight  handle  for  their  gossip 
they  exaggerate  it,  for  they  seem  to  take  a  pleasure  in  say- 
ing ever}'thing  bad  of  one  another. 

[Exeunt  Antigone  and  Old  Retainer. 
Cho.  From  the  Tyrian  main  I  come,  an  offering  choice 
for  Loxias  from  a  Phoenician  isle,  to  minister  to  PhcEbus  in 
his  halls,  where  his  fane  lies  nestling  'neath  the  snow- 
swept  peaks  of  Parnassus;  over  the  Ionian  sea  I  rowed  '  my 
course,  for  above  the  plains  unharvested,^  that  fringe  the 
coast  of  Sicily,  the  boisterous  west-wind  coursed,  piping 
sweetest  music  in  the  sky. 

Chosen '  from  my  city  as  beauty's  gift  for  Loxias,  to  the 
land  of  Cadmus  I  came,  sent  thither  to  the  towers  of  Laius 
the  home  of  my  kin,  the  famous  sons  of  Agenor ;  and  there 
I  became  the  handmaid  of  Phoebus,  dedicated  like  his 
offerings  of  wrought  gold.  But  as  yet  the  water  of  Castaly 
is  waiting  for  me  to  bedew  the  maiden  glory  of  my  tresses 
for  the  service  of  Phoebus. 

Hail !  thou  rock  that  kindlest  bright  fire  above  the  twin- 
I)eaked  heights  of  Dionysus.  Hail !  thou  vine,  that,  day  by 
day,  makest  the  lush  bunches  of  thy  grapes  to  drip.     Hail  ! 

'  The  meaning  seems  to  be  that  the  ship  had  to  be  rowed  because  an 
adverse  west-wind  blew  from  Sicily. 

'  />.,  the  sea. 
It  is  usual  for  strophe  and  antistrophe  to  begin  with  a  new  sentence  ; 
so  Paley  suggests  a  full  stop  at  KiXafrifia,  and  the  omission  of  ^«  after 
Kaffiiiuv.     Nauck  also  punctuates  thus. 
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av^ful  cavern  of  the  serpent,  and  the  god's  outlook  on  the 
hills,  and  sacred  mount  by  snow-storms  lashed  !  would.  I 
were  now  circling  in  the  dance  of  the  deathless '  god   free 
from  wild  alarms,  having  left  Dirce  ere  this  for  the  vales  of 
Phoebus  at  the  centre  of  the  world  1     But  now  I  find  the 
impetuous  god  of  war  is  come  to  battle  before  these  walls 
and  hath  kindled  murder's  torch  in  this  city.     God  grant  he 
fail  !  for  a  friend's  sorrows  are  also  mine  ;  and  if  this  land 
with  Its  seven  towers  suffer  any  mischance.  Phoenicia's  realm 
must  share  it.     Ah  me  !  our  stock  is  one ;  all  children  we  of 
10,  that  horned  maid,  whose  sorrows  I  partake.    Around  the 
city  a  dense  array  of  serried  shields  is  rousing  the  spectre    of 
bloody  strife,  whose  issue  Ares  shall  soon  learn  to  his  cost, 
If  he  brings  upon  the  sons  of  CEdipus  the  horrors  of  the 
curse^      O  Argos,   city  of  Pelasgia !   I  dread  thy  prowess 
and  the  vengeance  Heaven  sends ;  for  he  who  cometh  against 
our  home  in  full  panoply  is  entering  the  lists  with  justice  on 
his  side.  ^ 

Vou  Those  who  kept  watch  and  ward  at  the  gate  admitted 
me  so  readily  within  the  walls  that  my  only  fear  is,  that  now 
they  have  caught  me  in  their  toils,  they  will  not  let  me  out 

1"  iTh  I  '  f  '  ■""!'  '"'"  "'^  '^^  '"  ^"^'y  direction,  hither 
and  thither,  to  guard  against  all  treachery.  Armed  with  this 
sword,  though,  I  shall  inspire  myself  with  the  confidence 
born  of  boldness.  [5/ar//«^.]  What  ho  -  who  goes  there  ? 
>r  is  It  an  idle  sou„d  I  fear  i>  Everything  seems  a  danger  to 
venturous  spims  when  their  feet  begin  to  tread  an  enemy's 
country.  Still  I  trust  my  mother,  and  at  the  same  time 
mistrust  her  for  persuading  me  to  come  hither  under  truce. 

'  Adopting  Porson's  conjecture,  AOayarov,  i.,.,  Apollo ;  it  is  hard  lo 

*  <nch^i<i,  but  perhaps  <T/}^a  should  be  read. 

*  i.e.,  the  curse  invoked  by  CEdipus  on  his  sons. 
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Well,  there  is  help  at  hand,  for  the  altar's  hearth  is  close 
and  there  are  people  in  the  palace.  Come,  let  me  sheath 
my  sword  in  its  dark  scabbard  and  ask  these  maidens 
standing  near  the  house,  who  they  are. 

Ladies  of  another  land,  tell  me  from  what  country  ye 
come  to  the  halls  of  Hellas. 

Cho.  Phoenicia  is  my  native  land  where  I  was  born  and 
bred ;  and  Agenor's  children's  children  sent  me  hither  as  a 
first-fruits  of  the  spoils  of  war  for  Phoebus ;  but  when  the 
noble  son  of  CEdipus  was  about  to  escort  me  to  the  hallowed 
oracle  and  the  altars  of  Loxias,  came  Argives  meantime 
against  his  city.  Now  tell  me  in  return  who  thou  art  that 
comest  to  this  fortress  of  the  Theban  realm  with  its  seven 
gates. 

Pol.  My  father  was  CEdipus,  the  son  of  Laius;  my  mother 
Jocasta,  daughter  of  Menoeceus ;  and  I  am  called  Polynices 
by  the  folk  of  Thebes. 

Cho.  O  kinsman  of  Agenor's  race,  my  royal  masters  who 
sent  me  hither,  at  thy  feet,  prince,  I  throw  myself,  according 
to  the  custom  of  my  home.  At  last  art  thou  come  to 
thy  native  land ;  at  last !  Hail  to  thee  !  all  hail !  Come 
forth,  my  honoured  mistress,  open  wide  the  doors.  Dost 
hear,  O  mother  of  this  chief?  Why  art  thou  delaying  to 
leave  the  sheltering  roof  to  fold  thy  son  in  thy  embrace  ? 

Joe.  Maidens,  I  hear  you  call  in  your  Phoenician  tongue, 
and  my  old  feet  drag  their  tottering  steps  to  meet  my 
son.'  O  my  son,  my  son,  at  last  after  many  a  long  day 
I  see  thee  face  to  face ;  throw  thy  arms  about  thy 
mother's  bosom ;  reach  hither  thy  cheek  to  me  and  thy 
dark  locks  of  clustering  hair,  o'ershadowing  my  neck  there- 
with. Hail  to  thee  !  all  hail  !  scarce  now  restored  to  thy 
mother's  arms,  when  hope  and  expectation  both  were  dead. 

'  The  reading  of  lines  301-3  is  very  uncertain.  Paley's  text  is  followed 
here  and  in  the  next  six  lines,  though  he  expresses  suspicion  of  the 
received  reading. 
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What  can  I  say  to  thee?  how  recall  in  every  way  •  by  word 
by  deed,  .he  bliss  of  days  long  past,  exprlingmy' jorfn 
he  mazy  measures  of  the  dance?    Ah !  my  son  thou  dfdst 
leave  thy  father's  halls  desolate,  when  thy  brother's  desSe 
drove  thee  thence  in  exile.    Truly  thou  wert  missed  ahke  by 
thy   fnends  and   Thebes.     This    was   why  I    cut   off  mv 
severed  locks  and  let  them  fall  for  grief  ^ith  many  a  te"' 
not  clad  m  robes  of  white,  my  son.  but  instead  thereof  taking 
for  my  wear  these  sorry  sable  tatters ;  while  within  the  palacf 
that  aged  one  w.th  sightless  orbs,  ever  nursing  the  sorrCof 
a  double  regret  for  the  pair  of  brethren  arranged   from 
or  b   th?''         "^  '°^  hands  upon  himself  with  fhe  sword 
or  by  the  noose  suspended  o'er  his  chamber-roof,  moaning  his 
curses  on  h,s  sons;  and  now  he  buries  himsel  in  darknes 
weepmg  ever  and  lamenting.     And  thou,  my  child  -I  heT; 

hvlov'i;  'th    h  "  "'T  '"  1''  ^"'  "'  ^^e^"-«  -children  .0 
thy  joy  m  thy  home;  they  tell  me  thou  art  courting  a  foreign 

alhance,  a  ceaseless  regret  to  me  thy  mother  and  to  lS^us 
thy  ances  or,  to  have  this  woful   marriage  foisted   on   us 
Twas  no  hand  of  mme  that  lit  for  thee^e  marriage-torch 
as  custom  ordains  and  as  a  happy  mother  ought  TnTptl 
had  Ismenusat  thy  wedding  in  supplying  the  luxurious  bafh  • 
and  there  was  s.lence  through  the  streets  of  Thebes  what 
Ume  thy  young  bride  entered  her  home.     Curses  on  ihim 
«^ether  .t  be  the  sword  or  strife  or  thy  sire  that  is  to  bC; 
or  heaven  s  vs.tafon  that  hath  burst  so  riotously  upon  the 


1     ''- 


^a.     So  the  MSS.,  but  Paley  reads  a^a^a^ou. 
^  avuaa  ,rsu0H.     Hermann's  emendation. 

wc  TrpiTTii,  rejected  by  Nauck. 
*  The  ordinary  reading  is  almost  certainly  corrupt  •  Palev's  .t,a<r.,,-^ 
correction  g,ves  a  possible  meaning  and   is   not^  swL  "f^^^^^ 

rouirnC^^irlc^'^hi  td^S^^^^  ^^~  Lm^h^ 

as  transferred  to  the  native  r^ver  of  ThLs^^  '""'^"  ''  ''''  '^^''^ 
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house  of  CEdipus ;  for  on  me  is  come  all  the  anguish  of  these 
troubles. 

Cho.  Wondrous  dear  to  woman  is  the  child  of  her 
travail,  and  all  her  race  hath  some  affection  for  its 
babes. 

Pol.  Mother,  I  have  come  amongst  enemies  wisely  or 
foolishly;  but  all  men  needs  must  love  their  native  land; 
whoso  saith  otherwise  is  pleased  to  say  so  but  his  thoughts 
are  turned  elsewhere.  So  fearful  was  I  and  in  such  terror, 
lest  my  brother  might  slay  me  by  treachery  that  I  made  my 
way  through  the  city  sword  in  hand,  casting  my  eyes  all 
round  me.  My  only  hope  is  the  truce  and  thy  plighted 
word  which  induced  me  to  enter  my  paternal  walls ;  and 
many  a  tear  I  shed  by  the  way,  seeing  after  a  weary  while 
my  home  and  the  altars  of  the  gods,  the  training  ground, 
scene  of  my  childhood,  and  Dirce's  founts  from  which  I 
was  unjustly  driven  to  sojourn  in  a  strange  city,  with  tears 
ever  gushing  from  mine  eyes.  Yea,  and  to  add  to  my  grief 
I  see  thee  with  hair  cut  short  and  clad  in  sable  robe  ; ' 
woe  is  me  for  my  sorrows  ! 

How  terrible,  dear  mother,  is  hatred  'twixt  those  once 
near  and  dear ;  how  hard  it  makes  all  reconciliation  ! '  What 
doth  my  aged  sire  within  the  house,  his  light  all  darkness 
now  ?  what  of  my  sisters  twain  ?  Ah  !  they,  I  know,  bewail 
my  bitter  exile. 

Joe.  Some  god  with  fell  intent  is  plaguing  the  race  of 
(Edipus.  Thus  it  all  began;  I  broke  God's  law  and 
bore  a  son,  and  in  an  evil  hour  married  thy  father  and 
thou  wert  born.  But  why  repeat  these  horrors?  what 
Heaven  sends  we  have  to  bear.     I  am  afraid  to  ask  thee 

•  Line  372  is  rejected  as  spurious  by  Kirchhoff  and  Nauck  ;  if  it  is 
retamed  dXyoi  must  stand  in  apposition  to  the  sentence  somewhat 
awkwardly. 

'  Lme  375  is  not  found  in  some  copies,  says  the  Schol.  Usener  goes 
further  and  rejects  lines  375-8. 
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what  I  fain  would,  for  fear  of  wounding  thy  feelings ;    yet  I 
long  to. 

Pol.  Nay,  question  me,  leave  naught  unsaid;  for  thy  will, 
mother,  is  my  pleasure  too. 

Joe.  Well  then,  first  I  ask  thee  what  I  long  to  have 
answered.  What  means  exile  from  one's  country?  is  it  a 
great  evil  ? 

Pol.  The  greatest ;  harder  to  bear  than  tell. 

Joe.  What  is  it  like  ?  what  is  it  galls  the  exile? 

Pol.  One  thing  most  of  all ;  he  cannot  speak  his  mind. 

Joe.  This  is  a  slave's  lot  thou  describest,  to  refrain  from 
uttering  what  one  thinks. 

Pol.  The  follies  of  his  rulers  must  he  bear. 

Joe.  That  too  is  bitter,  to  join  in  the  folly  of  fools. 

Pol.  Yet  to  gain  our  ends  we  must  submit  against  our 
nature. 

Joe.  Hope,  they  say,  is  the  exile's  food. 
Pol.  Aye,  hope  that  looks  so  fair;  but  she  is  ever  in  the 
future. 

Joe.  But  doth  not  time  expose  her  futility? 
Pol.  She  hath  a  certain  winsome  charm  in  misfortune. 
Joe.  Whence  hadst  thou  means  to  live,  ere  thy  marriage 
found  it  for  thee  ? 

Pol.  One  while  I  had  enough  for  the  day,  and  then 
maybe  I  had  it  not. 

Joe.  Did  not  thy  father's  friends  and  whilom  guests  assist 
thee? 

Pol.  Seek  to  be  prosperous ;  once  let  fortune  lour,  and 
the  aid  supplied  by  friends  is  naught. 

Joe.  Did  not  thy  noble  breeding  exalt  thy  horn  for 
thee  ? 

Pol.  Poverty  is  a  curse;  breeding  would  not  find  me  food. 
Joe.    Man's    dearest    treasure    then,    it    seems,    is    his 
country. 

Pol.  No  words  of  thine  could  tell  how  dear. 


if 


THE   PHCENICIAN    MAIDENS. 


231 


Joe  How  was  it  thou  didst  go  to  Argos  ?  what  was  thy 
scheme  ? 

Pol.  I  know  not ;  the  deity  summoned  me  thither  in 
accordance  with  my  destiny. 

Joe.  He  doubtless  had  some  wise  design  ;  but  how  didst 
thou  win  thy  wife  ?  ^ 

Pol.  Loxias  had  given  Adrastus  an  oracle. 

Joe.  What  was  it  ?  what  meanest  thou  ?     I  cannot  guess. 

Pol.  That  he  should  wed  his  daughters  to  a  boar  and  a 
lion. 

Joe.  What  hadst  thou,  my  son,  to  do  with  the  name  of 
beasts  ? 

Pol.  It  was  night  when  I  reached  the  porch  of  Adrastus. 

Joe.  In  search  of  a  resting-place,  or  wandering  thither  in 
thy  exile  ? 

Pol.  Yes,  I  wandered  thither ;  and  so  did  another  like 
me. 

Joe.  Who  was  he  ?  he  too  it  seems  was  in  evil  plight. 

Pol.  Tydeus,  son  of  CEneus,  was  his  name. 

Joe.  But  why  did  Adrastus  Hken  you  to  wild  beasts  ? 

Pol.  Because  we  came  to  blows  about  our  bed. 

Joe.  Was  it  then  that  the  son  of  Talaus  understood  the 
oracle  ? 

Pol.  Yes,  and  he  gave  to  us  his  daughters  twain. 

Joe.  Art  thou  blest  or  curst  in  thy  marriage  ? 

Pol.  As  yet  I  have  no  fault  to  find  with  it. 

Joe.  How  didst  thou  persuade  an  army  to  follow  thee 
hither? 

Pol.  To  me  and  to  Tydeus  who  is  my  kinsman  by  mar- 
riage,' Adrastus  sware  an  oath,  even  to  the  husbands  of  his 
daughters  twain,  that  he  would  restore  us  both  to  our  country, 
me  first.  So  many  a  chief  from  Argos  and  Mycenae  has  joined 
me,  doing  me  a  bitter  though  needful  service,  for  *tis  against 

*  Lines  413-4  were  thus  transposed  before  line  409  by  Jacobs. 
'  Line  428  is  rejected  by  some  editors  on  the  authority  of  Porscm. 
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my  own  city  I  am  mr.rching.  Now  I  call  heaven  to  witness, 
that  it  is  not  willingly  I  have  raised  my  arm  against  parents 
whom  I  love  full  well.  But  to  thee,  mother,  it  belongs  to 
dissolve  this  unhappy  feud,  and,  by  reconciling  brothers  in 
love,  to  end  my  troubles  and  thine  and  this  whole  city's.  Tis 
an  old-world  maxim,  but  I  will  cite  it  for  all  that:  "Men 
set  most  store  by  wealth,  and  of  all  things  in  this  world  it 
hath  the  greatest  power."  This  am  I  come  to  secure  at  the 
head  of  my  countless  host ;  for  good  birth  is  naught  if 
poverty  go  with  it. 

Cho.  Lo  !  Eteocles  comes  hither  to  discuss  the  truce. 
Thine  the  task,  O  mother  Jocasta,  to  speak  such  words  as 
may  reconcile  thy  sons. 

Ete.  Mother,  I  am  here  ;  but  it  was  only  to  pleasure  thee 
I  came.  ^  What  am  I  to  do  ?  Let  some  one  begin  the  con- 
ference/  for  I  stopped  marshalling  the  citizens  in  double 
hnes  around  the  walls,''  that  I  might  hear  thy  arbitration 
between  us;  for  it  is  under  this  truce  that  thou  hast  persuaded 
me  to  admit  this  fellow  within  the  walls. 

Joe.  Stay  a  moment ;  haste  never  carries  justice  with  it; 
but  slow  deliberation  oft  attains  a  wise  result.  Restrain  the 
fierceness  of  thy  look,  that  panting  rage ;  for  this  is  not  the 
Gorgon's  severed  head  but  thy  own  brother  whom  thou 
seest  here.  Thou  too,  Polynices,  turn  and  face  thy  brother; 
for  if  thou  and  he  stand  face  to  face,  thou  wilt  adopt  a 
kmdlier  tone  and  lend  a  readier  ear  to  him.  I  fain  would 
give  you  both  one  piece  of  wholesome  counsel;  when 
a  man  that  is  angered  with  his  friend  confronts  him  face  to 
face,  he  ought  only  to  keep  in  view  the  object  of  his  coming, 
forgetting  all  previous  quarrels.     Polynices  my  son,  speak 

*  Nauck  rejects  line  447. 

..  '  i^  ^^.'""P'  passage,  which,  as  it  stands,  is  quite  unintelligible. 
K.rchhoff  s  «.t  for  Kai  gives  a  possible  though  improbable  meaning, 
which  IS  as  much  as  can  be  said  for  any  of  the  numerous  proposed 
emendations.  '^ 
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first,  for  thou  art  come  at  the  head  of  a  Danaid  host, 
alleging  wrongful  treatment;  and  may  some  god  judge 
betwixt  us  and  reconcile  the  trouble. 

Pol.  The  words  of  truth  are  simple,  and  justice  needs  no 
subtle  interpretations,  for  it  hath  a  fitness  in  itself;  but  the 
words  of  injustice,  being  rotten  in  themselves,  require  clever 
treatment.      I    provided    for    his    interests   and    mine    in 
our   father's    palace,    being    anxious    to    avoid    the   curse 
which  CEdipus  once  uttered   against    us   [of  my  own  free- 
will  I  left   the  land],'   allowing  him  to  rule   our  country 
for  one  full   year,  on  condition  that  I   should   then   take 
the  sceptre  in  turn,  instead  of  plunging  into  deadly  enmity 
and  thereby  doing  others   hurt   or  suffering  it  myself,  as 
is  now  the  case.'      But  he,  after  consenting  to   this  and 
calling  the  gods  to  witness  his  oath,  has  performed  none  of 
his  promises,  but  is  still  keeping  the  sovereignty  in  his  own 
hands  together  with  my'  share  of  our  heritage.    Even  now  am 
I  ready  to  take  my  own  and  dismiss  my  army  from  this 
land,  receiving  my  house  in  turn  to  dwell  therein,  and  once 
more  restore  it  to  him  for  a  like  period  instead  of  ravaging 
our  country  and  planting  scaling-ladders  against  the  towers, 
as  I  shall  attempt  to  do  if  I  do  not  get  my  rights.     Where- 
fore I  call  the  gods  to  witness  that  spite  of  my  just  dealing 
in  everything  I  am  being  unjustly  robbed  of  my  country  by 
most  godless  fraud.    Here,  mother,  have  I  stated  the  several 
I)oints  on  their  own  merits,  without  collecting  words  to  fence 
them  in,  but  urging  a  fair  case,  I  think,  alike  in  the  judg- 
ment of  skilled  or  simple  folk. 

Cho.  To  me  at  least,  albeit  I  was  not  born  and  bred  in 
Hellas,  thy  words  seem  full  of  sense. 

Ete.  If  alt  were  unanimous  in  their  ideas  of  honour  and 
wisdom,  there  would  have  been  no  strife  to  make  men  dis- 

*  Paley  points  out  that  this  line  is  spurious. 

*  Line  480  is  regarded  by  Nauck  as  spurious. 

*  Reading  e^dv  with  Porson. 
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agree  ;  but,  as  it  is,  fairness  and  equality  have  no  existence 
in  this  world  beyond  the  name  ;  there  is  really  no  such  thing. 
For  instance,  mother,  I  will  tell  thee  this  without  any  con- 
cealment; I  would  ascend  to  the  rising  of  the  stars  and  the 
sun  *  or  dive  beneath  the  earth,  were  I  able  so  to  do,  to  wi^ 
a  monarch's  power,  the  chief  of  things  divine.  Therefore, 
mother,  I  will  never  yield  this  blessing  to  another,  but  keep 
it  for  myself;  for  it  were  a  coward's  act  to  lose  the  greater 
and  to  win  the  less.  Besides,  I  blush  to  think  that  he  should 
gain  his  object  by  coming  with  arms  in  his  hand  and  ravaging 
the  land  ;  for  this  were  foul  disgrace  to  glorious  Thebes,  if  I 
should  yield  my  sceptre  up  to  him  for  fear  of  Argive  might. 
He  ought  not,  mother,  to  have  attempted  reconcilement  by 
armed  force,  for  words  compass  everything  that  even  the 
sword  of  an  enemy  might  effect.  Still,  if  on  any  other  terms 
he  cares  to  dwell  here,  he  may  ;  but  the  sceptre  will  I  never 
willingly  let  go.  Shall  I  become  his  slave,  when  I  can  be 
his  master  ?  Never  !  Wherefore  come  fire,  come  sword  ! 
harness  your  steeds,  fill  the  plains  with  chariots,  for  I  will 
not  forego  my  throne  for  him.  For  if  we  must  do  wrong,  to 
do  so  for  a  kingdom  were  the  fairest  cause,  but  in  all  else 
virtue  should  be  our  aim. 

Cho.  Fair  words  are  only  called  for  when  the  deeds  they 
crown  are  fair  ;  otherwise  they  lose  their  charm  and  offend 
justice. 

Joe.  Eteocles,  my  child,  it  is  not  all  evil  that  attends  old 
age ;  sometimes  its  experience  can  offer  sager  counsel  than 
can  youth.  Oh  !  why,  my  son,  art  thou  so  set  upon  am- 
bition, that  worst  of  deities  ?  Forbear ;  that  goddess  knows 
not  justice  ;  many  are  the  homes  and  cities  once  prosperous 
that  she  hath  entered  and  left  after  the  ruin  of  her 
votaries;  she  it  is  thou  madly  followest.  Better  far,  my 
son,  prize  equality  that  ever   linketh  friend  to  friend,  city 

'  The  correction  suggested  by  Paley  and  Nauck,  ijXiov  r  ic  avroka^f 
is  here  followed. 
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to  city,  and   allies   to   each  other;   for  equality  is   man's 
natural  law;   but  the  less  is  always  in  opposition  to  the 
greater,   ushering  in    the    dayspring   of  dislike.     For  it  is 
equality  that  hath  set  up  for  man  measures  and  divisions  of 
weights  and  hath  distinguished  numbers ;   night's  sightless 
orb,  and  radiant  sun  proceed  upon  their  yearly  course  on 
equal  terms,  and  neither  of  them  is  envious  when  it  has  to 
yield.     Though  sun  and  gloom  then  both  are  servants  in 
man's  interests,  wilt  not  thou  be  content  with  thy  fair  share 
of  thy  heritage  [and  give  the  same  to  him  ?  if  not,  why  where 
is  justice  ?]  '    Why  prize   beyond  its  worth  the  monarch's 
power,  injustice  in  prosperity  ?  why  think  so  much  of  the 
admiring    glances    turned    on    rank?      Nay,    'tis    vanity. 
Or  wouldst  thou  by  heaping  riches  in  thy  halls,  heap  up 
toil  therewith  ?  what  advantage  is  it  ?  'tis  but  a  name  ;  for 
the  wise  find  that  enough  which  suflftces  for  their  wants. 
Man  indeed  hath   no  possessions  of  his  own  ;  we  do  but 
hold  a  stewardship  of  the  gods'  property ;  and  when  they 
will,  they  take  it  back  again.     [Riches  make  no  settled 
home,  but  are  as  transient  as  the  day.]'     Come,  suppose  I 
put  before  thee  two  alternatives,  whether  thou  wilt  rule  or 
save  thy  city  ?     Wilt  thou  say  **  Rule  "  ? 

Again,  if  Polynices  win  the  day  and  his  Argive  warriors  rout 
the  ranks  of  Thebes,  thou  wilt  see  this  city  conquered  and 
many  a  captive  maid  brutally  dishonoured '  by  the  foe ;  [so 
will  that  wealth  thou  art  so  bent  on  getting  become  a 
grievous  bane  to  Thebes;  but  still  ambition  fills  thee.]*  This 
I  say  to  thee ;  and  this  to  thee,  Polynices ;  Adrastus  hath 
conferred  a  foolish  favour  on  thee ;  and  thou  too  hast  shown 

Paley  regards  this  line  as  unquestionably  spurious.     For  dvoptlfiai 
Porson  gives  aTro^e^fig,  but  no  emendation  makes  it  satisfactory. 
'^  Most  editors,  after  Valckenaer,  regard  this  line  as  interpolated. 
'^  TTopOovfiivaQ,  but  there  is  a  var.  lect.  of  some  authority,  XtXya^uvac 
Lmes  566-7  are  rejected  by  Dindorf  and  Paley,  though  defended  by 
Hermann  and  Klotz. 
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little  sense  in  coming  to  lay  thy  city  waste.  Suppose  thon 
conquer  this  land,  (which  Heaven  forefend!)  tell  me,  1 
conjure  thee,  how  wilt  thou  rear  a  trophy  to  Zeus?  how 
wilt  thou  begin  the  sacrifice  after  thy  country's  conquest 
or  inscribe  the  spoils  at  the  streams  of  Inachus  with, — 
*'  Polynices  gave  Thebes  to  the  flames  and  dedicated  these 
shields  to  the  gods?"  Oh  !  never,  my  son,  be  it  thine  to 
win  such  fame  from  Hellas  !  If,  on  the  other  hand,  thou 
art  worsted  and  thy  brother's  cause  prevail,*  how  shalt  thou 
return  to  Argos,  leaving  countless  dead  behind?  Some  one 
will  be  sure  to  say,  **  Out  on  thee !  Adrastus,  for  the  evil 
bridegroom  thou  hast  brought  unto  thy  house ;  thanks  to 
one  maid's  marriage,  ruin  is  come  on  us." 

Towards  two  evils,  my  son,  art  thou  hasting, — loss  of  in- 
fluence there  and  ruin  in  the  midst  of  thy  eflforts  here.  Oh  ! 
my  children,  lay  aside  your  violence  ;  two  men's  follies,  once 
they  meet,  result  in  very  deadly  mischief. 

Cho.  O  heaven,  avert  these  troubles  and  reconcile  the 
sons  of  CEdipus  in  some  way  ! 

Ete.  Mother,  the  season  for  parley  is  past ;  the  time  we 
still  delay  is  idle  waste ;  thy  good  wishes  are  of  no  avail, 
for  we  shall  never  be  reconciled  except  upon  the  terms 
already  named,  namely,  that  I  should  keep  the  sceptre  and 
be  king  of  this  land  :  wherefore  cease  these  tedious  warnings 
and  let  me  be.  [^Turning  to  Polynices.]  And  as  for  thee, 
outside  the  walls,  or  die ! 

Pol.  VV^ho  will  slay  me  ?  who  is  so  invulnerable  as  to 
plunge  his  sword  in  my  body  without  reaping  the  self- same 
faie? 

Ete.  Thou  art  near  him,  aye,  very  near ;  dost  see  my 
arm  ? 

Pol.  I  see  it ;  but  wealth  is  cowardly,  a  craven  too  fond 
of  life. 

'   Reading  ifiripSfHtftg  with  Canter. 


Ete.  Was  it  then  to  meet  a  dastard  thou  earnest  with  all 
that  host  to  war  ? 

Pol.  In  a  general  caution  is  better  than  fool  hard  in  ess. 
Ete.  Relying  on  the  truce,  which  saves  thy  life,  thou 
turnest  boaster. 

Pol.  Once  more  I  ask  thee  to  restore  my  sceptre  and 
share  in  the  kingdom. 

Ete.  I  have  naught  to  restore ;  'tis  my  own  house,  and 
I  will  dwell  therein. 

Pol.  What !  and  keep  more  than  thy  share  ? 

Ete.  Yes,  I  will.     Begone  ! 

Pol.  O  altars  of  my  fathers'  gods  !— . 

Ete.  >Vhich  thou  art  here  to  raze. 

Pol.  Hear  me. 

Ete.  Who  would  hear  thee  after  thou  hast  marched  against 
thy  fatherland  ? 

Pol.  O  temples  of  those  gods  that  ride  on  snow-white 
steeds  ! ' 

Ete.  They  hate  thee. 

Pol.  I  am  being  driven  from  my  country. 

Ete.  Because  thou  camest  to  drive  others  thence. 

Pol.  Unjustly,  O  ye  gods  ! 

Ete.  Call  on  the  gods  at  Mycen«,  not  here. 

Pol.  Thou  hast  outraged  right— 

Ete.  But  I  have  not  like  thee  become  my  country's  foe. 

Pol.  By  driving  me  forth  without  my  portion. 

Ete.  I  will  slay  thee  to  boot. 

Pol.  O  father,  dost  thou  hear  what  I  am  suflering  ? 

Ete.  Yea,  and  he  hears  what  thou  art  doing. 

Pol.  Thou  too,  mother  mine  ? 

Ete.  Thou  hast  no  right  to  mention  thy  mother. 

Pol.  O  my  city  I 

Ete.  Get  thee  to  Argos,  and  invoke  the  waters  of  Lerna. 

*  Amphion  and  Zethus,  the  Theban  Dioscuri. 
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Pol.  I  will ;  trouble  not  thyself;  all  thanks  to  thee  though, 
mother  mine. 

Ete.   Forth  from  the  land  ! 

Pol.   I  go,  yet  grant  me  to  behold  my  father. 

Ete.  Thou  shalt  not  have  thy  wish. 

Pol.  At  least  then  my  tender  sisters. 

Ete.  No  !  them  too  thou  shalt  never  see. 

Pol.  Ah,  sisters  mine  ! 

Ete.  Why  dost  thou,  their  bitterest  foe,  call  on  them? 

Pol.  Mother  dear,  to  thee  at  least  farewell ! 

Joe.  A  joyous  faring  mine  in  sooth,  my  son  I 

Pol.  Thy  son  no  more  ! 

Joe.  Born  to  sorrow,  endless  sorrow,  I  ! 

Pol.  'Tis  because  my  brother  treats  me  despitefully. 

Ete.  I  am  treated  just  the  same. 

Pol.  Where  wilt  thou  be  stationed  before  the  towers  ? 

Ete.   Why  ask  me  this  ? 

Pol.  I  will  array  myself  against  thee  for  thy  death. 

Ete.  I  too  have  the  same  desire. 

Joe.  Woe  is  me  !  what  will  ye  do,  my  sons  ? 

Pol.  The  event  will  show. 

Joe.  Oh,  fly  your  father's  curse  !  [-Ejr/V  Jocasta. 

Ete.   Destruction  seize  our  whole  house  ! 

Pol.  Soon  shall  my  sword  be  busy,  plunged  in  gore. 
But  I  call  my  native  land  and  heaven  too  to  witness;, 
with  what  contumely  and  bitter  treatment  I  arw  being  driven 
forth,  as  though  I  were  a  slave,  not  a  son  of  CEdipus  as 
much  as  he.  If  aught  happen  to  thee,  my  city,  blame 
him,  not  me  ;  for  I  came  not  willingly,  and  all  unwillingly 
am  I  driven  hence.*  Farewell,  king  Phoebus,  lord  of  high 
ways ;  farewell  palace  and  comrades  ;  farewell  ye  statues  of 
the  gods,  at  which  men  offer  sheep  ;  for  I  know  not  if  I 
shall  ever  address  you  again,  though  hope  is  still  awake, 

*  Valckenaer  and  DinJorf  reject  this  line. 
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which  makes  me  confident  that  with  heaven's  help  I  shall 
slay  this  fellow  and  rule  my  native  Thebes. 

^        ^     ,    ,  ,  [^.r// Polynices. 

Ete.  Forth  from  the  land  !  'twas  a  true  name  our  father 
gave  thee,  when,  prompted  by  some  god,  he  called  thee 
Polynices,  a  name  denoting  strife.  {Exit  Eteocles 

Cho.  To  this  land  came  Cadmus  of  Tyre,  at  whose  feet 
an  unyoked  heifer  threw  itself  down,  giving  effect  to  an  oracle 
on  the  spot  where  the  god's  response  bade  him  take  up  his 
abode  in  Aonia's  rich  com-lands,*  where  gushing  Dirce's  fair 
rivers  of  water  pour  o'er  verdant  fruitful  fields;  here  was 
born  «  the  Bromian  god  by  her  whom  Zeus  made  a  mother 
round  whom  the  ivy  twined  its  wreaths  while  he  was  yet 
a  babe,  swathing  him  amid  the  covert  of  its  green  foliage 
as  a  child  of  happy  destiny,  to  be  a  theme  for  Bacchic 
revelry  among  the  maids  and  wives  inspired  in  Thebes 

There  lay  Ares'  murderous  dragon,  a  savage  warder,  watch- 
ing  with  roving  eye  the  watered  glens  and  quickening 
streams;  him  did  Cadmus  slay  with  a  jagged  stone,  when  he 
came  thither  to  draw  him  lustral  water,  smiting''  that  fell  head 
With  a  blow  of  his  death-dealing  arm ;  but  by  the  counsel 
of  Pallas,  motherless  goddess,  he  cast  the  teeth  upon  the 
earth  into  deep  furrows,  whence  sprang  to  sight  a  mail-clad 
host  above  the  surface  of  the  soil ;  but  grim  slaughter 
once  again  united  them  to  the  earth  they  loved,  bedewing 
with  blood  the  ground  that  had  disclosed  them  to  the  sun! 
lit  breath  of  heaven. 

Thee  too,  Epaphus,  child  of  Zeus,  sprung  from  lo  our 
ancestress,  I  call  on  in  my  foreign  tongue ;  all  hail  to  thee  ' 
bear  my  prayer  uttered  in  accents  strange,  and  visit  this 

'  Reading  Trrpo^' 'A^wv  l^r^  with  Kirchhoff,  but  the  passage  is  too 
corrupt  for  any  certain  emendation.  f     ^s        100 

»  ri«ro,  the  reading  of  the  MSS.,  can  hardly  be  right  in  this  connec 
non  r)ut  no  satisfactory  correction  is  oflTered. 
'  (vc^v,  probably  corrupt  as  it  recurs  immediately  below. 
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land ;  'twas  in  thy  honour  thy  descendants  settled  here,  and 
those  goddesses  of  twofold  name,  Persephone  and  kindly 
Demeter  or  Earth  the  queen  of  all,  that  feedeth  every  mouth, 
won  it  for  themselves ; '  send  to  the  help  of  this  land  those 
torch-bearing  queens  ;  for  to  gods  all  things  are  easy. 

Ete.  {to  an  attendant,)  Go,  fetch  Creon  son  of  Menoeceus, 
the  brother  of  Jocasta  my  mother;  tell  him  I  fain  would 
confer  with  him  on  matters  affecting  our  public  and  private 
weal,  before  we  set  out  to  battle  and  the  arraying  of  our 
host.  But  lo  !  he  comes  and  saves  thee  the  trouble  of 
going  ;  I  see  him  on  his  way  to  my  palace. 

Cre.  To  and  fro  have  I  been,  king  Eteocles,  in  my 
desire  to  see  thee,  and  have  gone  all  round  the  gates  and 
sentinels  of  Thebes  in  quest  of  thee. 

Ete.  Why,  and  I  was  anxious  to  see  thee,  Creon ;  for 
I  found  the  terms  of  peace  far  from  satisfactory,  when  I 
came  to  confer  with  Polynices. 

Cre.  I  hear  that  he  has  wider  aims  than  Thebes,  relying 
on  his  alliance  with  the  daughter  of  Adrastus  and  his 
army.  Well,  we  must  leave  this  dependent  on  the  gods  ; 
meantime  I  am  come  to  tell  thee  our  chief  obstacle. 

Ete.  What  is  that?  I  do  not  understand  what  thou 
sayest. 

Cre.  There  is  come  one  that  was  captured  by  the  Argives. 

Ete.  What  news  does  he  bring  from  their  camp  ? 

Cre.  He  says  the  Argive  army  intend  at  once  to  draw  a 
ring  of  troops  round  [the  city  of  Thebes,  about  its  towers.] ' 

Ete.  In  that  case  the  city  of  Cadmus  must  lead  out  its 
troops. 

*  i.A,  Persephone  and  Demeter  who  is  one  with  the  earth,  establishetl 
tlieir  worship  in  Thebes  jointly  though  under  distinct  names.  The 
passage  is  in  some  way  corrupt,  the  metre  being  faulty ;  perhaps  Trdvrktv 
dt  should  be  omitted  and  Krijcayro  read. 

*  Line  710  is  rejected  by  Dindorf  as  spurious.  Kirchhoff,  followed 
by  Paley,  inclose  in  brackets  Ka^/inw*'  ttoXcv  ....  arparov. 
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Crf    Whither?  irt  thou  so  young  that  thine  eyes  see  not 
what  they  should  ? 

Ete.  Across  yon  trenches  for  immediate  action. 

Cre.  Our  Theban  forces  are  small,  while  theirs  are  num- 
berless. 

Ete.  I  well  know  they  are  reputed  brave. 
Cre.   No  mean  repute  have  those  Argives  among  Hellenes 
Ete.  Never  fear  !     I  will  soon  fill  the  plain  with  their 
dead. 

Cre.  I  could  wish  it  so;   but  I  see  great  difficulties 
in  this. 

El E.  Trust  me,  I  will  not  keep  my  host  within  the  walls. 
(.RE.  Still  victory  is  entirely  a  matter  of  good  counsel 
Ete.  Art  anxious  then  that  I  should  have  recourse  to  any 
other  scheme  ?  •' 

Cre.  Aye  to  every  scheme,  before  running  the  risk  once 

for  all. 

Ete.  Suppose  we  fall  on  them  by  night  from  ambuscade  > 
Cre.  C.ood  !  provided  in  the  event  of  defeat  thou  canst 
secure  thy  return  hither. 

Ete.  Night    equalizes   risks,   though    it    rather  favours 
danng 

Cre.  The  darkness  of  night  is  a  terrible  time  to  suffer 
disaster. 

Kte.  Well,  shall  I  fall  upon  them  as  they  sit  at  meat  ? 
Cre.  That  might  cause  a  scare,  but  victory  is  what  we 
want. 

Ete.  Dirce's  ford  is  deep  enough  to  prevent  their  retreat. 
Cre.  No  plan  so  good  as  to  keep  well  guarded. 
Ete.  What  if  our  cavalry  make  a  sortie  against  the  host 
of  Argos  ? 

Cre.  Their  troops  too '  are  fenced  all  round  with  chariots 
Ete.  What  then  can  I  do?  am  I  to  surrender  the  citv  to 
the  foe  ?  ^ 

'  For  rearer,  Nauck  proposes  caXi^ir;.     Herwerden  Kopr'  d 
II.  R  "^       • 
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Cre.  Nay,  nay  !  but  of  thy  wisdom  form  some  plan. 

Ete.   Pray,  what  scheme  is  wiser  than  mine  ? 

Cre.  They  have  seven  chiefs,  I  hear, 

Ete.  What  is  their  appointed  task  ?  their  might  can  be 
but  feeble. 

Cre.  To  lead  the  several  companies  and  storm  our  seven 
gates. 

Ete.  What  are  we  to  do?  I  will  not  wait  till  every 
chance  is  gone. 

Cre.  Choose  seven  chiefs  thyself  to  set  against  them  at 
the  gates. 

Ete.  To  lead  our  companies,  or  to  fight  single-handed  ? 

Cre.  Choose  our  very  bravest  men  to  lead  the  troops. 

Ete.  I  understand ;  to  repel  attempts  at  scaling  our  walls. 

Cre.  With  others  to  share  the  command,  for  one  man  sees 
not  everything. 

Ete.  Selecting  them  for  courage  or  thoughtful  prudence  ? 

Cre.  For  both  ;  for  one  is  naught  without  the  other. 

Ete.  It  shall  be  done ;  1  will  away  to  our  seven  towers  and 
post  captains  at  the  gates,  as  thou  advisest,  pitting  them 
man  for  man  against  the  foe.  To  tell  thee  each  one's  name 
were  grievous  waste  of  time,  when  the  foe  is  camped 
beneath  our  very  walls.  But  I  will  go,  that  my  hands  may  no 
longer  hang  idle.  May  I  meet  my  brother  face  to  face,  and 
encounter  him  hand  to  hand,  [e'en  to  the  death,  for  coming 
to  waste  my  country  !]  '  But  if  I  suffer  any  mischance,  thou 
must  see  to  the  marriage  'twixt  Antigone  my  sister  and 
Haemon,  thy  son  ;  and  now,  as  I  go  forth  to  battle,  I  ratify 
•their  previous  espousal.  Thou  art  my  mother's  brother,  so 
why  need  I  say  more  ?  take  care  of  her,  as  she  deserves, 
both  for  thy  own  sake  and  mine.  As  for  my  sire  he  hath 
[been  guilty  of  folly  against  himself  in  putting  out  his  eyes ; 
small  praise  have  I  for  him  ;  by  his  curses  maybe  he  will 

*  This  line  is  rejected  by  Paley  after  Valckenaer  ;  he  also  thinks  it 
possible  that  the  three  preceding  lines  are  interpolated. 


slay  us  too.     One  thing  only  have  we  still  to  do,  to  ask 
Teiresias,  the  seer,  if  he  has  aught  to  tell  of  heaven's  will. 
Thy  son  Menceceus,  who  bears  thy  father's  name,  will  I  send 
to   fetch    Teiresias    hither,  Creon ;    for   with    thee   he  will 
readily  converse,  though   I   have  ere  now  so  scorned   his 
art  prophetic  to  his  face,  that  he  has  reasons  to  reproach 
me.     This  commandment,  Creon,  I  lay  upon  the  city  and 
thee ;  should  my  cause  prevail,  never  give  Polynices'  corpse 
a  grave  in  Theban  soil,  and  if  so  be  some  friend  should  bury 
him,  let  death  reward  the  man.     [Thus  far  to  thee ;  and  to 
my  servants  thus,]  '  bring  forth  my  arms  and  coat  of  mail, 
that  I  may  start  at  once  for  the  appointed  combat,  with  right 
to  lead  to  victory.   To  save  our  city  we  will  pray  to  Caution, 
the  best  goddess  to  serve  our  end.  [£xi/  Eteocle-^! 

Cho.  O  Ares,  god  of  toil  and  trouble  !  why,  why  art  thou 
possessed  by  a  love  of  blood  and  death,  out  of  harmony  with 
the  festivals  of  Bromius  ?  Tis  for  no  crowns  of  dancers 
fair  that  thou  dost  toss  thy  youthful"  curls  to  the  breeze, 
singing  the  while  to  the  lute's  soft  breath  a  strain  to  chami 
the  dancers'  feet ;  but  with  warriors '  clad  in  mail  thou  dost 
lead  thy  sombre  revelry,  breathing  into  Argive  breas(ts  a 
lust  for  Theban  blood  ;  with  no  wild  waving  of  the  thrysus, 
clad  in  fawnskin  thou '  dancest,  but  with  chariots  and 
bitted  steeds  wheelest  thy  charger  strong  of  hoof.  O'er 
the  waters  of  Ismenus  in  wild  career  thou  art  urging  thy 
horses,  inspiring  *  Argive  breasts  with  hate  of  the  earth-born 

Kirchhoff  regards  this  line  as  an  interpolation  from  1.  568. 

Reading  ytaiiSo^  wpac. 

avu  oTrXwpopoic  ....  a'ifiari  Qi)^a£  ;  Badham's  conjecture  is  in- 
genious, iiirXwpofHfi  ....  ^tffmrt,  i.e.,  **  inspiring  the  Argives  by  thy 
vvarsong  to  attack  Thebes."  The  passage  is  almost  certainly  corrupt, 
and  the  construction  very  difficult. 

Reading  with  Musgrave  ov  jrola  Ovpcoftatni,  for  the  unintelligible 
reading  of  the  MSS. 

*  These  words  seem  to  be  corrupt,   and   apparently  derived    from 
1.  789. 
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race,  arraying  in  brazen  harness  against  these  stone-built 
walls  a  host  of  warriors  armed  with  shields. 

Truly  Strife  is  a  goddess  to  fear,  who  devised  these 
troubles  for  the  princes  of  this  land,  for  the  much-enduring 
sons  of  Labdacus. 

O  Cithaeron,  apple  of  the  eye  of  Artemis,  holy  vale  of 
leaves,  amid  whose  snows  fully  many  a  beast  lies  couched, 
would  thou  hadst  never  reared  the  child  exposed  to  die, 
CEdipus  the  fruit  of  Jocasta's  womb,  when  as  a  babe  he  was 
cast  forth  from  his  home,  marked  with  a  golden  brooch ;  ^ 
and  would  the  Sphinx,  that  winged  maid,  fell  monster  from 
the  hills,  had  never  come  to  curse  our  land  with  inharmonious 
strains ;  she  that  erst  drew  nigh  our  walls  and  snatched  the 
sons  of  Cadmus  away  in  her  taloned  feet  to  the  pathless 
fields  of  light,  a  fiend  sent  by  Hades  from  hell  to  plague  the 
men  of  Thebes ;  once  more  unhappy  strife  is  bursting 
out  between  the  sons  of  CEdipus  in  city  and  home.  For 
never  can  wrong  be  right,  ....  nor  children  of  unnatural 
parentage  come  as  a  glory  to  the  mother  that  bears  them, 
but  as  a  stain  on  the  marriage  of  him  who  is  father  and 
brother  at  once.^ 

O  earth,  thou  once  didst  bear, — so  long  ago  I  heard  the 
story  told  by  foreigners  in  my  own  home,— a  race  which 
sprang  of  the  teeth  of  a  snake  with  blood-red  crest,  that  fed 
on  beasts,  to  be  the  glory  and  reproach  of  Thebes. 

In  days  gone  by  the  sons  of  heaven  came  to  the  wedding 
of  Harmonia,  and  the  walls  of  Thebes  arose  to  the  sound 
of  the  lyre  and  her  towers  stood  up  as  Amphion  played, 
in  the   midst    between   the  double  streams  of  Dirce,  that 

^  It  would  seem  that  his  mother  affixed  some  token  to  her  babe,  a 
common  practice,  cf.  Ion,  I,  22.  Others  refer  the  expression  to  the 
piercing  of  the  feet  of  CEdipus,  cf.  Paley's  note,  ad  loc, 

'^  Reading  Trarpof  0*  avvatiiovoq  iq  X^xoc  h\Qov.  But  the  whole 
passage  from  1.  815  is  almost  hopelessly  corrupt,  as  well  as  deficient  in 
sense  owing  to  the  loss  of  a  line. 


watereth  the  green  meadows  fronting  the  Ismenus ;  and  lo, 
our  horned  ancestress,  was  mother  of  the  kings  of  Thebes ; 
thus  our  city  through  an  endless  succession  of  divers 
blessings  has  set  herself  upon  the  highest  pinnacle  of  martial 
glory. 

Tei.  (Jed  in  by  his  daughter:)  Lead  on,  my  daughter  ;  for 
thou  art  as  an  eye  to  my  blind  feet,  as  certain  as  a  star  to 
mariners;  lead  my  steps  on  to  level  ground;  then  go  before, 
that  we  stumble  not,  for  thy  father  has  no  strength ;  keep 
safe  for  me  in  thy  maiden  hand  the  auguries  I  took  in  the 
days  I  observed  the  flight  and  cries  of  birds  seated  in  my 
holy  prophet's  chair.  Tell  me,  young  Menoeceus,  son  of 
Creon,  how  much  further  toward  the  city  is  it  ere  I  reach 
thy  father?  for  my  knees  grow  weary,  and  I  can  scarce  keep 
up  this  hurried  pace. 

Cre.  Take  heart,  Teiresias,  for  thou  hast  reached  thy 
moorings  and  art  near  thy  friends ;  take  him  by  the  hand, 
my  child ;  for  just  as  every  carriage  has  to  wait  for  outbide 
help  to  steady  it,  so  too  hath  the  step  of  age.* 

Tei.  Enough ;  I  have  arrived;  why,  Creon,  dost  thou  sum- 
mon me  so  urgently  ? 

Cre.  I  have  not  forgotten  that ;  but  first  collect  thyself 
and  regain  breath,  shaking  off  the  fatigue  of  thy  journey. 

Tei.  I  am  indeed'  worn  out,  having  arrived  here  only  yes- 
terday from  the  court  of  the  Erechthid^;  for  they  too  were 
at  war,  fighting  with  Eumolpus,  in  which  contest  I  insured  the 
victory  of  Cecrops'  sons ;  and  I  received  the  golden  crown, 
which  thou  seest  me  wearing,  as  firstfruits  of  the  enemy's  spoil. 

Cre.  I  take  thy  crown  of  victory  as  an  omen.  We,  as 
thou  knowest,  are  exposed  to  the  billows  of  an  Argive  war, 
and  great  is  the  struggle  for  Thebes.     Eteocles,  our  king. 

The  meaning  seems  to  be  that  as  those  dismounting  from  a  chariot 
need  a  helping  hand  quite  as  much  as  the  aged  ever  do,  the  latter  need 
feel  no  shame  m  asking  it. 

*  yo^i',  the  common  reading,  for  which  Paley  prefers  ywi'. 
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is  already  gone  in  full  harness  to  meet  Mycens's  champions, 
and  hath  bidden  me  incjuire  of  thee  our  best  course  to  save 
the  city. 

Tei.  For  Eteocles  I  would  have  closed  my  lips  and  re- 
frained  from  all  response,  but  to  thee  I  will  speak,  since 
'tis  thy  wish  to  learn.     This  country,  Creon,  has  been  long 
afflicted,  ever   since    I^ius   became   a   father   in    heaven's 
despite,  [begetting  hapless  CEdipus  to  be  his  own  mother's 
husband].'     That  bloody  outrage  on  his  eyes  was  planned 
by  heaven  as  an   ensample   to    Hellas;    and  the   sons  of 
CEdipus  made  a  gross  mistake  in   wishing  to   throw  over 
It  the  veil  of  time,  as  if  forsooth  they  could  outrun  the  gods' 
decree  ;  for  by  robbing  their  father  of  his  due  honour  and 
allowing  him  no  freedom,  they  exasperated  the  poor  sufferer; 
so  he,  stung  by  suffering  and  disgrace  as  well,  vented  awful 
curses  against  them ;  and  I,  because  I  left  nothing  undone 
or  unsaid  to  prevent  this,^  incurred  the  hatred  of  the  sons  of 
CEdipus.     But  death  inflicted  by  each  other's  hands  awaits 
them,  Creon;  and  the  many  heaps  of  slain,  some  from  Argive, 
some   from    Theban   missiles,   shall   cause   bitter   lamenta- 
tion in  the  land    of  Thebes.      Alas  !    for  thee,  poor  city, 
thou  art  being  involved  in  their  ruin,  unless  I  can  persuade 
one  man.     The  best  course  was  to  prevent  any  child  of 
CEdipus  becoming  either  citizen  or  king  in  this  land,  on  the 
ground  that  they  were  under  a  ban  and  would  overthrow 
the  city.     But  since  evil  has  the  mastery  of  good,  there  is 
still  one  other  way  of  safety ;  but  this  it  were  unsafe  for  me 
to  tell,  and  painful  too  for  those  whose  high  fortune  it  is  to 
supply  their  city  with   the   saving  cure.     Farewell  !  I  will 
away  ;  amongst  the  rest  must  I  endure  my  doom,  if  need 
be ;  for  what  will  become  of  me  ? 
Cre.  Stay  here,  old  man. 

'  Line  869  is  perhaps  interpolated.     Kirchhoff  thinks  that  sever.nl 
▼erses  have  l)een  lost  l)efore  1.  870. 
*  Reading  ayw  n  dpwv  ov,  iroia  S'  ov. 
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Tei.  Hold  me  not. 

Crx.  Abide,  why  dost  thou  seek  to  fly  ? 

Tei.  Tis  thy  fortune  that  flies  thee,  not  I. 

Cre.  Tell  me  what  can  save  Thebes  and  her  citizens. 

Tei.  Though  this  be  now  thy  wish,  it  will  soon  cease 
to  be. 

Cre.  Not  wish  to  save  my  country  ?  how  can  that  be  ? 

Tei.  Art  thou  still  eager  to  be  told  ? 

Crk.  Yea ;  for  wherein  should  I  show  greater  zeal  ? 

Tei.  Then  straightway  shalt  thou  hear  my  words  prophetic. 
But  first  I  would  fain  know  for  certain,  where  Menoeceus  is» 
who  led  me  hither. 

Cre.  Here,  not  far  away,  but  at  thy  side. 

Tei.  Let  him  retire  far  from  my  prophetic  voice. 

Cre.  He  is  my  own  son  and  will  preserve  due  silence. 

Tei.  Wilt  thou  then  that  I  tell  thee  in  his  presence? 

Cre.  Yea,  for  he  will  rejoice  to  hear  the  means  of 
safety. 

Tei.  Then  hear  the  purport  of  my  oracle,  [the  which  if 
ye  observe  ye  shall  save  the  city  of  Cadmus].^ 

Thou  must  sacrifice  Menoeceus  thy  son  here  for  thy 
country,  since  thine  own  lips  demand  the  voice  of  fate. 

Cre.  What  mean'st  thou  ?  what  is  this  thou  hast  said, 
old  man  ? 

Tei.  To  that  which  is  to  be  thou  also  must  conform. 

Cre.  O  the  eternity  of  woe  thy  minute's  tale  proclaims  1 

Tei.  Yes  to  thee,  but  to  thy  country  great  salvation. 

Cre.  I  shut  my  ears ;  I  never  listened ;  to  city  now 
farewell ! 

Tei.   Ha !  the  man  is  changed  ;  he  is  drawing  back. 

Cre.  Go  in  peace  ;  it  is  not  thy  prophecy  I  need. 

Tei.  Is  truth  dead,  because  thou  art  curst  with  woe? 

Cre.  By  thy  knees  and  honoured  locks  I  implore  thee  ! 

»  Rejected  by  Kirchhoff. 
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TEiVVhy  implore  me?  thou  art  craving^  a  calamity  hard 
to  guard  agamst.  /     **u 

Cre.  Keep  silence  ;  tell  not  the  city  thy  news 

Tki.  Thou  biddest  me  act  unjustly;  I  will  not  hold  mv 
peace.  " 

Cre.  What  wilt  thou  then  do  to  me  ?  slay  my  child  ? 

r         wf  "       °"'^''  '°  '^^"'^^  •  '  "^^^e  but  to  speak. 
Cre.  Whence  came  this  curse  on  me  and  my  son  ? 

Te..  1  hou  dost  right  to  ask  me  and  to  test  what  I  have  said 

win"  n  • ."'''"'  "''  '^'■"'-''°™  '^^^S""  kept  watch  and 
^  .  f  k[  T  '  !P""^''  """''  '^'^  y°""^  ^  °«'er<^d  and  shed 
h.s  hfe-blood  on  the  ground  by  reason  of  Ares'  ancient  grudee 
agamst  Cadmus,  who  thus  avenges  the  slaughter  of  his  earth- 
born  snake      If  ye  do  this,  ye  shall  win  Ares  as  an  ally  ;  and 

1 1     A  u  Tf"""  "°P  ^°'  "°P  '■'"^l  human  blood   for 

blood  ye  shall  find  her  kind  again,  that  erst  to  your  sorrow 
reared  from  that  dragon's  seed  a  crop  of  warriors  with  golden 
casques ;  for  needs  must  one  sprung  from  the  dragon's  teeth 
be  slam.    Now  thou  art  our  only  survivor  of  the  seed  of  that 
sown  race  whose  lineage  is  pure  alike  on  mother's  and  on 
fathers  s,de,  thou  and  these  thy  sons.     Hiemon's  marriage 
debars  h.m  from  being  the  victim,  for  he  is  no  longer  single  ■ 
for  even  If  he  have  not  consummated  his  marriage,  yet  is  he 
betrothed  ;  but  this  tender  youth,  consecrated  to  the  city's 
service  might  by  dying  rescue  his  country ;  and  bitter  will 
he  make  the  return  of  Adrastus  and   his  Argives.   flinging 
o  er  the,r  eyes  death's  dark  pall,  and  will  glorify  Thebef 
Choose  thee  one  of  these  alternatives ;  either  save  the  city  or 
thy  son.  ^ 

Now  hast  thou  all  I  have  to  say.     Daughter,  lead   me 

■  «.V«,  so  the  best  MSS.    Paley  explains  this  as  meaning  •'  in  asking 

rv:,'S,t"'r;n  z^^  -^ '-  '"^  -^r "'  ^'■''-^'  - 

^    f     ui  ^  against.        This  is  very  harsh  ;    and   it   seems 

kuard  against,    an  emendation  followed  by  Dindorf  and  Nauck. 


THE   PHCENICIAN   MAIDENS. 


249 


home.  A  fool,  the  man  who  practises  the  diviner's  art ;  for 
if  he  should  announce  an  adverse  answer,  he  makes  himself 
disliked  by  those  who  seek  to  him ;  while,  if  from  pity  he 
deceives  those  who  are  consulting  him,  he  sins  against 
Heaven.  Phoebus  should  have  been  man's  only  prophet 
for  he  fears  no  man.  [-^^,y  Teiresias! 

Cho.  Why  so  silent,  Creon,  why  are  thy  lips  hushed  and 
dumb  ?     I  too  am  no  less  stricken  with  dismay. 

Cre.  Why,  what  could  one  say?  Tis  clear  what  my  words 
must  be.  For  I  will  never  plunge  myself  so  deeply  into 
misfortune  as  to  devote  my  son  to  death  for  the  city ;  for 
love  of  children  binds  all  men  to  life,  and  none  would 
resign  his  own  son  to  die.  Let  no  man  praise  me  into 
slaymg'  my  children.  I  am  ready  to  die  myself— for 
I  am  ripe  in  years— to  set  my  country  free.  But  thou, 
my  son,  ere  the  whole  city  learn  this,  up  and  fly  with  all 
haste  away  from  this  land,  regardless  of  these  prophets' 
unbridled  utterances ;  for  he  will  go  to  the  seven  gates  and 
the  captains  there  and  tell  all  this  to  our  governors  and 
leaders;  now  if  we  can  forestal  him,  thou  mayst  be  saved, 
but  if  thou  art  too  late,  'tis  all  over  with  us  and  thou  wilt  die! 

Men.  Whither  can  I  fly?  to  what  city?  to  which  of  our 
guest-friends  ? 

Cre.  Fly  where  thou  wilt  be  furthest  removed  from  this 
land. 

Men.  'Tis  for  thee  to  name  a  place,  for  me  to  carry  out 
thy  bidding. 

Cre.  After  passing  Delphi — 

Men.  Whither  must  I  go,  father? 

Cre.  To  ^tolia. 

Men.  Whither  thence? 

Cre.  To  the  land  of  Thesprotia. 

•  Reading  Kriiynv,  a  conjecture  preferred  by  Paley  and  Nauck  to 
Mbb.  rr«iviuv,  which  would  mean  "  let  no  man  praise  me  when  all  the 
time  he  is  trying  to  kill  my  children." 
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Men.  To  Dodona's  hallowed  threshold  ? 

Cre.  Thou  foUowest  me. 

Men.  What  protection  shall  I  find  me  there  ? 

Cre.  The  god  will  send  thee  on  thy  way. 

Men.  How  shall  I  find  the  means  ? 

Cre.  I  will  supply  thee  with  money. 

Mkn.  a  good  plan  of  thine,  father.  So  go;  for  I  will  to 
thy  sister,  Jocasta,  at  whose  breast  I  was  suckled  as  a  babe 
when  reft  of  my  mother  and  left  a  lonely  orphan,  to  give 
her  kindly  greeting  and  then  will  1  seek  my  safety.  Come, 
come  !  be  going,  that  there  be  no  hindrance  on  thy  part. 

\^Exit  Creon. 

How  cleverly,  ladies,  I  banished  my  father's  fears  by 
crafty  words  to  gain  my  end ;  for  he  is  trying  to  convey  me 
hence,  depriving  the  city  of  its  chance  and  surrendering  me 
to  cowardice.  Though  an  old  man  may  be  pardoned,  yet  in 
my  case  there  is  no  excuse  for  betraying  the  country  that 
gave  me  birth.  So  I  will  go  and  save  the  city,  be  assured 
thereof,  and  give  my  life  up  for  this  land.'  For  this 
were  shame,  that  they  whom  no  oracles  bind  and  who  have 
not  come  under  Fate's  iron  law,  should  stand  there,  shoulder 
to  shoulder,  with  never  a  fear  of  death,  and  fight  for  their 
country  before  her  towers,  while  I  escaj^e  the  kingdom  like  a 
coward,  a  traitor  to  my  father  and  brother  and  city  ;  and 
wheresoe'er  I  live,  I  shall  appear  a  dastard.  Nay,  by  Zeus 
and  all  his  stars,  by  Ares,  god  of  blood,  who  'stablished 
the  warrior-crop  that  sprung  one  day  from  earth  as  princes  of 
this  land,  that  shall  not  be  1  but  go  I  will,  and  standing  on 
the  topmost  battlements,  will  deal  my  own  death-blow  over 
the  dragon's  deep  dark  den,  the  spot  the  seer  described,  and 
will  set  my  country  free.  I  have  spoken.  Now  I  go  to  make 
the  city  a  present  of  my  life,  no  mean  offering,  to  rid  this 
kmgdom  of  its  affliction.     For  if  each  were  to  take  and 

'   Lines  997-8  are  bracketed  by  Nauck  as  spurious. 
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expend  all  the  good  wiihin  his  power,  contributing  it  to  his 
country's  weal,  our  states  would  experience  fewer  troubles 
and  would  for  the  future  prosper.  [Exit  Menceceus. 

Cho.  Thou  cam'st,  O  winged  fiend,  spawn  of  earth  and 
hellish  viper-brood,  to  prey  upon  the  sons  of  Cadmus,  rife 
with  death  and  fraught  with  sorrow,  half  a  monster,  half  a 
maid,  a  murderou8  prodigy,  with  roving  wings  and  ravening 
claws,  that  in  days  gone  by  didst  catch  up  youthful  victims 
from  the  haunts  of  Dirce,  with  discordant  note,  bringing  a 
deadly  curse,  a  woe  of  bloodshed  to  our  native  land.     A 
murderous  god  he  was  who  brought  all  this  to  pass.    In  every 
house  was  heard  a  cry  of  mothers  wailing  and  of  wailing 
maids,  lamentation  and  the  voice  of  weeping,  as  each  took 
up  the  chant  of  death  from  street  to  street  in  turn.     Loud 
rang  the  mourners'  wail,  and  one  great  cry  went  up,  whene'er 
that  winged  maiden  bore  some  victim  out  of  sight  from  the 
city.      At  last  came  CEdipus,  the  man  of  sorrow,  on  his 
mission  from  Delphi  to  this  land  of  Thebes,  a  joy  to  them 
then  but  afterwards  a  cause  of  grief;  for,  when  he  had  read 
the  riddle  triumphantly,  he  formed  with  his  mother  an  un- 
hallowed union,  woe  to  him!  polluting  the  city ;  and  by  his 
curses,  luckless  wight,  he  plunged  his  sons  into  a  guilty 
strife,  causing  them  to  wade  through  seas  of  blood. 

All  reverence  do  we  feel  for  him,  who  is  gone  to  his  death 
in  his  country's  cause,  bequeathing  to  Creon  a  legacy  of 
tears,  but  destined  to  crown  with  victory  our  seven  fenced 
towers.  May  our  motherhood  be  blessed  with  such  noble 
sons,  O  Pallas,  kindly  queen,  who  with  well-aimed  stone 
didst  spill  the  serpent's  blood,  rousing  Cadmus  as  thou  didst 
to  brood  upon  the  task,  whereof  the  issue  was  a  demon's 
curse  that  swooped  upon  this  land  and  harried  it. 

Mes.  Ho  there  !  who  is  at  the  palace-gates?  Open  the 
door,  summon  Jocasta  forth.  Ho  there  !  once  again  I  call ; 
spite  of  this  long  delay  come  forth  ;  hearken,  noble  wife  of 
CEdipus ;  cease  thy  lamentation  and  thy  tears  of  woe. 
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Joe  Surely  thou  art  not '  come,  my  friend,  with  the  sad 
news  of  Eteocles'  death,  beside  whose  shield  thou  hast  ever 
marched,  warding  from  him  the  foeman's  darts  ?  [What 
tidings  art  thou  here  to  bring  me?]*  Is  my  son  alive  or 
dead  ?     Declare  that  to  me. 

Mes.  To  rid  thee  of  thy  fear  at  once,  he  lives ;  that  terror 
banish. 

Joe.  Next,  how  is  it  with  the  seven  towers  that  wall  us  in  ? 

Mes.  They  stand  unshattered  still ;  the  city  is  not  yet  a 
l)rey. 

Joe.  Have  they  been  in  jeopardy  of  the  Argive  spear? 

Mes.  Aye,  on  the  very  brink ;  but  our  Theban  warriors 
proved  too  strong  for  Mycenae's  might. 

Joe.  One  thing  tell  me,  I  implore ;  knowest  thou  aught 
of  Polynices,  is  he  yet  alive  ?  for  this  too  I  long  to  learn. 

Mes.  As  yet  thy  sons  are  living,  the  pair  of  them. 

Joe.  God  bless  thee !  How  did  you  succeed  in  beating 
off  from  our  gates  the  Argive  hosts,  when  thus  beleaguered  ? 
Tell  me,  that  I  may  go  within  and  cheer  the  old  blind  man, 
since  our  city  is  still  safe. 

Mes.  After  Creon's  son,  who  gave  up  life  for  country,  had 
taken  his  stand  on  the  turret's  top  and  plunged  a  sword 
dark-hilted  through  his  throat  to  save  this  land,  thy  son  told 
off  seven  com[)anies  with  their  captains  to  the  seven  gates  to 
keep  watch  on  the  Argive  warriors,  and  stationed  cavalry' 
to  cover  cavalry,  and  infantry  to  su[)port  infantry,  that  assis- 
tance might  be  close  at  hand  for  any  weak  point  in  the  walls. 
Then  from  our  lofty  towers  we  saw  the  Argive  host  with  their 
white  shields  leaving  Teumessus,  and,  when  near  the  trench, 
they  charged  up  to  our  Theban  city  at  the  double.*  In  one 
loud  burst  from  their  ranks  and  from  our  battlements  rang 

*  Paley  and  Kirchhoff  read  ov  irov. 

'  Rejected  by  Kirchhoff  as  spurious. 
'  Reading  t<f^Spovi  9'  .   .   .   .  iral\ 

*  This  line  is  scarcely  intelligible,  and  perhaps  spurious. 


THE   PHCENICIAN   MAIDENS. 


253 


out  the  battle-cry  and  trumpet-call.     First  to  the  Neistian 
gate,  Parthenopaeus,  son  of  the  huntress  maid,  led  a  company 
bristling  with  serried  shields,  himself  with  his  own  peculiar 
badge  in  the  centre  of  his  targe,  Atalanta  slaying  the  ^tolian 
boar  with  an  arrow  shot  from  far.     To  the  gates  of  Proetus 
c^me  the  prophet  Amphiaraus,  bringing  the  victims  on  a 
chariot ;  no  vaunting  blazon  he  carried,  but  weapons  chastely 
plam.      Next  prince   Hippomedon  came  marching  to  the 
Ogygian  port  with  this  device  upon  his  boss,   Argus  the 
all-seeing  with  his  spangled  eyes  upon  the  watch  [whereof 
some  open  with  the  rising  stars,  while  others  he  closes  when 
they  set,  as  one  could  see  after  he  was  slain].'      At  the 
Homoloian    gates   Tydeus   was    posting   himself,   a   lion's 
skin    with   shaggy   mane    upon   his    buckler,   while   in   his 
right  hand  he  bore  a  torch,  like  Titan  Prometheus,  to  fire 
the  town.     Thy  own  son  Polynices  led  the  battle  'gainst  the 
Fountain  gate ;  upon  his  shield  for  blazon  were  the  steeds  of 
Potniae  galloping  at  frantic  speed,  revolving  by  some  clever 
contrivance  on  pivots  inside  the  buckler  close  to  the  handle, 
so  as  to  appear  distraught.  At  Electra's  gate  famed  Capaneus 
brought  up  his  company,  bold  as  Ares  for  the  fray ;   this 
device  his  buckler  bore  upon  its  iron  back,  an  earth-born 
giant  carrying  on  his  shoulders  a  whole  city  which  he  had 
wrenched  from  its  base,  a  hint  to  us  of  the  fate  in  store  for 
Thebes.     Adrastus  was  stationed  at  the  seventh  gate;  a 
hundred  vipers  filled  his  shield  with  graven  work,  as  he  bore 
on  his  left  arm  that  proud  Argive  badge,  the  hydra,  and 
serpents  were  carrying  off  in  their  jaws  the  sons  of  Thebes 
from  within  their  very  walls.     Now  I  was  enabled  to  see 
each  of  them,  as  I  carried  the  watch-word  along  the  line  to 
the  leaders  of  our  companies.    To  begin  with,  we  fought  with 
bows  and  thonged  javeHns,  with  slings  that  shoot  from  far 

'  Lines  1 1 16-18  were  first  condemned  by  Valckenaer ;  as  they 
stand  they  are  next  to  unintelligible  and  almost  certainly  spurious,  in 
spite  of  the  defence  made  for  them  by  Klotz. 
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and  showers  of  crashing  stones;  and  as  we  were  conquerini;, 
Tydeus  and  thy  son  on  a  sudden  cried  aloud,  *'  Ye  sons  of 
Argos,  before  being  riddled  by  their  fire,  why  delay  to  fall 
upon  the  gates  with  might  and  main,  the  whole  of  you,  light- 
armed  and  horse  and  charioteers?"  No  loitering  then,  soon 
as  they  heard  that  call ;  and  many  a  warrior  fell  with  bloody 
crown,  and  not  a  few  of  us  thou  couldst  have  seen  thrown 
to  the  earth  like  tumblers  before  the  walls,  after  they  had 
given  up  the  ghost,^  bedewing  the  thirsty  ground  with 
streams  of  gore.  Then  Atalanta's  son,  who  was  not  an 
Argive  but  an  Arcadian,  hurling  himself  like  a  hurricane  at 
the  gates,  called  for  fire  and  picks  to  raze  the  town  ;  but 
Periclymenus,  son  of  the  ocean-god,  stayed  his  wild  career, 
heaving  on  his  head  a  wagg  m-load  of  stone,  even  the  coping 
torn  from  the  battlements ;  and  it  shattered  his  head  with 
the  hair  and  crashed  through  the  sutures  of  the  skull,  dabbling 
with  blood  his  cheek  just  showing  manhood's  flush ;  and 
never  shall  he  go  back  alive  to  his  fair  archer-mother,  the 
maid  of  Maenalus.* 

Thy  son  then,  seeing  these  gates  secure,  went  on  to  the 
next,  and  I  with  him.  There  I  saw  Tydeus  and  his  serried 
ranks  of  targeteers  hurling  their  ^^Ctolian  spears  into  the 
opening  at  the  top  of  the  turrets,  with  such  good  aim  that 
our  men  fled  and  left  the  beetling  battlements  ;  but  thy 
son  rallied  them  once  more,  as  a  huntsman  cheers  his 
hounds,  and  made  them  man  the  towers  again.  And  then 
away  we  hastened  to  other  gates,  after  stopping  the  panic 
there.  As  for  the  madness  of  Capaneus,  how  am  I  to 
describe  it  ?  There  was  he,  carrying  with  him  a  long  scal- 
ing-ladder and  loudly  boasting  that  even  the  awful  lightning 
of  Zeus  would  not  stay  him  from  giving  the  city  to  utter 
destruction  ;  and  even  as  he  spoke,  he  crept  up  beneath 
the  hail  of  stones,  gathered  under  the  shei.er  of  his  shield, 

*  Reading  trTrnri^ivcornf. 

*  A  mountain  in  Arcadia. 


mounting  from  rung  to  rung  on  the  smooth  ladder;  but, 
just  as  he  was  scaling  the  parapet  of  the  wall,  Zeus  smote 
him  with  a  thunderbolt ;  loud  the  earth  re-echoed,  and  fear 
seized  every  heart;  for  his  limbs  were  hurled  from  the 
ladder  far  apart  as  from  a  sling,  his  head  toward  the  sky, 
his  blood  toward  earth,'  while  his  legs  and  arms  went  spinning 
round  like  Ixion's  wheel,  till  his  charred  corpse  fell  to  the 
ground.  But  when  Adrastus  saw  that  Zeus  was  leagued 
against  his  army,  he  drew  the  Argive  troops  outside  the 
trench  and  halted  them.  Meantime  our  horse,^  marking  the 
lucky  omen  of  Zeus,  began  driving  forth  their  chariots,  and 
our  men  at-arms  charged  into  the  thick  of  the  Argives,  and 
ever>'thing  combined  to  their  discomfiture ;  men  were 
falling  and  hurled  headlong  from  chariots,  wheels  flew  off, 
axles  crashed  together,  while  ever  higher  grew  the  heaps  of 
slain ;  so  for  to-day  at  least  have  we  prevented  the  destruction 
of  our  country's  bulwarks  ;  but  whether  fortune  will  here- 
after smile  upon  this  land,  that  rests  with  Heaven  ;  [for,  even 
as  it  is,  it  owes  its  safety  to  some  deity.]  ^ 

Cho.  Victory  is  fair ;  and  if  the  gods  are  growing  kinder, 
it  would  be  well  with  me. 

Joe.  Heaven  and  fortune  smile  ;  for  my  sons  are  yet 
alive  and  my  country  hath  escaped  ruin.  But  Creon  seems 
to  have  reaped  the  bitter  fruit  of  my  marriage  with  CEdipus, 
by  losing  his  son  to  his  sorrow,  a  piece  of  luck  for  Thebes, 
but  bitter  grief  to  him.  Prithee  to  thy  tale  again  and  say 
what  my  two  sons  intend  to  do  next. 

Mes.  Forbear  to  question  further  ;  all  is  well  with  thee  so 
far. 

Joe.  Thy  words  but  rouse  my  suspicions ;  I  cannot  leave 
it  thus. 

*  Lines  1183-85  are  regarded  by  Nauck  as  spurious. 

'  Paley's  reading   ixTr/f,  onXlrai   r    is   followed  ;    Nauck 's   iniriig 
oirXirai'  is  plausible. 

*  This  line  is  not  found  in  many  of  the  MSB. 
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Mes.  Hast  thou  any  further  wish  than  thy  sons*  safety  ? 
Joe.  Yea,  I  would  learn  whether  in  the  sequel  I  am  also 
blest. 

Mes.   Let  me  go  ;  thy  son  is  left  without  his  squire. 
Joe.  There  is  some  evil  thou    art    hiding,  veiling  it   in 
darkness. 

Mes.  Maybe  ;  I  would  not  add  ill  news  to  the  good  thou 
hast  heard. 

Joe.  Thou  must,  unless  thou  take  wings  and  fly  away. 

Mes.  Ah  !  why  didst  thou  not  let  me  go  after  announcing 
my  good  news,  instead  of  forcing  me  to  disclose  evil  ?  Those 
two  sons  of  thine  are  resolved  on  deeds  of  shameful  reck- 
lessness, a  single  combat  apart  from  the  host,  [addressing 
to  Argives  and  Thebans  alike  words  I  would  they  had 
never  uttered.  Eteocles,  taking  his  stand  on  a  lofty 
tower,  after  ordering  silence  to  be  proclaimed  to  the  army, 
began  on  thiswise,  "Ye  captains  of  Hellas,  chieftains  of 
Argos  here  assembled,  and  ye  folk  of  Cadmus,  barter 
not  your  lives  for  Polynices  or  for  me  !  For  I  myself  excuse 
you  from  this  risk,  and  will  engage  my  brother  m  single 
combat ;  and  if  I  slay  him,  I  will  possess  my  palace  without 
rival,  but  if  I  am  worsted  I  will  bequeath  the  city  to  him.' 
Ye  men  of  Argos,  give  up  the  struggle  and  return  to  your 
land,  nor  lose  your  lives  here;  of  the  earth-sown  folk  as  well 
there  are  dead  enough  in  those  already  slain." 

So  he;  then  thy  son  Polynices  rushed  from  the  array 
and  assented  to  his  proposal ;  and  all  the  Argives  and  the 
I)eople  of  Cadmus  shouted  their  approval,  as  though  they 
deemed  it  just.  On  these  terms  the  armies  made  a  truce, 
and  in  the  space  betwixt  them  took  an  oath  of  each  other 
for  their  leaders  to  abide  by.  Forthwith  in  brazen  mail 
those  two  sons  of  aged  CEdipus  were  casing  themselves  ;  and 
lords  of  Thebes  with  friendly  care  equipped  the  captain  of 

*  Reading  noXiy, 
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this  land,  while  Argive  chieftains  armed  the  other.  There 
they  stood  in  dazzling  sheen,  neither  blenching,  all  eagerness 
to  hurl  their  lances  each  at  the  other.  Then  came  their 
friends  to  their  side,  first  one,  then  another,  with  words  of 
encouragement,  to  wit ; 

*'  Polynices,  it  rests  with  thee  to  set  up  an  image  of  Zeus 
as  a  trophy,  and  crown  Argos  with  fair  renown." 

Others  hailed  Eteocles  ;  "  Now  art  thou  fighting  for  thy 
city  ;  now,  if  victorious,  thou  hast  the  sceptre  in  thy 
jjower. " 

So  spake  they,  cheering  them  to  the  fray. 

Meantime  the  seers  were  sacrificing  sheep  and  notin^ 
the  tongues  and  forks  of  fire,  the  damp  reek  which  is  a  bad 
omen,  and  the  tapering  flame,  which  gives  decisions  on  two 
pomts,  bemg  both  a  sign  of  victory  and  defeat.] '  But,  if  thou 
hast  any  power  or  subtle  speech  or  charmed  spell,  go,  stay 
thy  children  from  this  fell  aff^ray,  for  great  is  the  risk  they 
run.  [The  issue  thereof  will  be  grievous  sorrow  for  thee,  if 
to-day  thou  art  reft  of  both  thy  sons.] '    [Exit  Messenger. 

Joe.  .Antigone,  my  daughter,  come  forth  before  the 
palace;  this  heaven-sent  crisis  is  no  time  for  thee  to  be 
dancing  or  amusing  thyself  with  girlish  pursuits.  But  thou 
and  thy  mother  must  prevent  two  gallant  youths,  thy  own 
brothers,  from  i)lunging  into  death  and  falling  by  each 
other's  hand. 

Ant.  Mother  mine,  what  new  terror  art  thou  proclaiming 
to  thy  dear  ones  before  the  palace? 
Joe.  Daughter,  thy  brothers  are  in  danger  of  their  life. 
Ant.  What  mean'st  thou? 
Joe.  They  have  resolved  on  single  combat. 
Ant.  O  horror  !  what  hast  thou  to  tell,  mother? 

'  Paley  is  of  opinion  that  the  whole  passage  from  1.  1221  to  1.  1258  is 
an  interpolation  by  a  later  hand,  and  there  is  much  in  it  that  is  not  in 
the  style  of  Euripides,  and  so  too  in  the  dialogue  following. 

"  Lines  1262-3  are  rejecled  by  \'alckeuaer  and  subsequent  editors 
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Joe.  No  welcome  news  ;  follow  me. 

Ant.  Whither  away  from  my  maiden- bower? 

Joe.  To  the  army. 

Ant.  I  cannot  face  the  crowd. 

Joe.  Coyness  is  not  thy  cue  now. 

Ant.  But  what  can  I  do  ? 

Joe.  Thou  shalt  end  thy  brothers'  strife. 

Ant.  By  what  means,  mother  mine  ? 

Joe.  By  falling  at  their  knees  with  me. 

Ant.  Lead  on  till  we  are  'twixt  the  armies;  no  time  for 
lingering  now. 

Joe.  Haste,  my  daughter,  haste  !  For,  if  I  can  forestal 
the  onset  of  my  sons,  I  may  yet  live  ;  but  if  they  be 
dead,  I  will  lay  me  down  and  die  with  them. 

[Exeunt  JoeASTA  and  Antigone. 

Cho.  Ah  me  !  my  bosom  thrills  with  terror  ;  and  through 
my  flesh  there  passed  a  throb  of  pity  for  the  hapless  mother. 
Which  of  her  two  sons  will  send  the  other  to  a  bloody 
grave?  ah,  woe  is  me!  O  Zeus,  O  earth,  alas!  brother 
severing  brother's  throat  and  robbing  him  of  life,  cleaving 
through  his  shield  to  spill  his  blood  ?  Ah  me  !  ah  me  ! 
which  of  them  will  claim  my  dirge  of  death  ?  Woe  unto 
thee,  thou  land  of  Thebes  !  two  savage  beasts,  two  mur- 
derous souls,  with  brandished  spears  will  soon  be  draining 
each  his  fallen  foeman's  gore.  Woe  is  them,  that  they  ever 
thought  of  single  combat  !  in  foreign  accent  will  I  chant  a 
dirge  of  tears  and  wailing  in  mourning  for  the  dead.  Close 
I©  murder  stands  their  fortune;  ^  the  coming  day  will  decide 
it.*  Fatal,  ah  !  fatal  will  this  slaughter  be,  because  of  the 
avenging  fiends. 

But  hist  !  I  see  Creon  on  his  way  hither  to  the  palace 
with  brow  o'ercast ;  I  will  check  my  present  lamentations. 

*  Reading  axi^ov  rvxa  TfXaf  (p6vov, 

^  The  Schol.  explains  this  differently,  •*  to-day  will  decide  the  event," 
but  ^aoc  alone  can  scarcely  mean  "  this  day." 
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Cre.  Ah  me!  what  shall  I  do?  Am  I  to  mourn  with  bit- 
ter tears  myself  or  my  city,  round  which  is  settling  a  swarm 
thick  enough  to  send  us  to  Acheron  ?  My  own  son  hath 
died  for  his  country,  bringing  glory  to  his  name  but  grievous 
woe  to  me.  His  body  I  rescued  but  now  from  the  dragon  s 
rocky  lair  and  sidly  carried  the  self-slain  victim  hither  in  my 
arms ;  and  my  house  is  filled  with  weeping  ;  but  now  I 
come  to  fetch  my  sister  Jocasta,  age  seeking  age,  that 
she  may  bathe  my  child's  corpse  and  lay  it  out.  For  the 
living  must  reverence  the  nether  god  by  paying  honour  to 
the  dead. 

Cho.  Thy  sister,  Creon,  hath  gone  forth  and  her  daughter 
Antigone  went  with  her. 

Cre.  Whither  went  she?  and  wherefore?  tell  me. 

Cho.  She  heard  that  her  sons  were  about  to  engage  in 
single  combat  for  the  royal  house. 

Cre.  What  is  this  ?  I  was  paying  the  last  honours  to 
my  dead  son,  and  so  am  behindhand  in  learning  this  fresh 
sorrow. 

Cho.  'Tis  some  time,  Creon,  since  thy  sister's  departure 
and  I  expect  the  struggle  for  life  and  death  is  already 
decided  by  the  sons  of  CEdipus. 

Cre.  Alas  !  I  see  an  omen  there,  the  gloomy  look  and 
clouded  brow  of  yonder  messenger  coming  t3  tell  us  the 
whole  matter. 

Mes.  Ah.  woe  is  me!  what  language  can  I  find  to 
tell  my  tale? 

Cre.  Our  fate  is  sealed  ;  thy  opening  words  do  naught  to 
reassure  us. 

Mes.  Ah,  woe  is  me  !  I  do  repeat ;  for  beside  the  scenes 
of  woe  already  enacted  I  bring  tidings  of  new  horror. 

Cre.  What  is  thy  tale? 

Mes.  Thy  sister's  sons  are  now  no  more,  Creon. 

Cre.  Alas !  thou  hast  a  heavy  tale  of  woe  for  me  and 
Thebes ! 
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Cho.^  O  house  of  CEdipus,  hast  thou  heard  these 
tidings? 

Cre.  Of  sons  slain  by  the  self-same  fate. 

Cho.  a  tale  to  make  it  weep,  were  it  endowed  with  sense. 

Cre.  Oh!  most  grievous  stroke  of  fate  !  woe  is  me  for 
my  sorrows  !  woe  ! 

Mes.  Woe  indeed  !  didst  thou  but  know  the  sorrows  still 
to  tell. 

Cre.  How  can  they  be  more  hard  to  bear  than  these  ? 

Mes.  With  her  two  sons  thy  sister  has  sought  her  death. 

Cho.  Loudly,  loudly  raise  the  wail,  and  with  white  hands 
smite  upon  your  heads  ! 

Cre.  Ah  !  woe  is  thee,  Jocasta !  what  an  end  to  life  and 
marriage  hast  thou  found  the  riddling  of  the  Sphinx  !  But 
tell  me  how  her  two  sons  wrought  the  bloody  deed,  the 
struggle  caused  by  the  curse  of  (Edipus. 

Mes.  Of  our  successes  before  the  towers  thou  knowest, 
for  the  walls  are  not  so  far  away  as  to  prevent  thy  learning 
each  event  as  it  occurred.  Now  when  they,  [the  sons  of 
aged  CEdipus,]'  had  donned  their  brazen  mail,  they  went  and 
took  their  stand  betwixt  the  hosts,  [chieftains  both  and 
generals  too,] '  to  decide  the  day  by  single  combat.  Then 
Polynices,  turning  his  eyes  towards  Argos,  lifted  up  a 
prayer;  **0  Hera,  awful  queen, — for  thy  servant  I  am, 
since  I  have  wedded  the  daughter  of  Adrastus  and  dwell  in 
his  land, — grant  that  I  may  slay  my  brother,  and  stain  my 
lifted  hand  with  the  blood  of  my  conquered  foe.  [A 
shameful  prize  it  is  I  ask,  my  own  brother's  blood."  And 
to  many  an  eye  the  tear  would  rise  at  their  sad  fate,  and 
men  looked  at  one  another,  casting  their  glances  round.]* 

•  Lines  1341-2  are  thus  assigned  by  Hermann.  Kirchhoffand  Nauck 
give  tliein  to  Creon,  but  regard  1.  1342  as  interpolated. 

^  KirchhofiF  considers  this  line  a  repetition  of  1.  1243. 
'  Rejected  by  Valckenaer. 

*  Lines  1369-71  arc  also  rejected  by  Valckenaer. 
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But  Eteocles,  looking  towards  the  temple  of  Pallas  with  the 
golden  shield,  prayed  thus,  "  Daughter  of  Zeus,  grant  that 
this  right  arm  may  launch  the  spear  of  victory  against  my 
brother's  breast  and  slay  him  who  hath  come  to  sack  my 
country."  ^  Soon  as  the  Tuscan  trumpet  blew,  the  signal  for 
the  bloody  fray,  like  the  torch  that  falls,^  they  darted 
wildly  at  one  another  and,  like  boars  whetting  their  savage 
tusks,  began  the  fray,  their  beards  wet  with  foam ;  and  they 
kept  shooting  out  their  spears,  but  each  couched  beneaih 
his  shield  to  let  the  steel  glance  idly  off;  but  if  either  saw 
the  other's  face  above  the  rim,  he  would  aim  his  lance 
thereat,  eager  to  outwit  him. 

But  both  kept  such  careful  outlook  through  the  spy-holes 

in  their  shields,  that  their  weapons  ft)und   naught  to  do ; 

while  from  the  on-lookers  far  more'  than  the  combatants 

trickled   the   sweat    caused    by    terror    for    their   friends. 

Suddenly    Eteocles,   in   kicking   aside  a  stone   that   rolled 

beneath  his  tread,  exposed  a  limb  outside  his  shield,  and 

Polynices  seeing  a  chance  of  dealing  him  a  blow,  aimed  a 

dart   at    it,  and    the    Argive   shaft   went    through  his  leg; 

whereat  the  Danai,  one  and  all,  cried  out  for  joy.     But  the 

wounded   man,  seeing  a  shoulder  unguarded  in  this  effort, 

plunged   his  spear  with   all  his  might*  into  the  breast  of 

Polynices,    restoring   gladness   to   the  citizens  of  Thebes, 

though  he   brake   off  the   spear-head;    and  so,  at  a  loss 

for  a  weapon,  he  retreated  foot  by  foot,  till  catching  up  a 

splintered  rock  he  let  it  fly  and  shivered  the  other's  spear ; 

and  now  was  the  combat  equal,  for  each  had  lost  his  lance. 

Then  clutching   their  sword-hilts  they  closed,  and   round 

5>ome  reject  this  line  here  ;  it  occurs  also  at  1.  756. 
'  This  was  the  signal  for  the  start  at  the  Lampadephoria  an  Athenian 
ceremony  at  the  festivals  of  the  fire-gods  Prometheus,  Hephaestus  an<l 
Athena. 

Nauck  reads  ?ra<riv  for  irXfiwv,  and  excludes  line  1389, 
Reading  )3<y,  which,  however,  Kirchhoff  regards  as  conjectural. 
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and  round,  with  shields  close-locked,  they  waged  their  wild 
warfare.      Anon    Eteocles    introduced    that    crafty   Thes- 
salian  trick,  having  some  knowledge  thereof  from  his  inter- 
course with  that  country;   disengaging    himself  from    the 
immediate  contest,  he  drew  back  his  left  foot   but  kept  his 
eye  closely  on  the  pit  of  the  other's  stomach  from  a  distance; 
then  advancing  his  right  foot  he  plunged  his  weapon  through 
his  navel  and  fixed  it  in  his  spine.     Down   falls  Polynices, 
blood-bespattered,  ribs  and  belly  contracting  in  his  agony. 
But  that  other,  thinking  his  victory  now  complete,  threw 
down   his   sword   and    set   to  spoiling    him,  who!ly    intent 
thereon,  without  a  thought  for  himself.     And  this  indeed 
was  his  ruin  ;    for  Polynices,  who  had  fallen  first,  was  still 
faintly  breathing,  and  having  in  his  grievous  fall   retained 
his  sword,  he  made  a  last  effort  and  drove  it  through  the 
heart  of  Eteocles.      There    they  lie,    fallen    side  by   side, 
biting   the  dust  with  their   teeth,  without    having  decided 
the  mastery. 

Cho.  Ah,  woe  is  thee !  CEdipus,  for  thy  sorrows !  how  '  I 
pity  thee !  Heaven,  it  seems,  has  fulfilled  those  curses  of 
thine. 

Mes.  Now  hear  what  further  woes  succeeded.  Just 
as  her  two  sons  had  fallen  and  lay  dying,  comes  their 
wretched  mother  on  the  scene,  [her  daimhter  with  her,  in 
hot  haste]  ;*  and  when  she  saw  their  mortal  wounds,  *'Too 
late,"  she  moaned,  *'my  sons,  the  help  I  bring;'*  and  throwing 
herself  on  each  in  turn  she  wept  and  waited,  sorrowing  o'er 
all  her  toil  in  suckling '  them  ;  and  so  too  their  sister, 
who  was  with  her,  "Supporters  of  your  mother's  age! 
dear  brothers,  leaving  me  forlorn,  unwed!"  Then  prince 
Eteocles  with  one  deep  dying  gasp,  hearing  his  mother's 
cry,  laid  on  her  his  clammy  hand,  and   though   he  could 

*  Reading  o  onov  with  Hermann. 

*  Omitted  as  spurious  hy  most  critics  after  Valckenaer. 

*  liaaxiiiv^  but  Nauck's  iiarqv  is  plausible. 
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not  say  a  word,  his  moistened  eye  was  eloquent  to  prove 
his  love.  But  Polynices  was  still  alive,  and  seeing  his 
sister  and  his  aged  mother  he  said,  **  Mother  mine,  our 
end  is  come ;  I  pity  thee  and  my  sister  Antigone  and  my 
dead  brother.  For  I  loved  him  though  he  turhed  my  foe, 
I  loved  him,  yes !  in  spite  of  all.  Bury  me,  mother  mine, 
and  thou,  my  sister  dear,  in  my  native  soil  ;  pacify  the 
city's  wrath  that  I  may  get  at  least  that  much  of  my  own 
fatherland,  although  I  lost  my  home.  With  thy  hand, 
mother,  close  mine  eyes  (therewith  he  himself  places  her 
fingers  on  the  lids);  and  fare  ye  well;  for  already  the  dark- 
ness  wraps  me  round." 

So  both  at  once  breathed  out  their  life  of  sorrow.  But 
when  their  mother  saw  this  sad  mischance,  in  her  o'er- 
mastering  grief  she  snatched  from  a  corpse  its  sword  and 
wrought  an  awful  deed,  driving  the  steel  right  through  hei 
throat  .  and  there  she  lies,  dead  with  the  dead  she  loved  so 
well,  her  arms  thrown  round  them  both. 

Thereon  the  host  sprang  to  their  feet  and  fell  to  wrangling, 
we  maintaining  that  victory  rested  with  my  master,  they  with 
theirs  ;  and  amid  our  leaders  the  contention  raged,  some 
holding  that  Polynices  gave  the  first  wound  with  his  spear, 
others  that,  as  both  were  dead,  victory  rested  with  neither. 
Meantime  Antigone  crept  away  from  the  host ; '  and  those 
others  rushed  to  their  weapons,  but  by  some  lucky  forethought 
the  folk  of  Cadmus  had  sat  down  under  arms ;  and  by  a 
sudd.n  attack  we  surprised  the  Argive  host  before  it  was 
fully  equipped.  Not  one  withstood  our  onset,  and  they  filled 
the  plain  with  fugitives,  while  blood  was  streanjing  from  the 
countless  dead  our  spears  had  slain.  Soon  as  victory 
crowned  our  warfare,  some  began  to  rear  an  image  to  Zeus 
for  the  foe's  defeat,  others  were  stripping  the  Argive  dead 
of  their  shields  and  sending  their  spoils  inside  the  battle 
ments;  and  others  with  Antigone  are  bringing  her  dead 

*  Line  1465  is  rejected  by  Valckenaer. 
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brothers  hither  lor  their  friends  to  mourn.  So  the  result  of 
this  struggle  to  our  city  hovers  between  the  two  extremes  of 
good  and  evil  fortune.  f^^^-//  Messenger. 

Cho.  No  longer  do  the  misfortunes  of  this  house  extend 
to  hearsay  only ;  three  corpses  of  the  slain  lie  here  at  the 
palace  for  all  to  see,  who  by  one  common  death  have  passed 
to  their  life  of  gloom. 

Ant.  No  veil  I  draw  o'er  my  tender  cheek  shaded  with 
Its  clustering  curls ;  no  shame  I  feel  from  maiden  modesty 
at  the  hot  blood  mantling  'neath  my  eyes,  the  blush  upon 
my  face,  as  I  hurry  wildly  on  in  death's  train,  casting  from 
my  hair  its  tire  and  letting  my  delicate  robe  '  of  saffron  hue 
fly  loose,  a  tearful  escort  to  the  dead.     Ah  me ! 

Woe  to  thee,  Polynices  !  rightly  named.  I  trow ;  woe  to 
thee,    Thebes  !   no  mere  strife  to  end  in  strife  was  thine  • 
but  murder  completed  by  murder  hath  brought  the  house' 
of  CEdipus  to  ruin  with  bloodshed  dire '  and  grim      O  my 
home,  my  home!  what'  minstrel   can  I  summon  from  the 
dead  to  chant  a  fitting  dirge  o'er  my  tearful  fate,  as  I  bear 
these  three  corpses  of  my  kin,  my  mother  and  her  sons 
a  welcome  sight   to  the  avenging  fiend  that  destroyed  the 
house  of  (Edipus,  root  and   branch,   in   the  hour  that  his 
shrewdness  solved  the  Sphinx's  riddling  rhyme  and  slew 
that  savage  songstress.     Woe  is  me!  my  father  !  what  other 
Hdlene  or  barbarian,  what  noble  soul  among  the  bygone 
tribes  of  man's  poor  mortal  race  ever  endured  the  anguish  of 
such  visible  afflictions? 

Ah  !  poor  maid,  how  piteous  is  thy  plaint !     What  bird 
from  its  covert  'mid  the  leafy  oak   or   soaring  pine-tree's 

'   nrohda  T^v<pac,  but  Kirchhoff  reads  x^af  from  a  Scholium. 
Dindorf  omiis  aifiaTi  Sfti'p. 

'  Lines  1499-1500  are  almost  certainly  corrupt.  Paley  suggests 
that  7r^o<Tv^6v  is  a  gloss,  and  that  the  true  reading  is  f,  uvd  aovao- 
woXov  arovaxa^  ....  ayKaXieu, ;  I  have  adopted  crouaxdc  in  the 
translation. 
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branch  will  come '  to  mourn  with  me,  the  maid  left  mother- 
less, with  cries  of  woe,  lamenting,  ere  it  comes,  the  piteous 
lonely  life,  that  henceforth  must  be  alway  mine  with  tears 
that  ever  stream  ?  On  which  of  these  corpses  shall  I  throw 
my  offerings  first,  plucking  the  hair  from  my  head  ?  on  the 
breast  of  the  mother  that  suckled*  me,  or  beside  the  ghastly 
death-wounds  of  my  brothers'  corpses?  Woe  to  thee, 
(Edipus,  my  aged  sire  with  sightless  orbs,  leave  thy  roof, 
disclose  the  misery  of  thy  life,  thou  that  draggest  out  a 
weary  existence  within  the  house,  having  cast  a  mist  of 
darkness  o'er  thine  eyes.  Dost  hear,  thou  whose  aged  step 
now  gropes  its  way  across  the  court,  now  seeks  repose  on 
wretched  pallet  couch  ? 

CEd.  Why,  daughter,  hast  thou  dragged  me  to  the  light, 
supporting  my  blind  footsteps  from  the  gloom  of  my  chamber, 
where  I  lie  upon  my  bed  and  make  piteous  moan,  a  hoary 
sufferer,  invisible  as  a  phantom  of  the  air,  or  as  a  spirit  from 
the  p  t,  or  as  a  dream  that  flies? 

Ant.  Father,  there  are  tidings  of  sorrow  for  thee  to 
bear ;  no  more  thy  sons  behold  the  light,  or  thy  wife  who 
ever  would  toil  to  tend  thy  blind  footsteps  as  with  a  staff. 
Alas  for  thee,  my  sire  ! 

CEd.  Ah  me,  the  sorrows  I  endure  I  I  may  well  say  that." 
Tell  me,  child,  what  fate  o'ertook  those  three,  and  how  they 
left  the  light. 

Ant.  Not  to  reproach  or  mock  thee  say  I  this,  but  in  all 
sadness  ;  'tis  thy  own  avenging  curse,  with  all  its  load  of 
slaughter,  fire,  and  ruthless  war,  that  is  fallen  on  thy  sons. 
.\las  for  thee,  my  sire ! 

'  Paley  on  his  own  conjecture  inserts  iltni'  to  complete  the  sense  and 
metre. 

'  yaKcucroc,  but  fia<rroi  yaXcurro^  is  scarcely  a  Greek  expression.  Nauck 
proposes  raXairaQ. 

'  Reading  with  Hermann  uJ/iot  ifiCJv  xa^fwi',  xap  avruv.  He  regards 
orn'axnv  as  interpolated. 
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CEd.  Ah  me ! 

Ant.  Why  that  groan  ? 

CEd.  Tis  for  my  sons. 

Ant.  Couldst  thou  have  looked  towanls  yon  sun-god's 
four-horsed  car  and  turned  the  light  of  thine  eyes  on  These 
corpses,  it  would  have  been  agony  to  thee. 

(Ed    'Tis  clear  enough  how  their  evil  fate  o'crtook  mv 

came'  to"die   ' "'  '""  "''"''  '  "^"  """'  '^^"«^""'  ''^^  ^"e 

fnrfh?  ^"  '"*  u""'^'''  ""'^  ''"'■•I  •'^^'"O^"'  ^'^she  rushed 
fo   h  to  carry  to  her  sons  her  last  appeal,  a  mother's  breast. 

But  the  mother  found  her  sons  at  the  Electron  gate,  in  a 
meadow  where  the  lotus  blooms,  fighting  out  their  duel  like 

tons  m  the.r  la.r,  eager  to  wound  each  other  with  spears, 
the.r  blood  already  congealed,  a  murderous  libation  to  the 
Death-god  poured  out  by  Ares.  Then,  snatching  from  a 
corpse  a  sword  of  hammered  bronze,  she  plunged  it  in  her 
flesh,  and  ,n  sorrow  for  her  sons  fell  with  her  arms  around 
them.     So  to-day,   father,  the  god,  whose'er  .his  issue  is 

housf''  '°   "   ^^^'^    ""   '"'"   °^  '"^"""^  ^°'   °"f 

Cho.  Today  is  the  beginning  of  many  troubles  to  the 
house  of  CEd.pus ;  may  he  live  to  be  more  fortunate  • 

Cre.  Cease  now  your  lamentations;  'tis  time  we  be 
thought  us  of  their  burial.  Hear  what  I  have  to  say,  (Edipus. 
Eteocles.  ,hy  son.  left  me  to  rule  this  land,  by  ai.gning  it 
as  a  marriage  portion  to  Haemon  with  the  hand  of  Thy 
daughter  Antigone.  Wherefore  I  will  no  longer  permit 
thee  to  dwell  therein,  for  Teiresias  plainly  declared  thit  th^ 
city  would  never  prosper  so  long  as  thou  wert  in  the  land. 
So  begone  !  And  this  I  say  not  to  flout  thee,  nor  because  I 
bear  thee  any  grudge,  but  from  fear  that  some  calamity  will 
come  upon  the  realm  by  reason  of  those  fiends  that  dog 
tny  steps.  ° 

CEi).  O  destiny  !  to  what  a  life  of  pain  and  sorrow  didst 
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thou  bear  me  beyond  all  men  that  ever  were,'  e'en  from  the 
very  first ;  yea  for  when  I  was  yet  unborn,  or  ever  I  had  left 
my  mother's  womb  and  seen  the  light,  Apollo  foretold  to 
Lams  that  I  should  become  my  father's  murderer ;  woe  is 
me  !  So,  as  soon  as  I  was  born,  my  father  tried  to  end  again' 
the  hapless  life  he  had  given,  deeming  me  his  foe,  for  it  was 
fated  he  should  die  at  my  hand ;   so  he  sent  me  still  un- 
weaned  to  make  a  pitiful  meal  for  beasts,  but^  I  escaped  from 
that.    Ah !  would  that  Cithaeron  had  sunk  into  hell's  yawning 
abyss,  in  that  it  slew  me  not !    Instead  thereof  Fate  made  me 
a  slave  in  the  service  of  Polybus ;  and  I,  poor  wretch,  after 
slaying  my  own  father  came  towed  my  mother  to  her  sorrow, 
and  begat  sons  that  were  my  brothers,  whom  also  I  have 
destroyed,  by  bequeathing  unto  them  the  legacy  of  curses  I 
received  from  Laius.*    For  nature  did  not  make  me  so  ^oid 
of  understanding,  that  I  should  have  devised  these  horrors 
against  my  own  eyes  and  my  children's  life  without  the  inter- 
vention of  some  god.     Let  that  pass.     What  am  I,  poor 
wretch,  to  do  ?    Who  now  will  be  my  guide  and  tend  the 
blind  man's  step  ?    Shall  she,  that  is  dead  ?    Were  she  alive, 
I  know  right  well  she  would.    My  pair  of  gallant  sons,  then? 
But  they  are  gone  from  me.     Am  I  still  so  young  myself 
that  I  can  find  a  livelihood?     Whence  could  I  ?    O  Creon, 
why  seek  thus  to  slay  me  utterly?    For  so  thou  wilt,  if  thoii 
banish  me  from  the  land.     Yet  will  I  never  twine  my  arms 
about  thy  knees  and  betray  cowardice,  for  I  will  not  belie 
my  former  gallant  soul,  no  !  not  for  all  my  evil  case.^ 

Cre.  Thy  words  are  brave  in  refusing  to  touch  my  knees, 
and  I  am  equally  resolved  not  to  let  t  lee  abide  in  the  land.« 

•  Valckenaer  rejects  line  1596.  2  ^^^^^      ^^^^^  ^^^^ 

'  Lines  16047  are  regarded  as  spurious  by  Hartung  and  Dindorf. 

•  Dindorf  regards  line  161 1  as  spurious. 

Ml  is  worthy  of  notice  that  nearly  every  line  in  this  speech  has  been 
'^estioned  by  one  critic  or  another  ;  possibly  it  is  entirely  spurious. 

•  Paley  suspects  lines  1625-6  as  much  as  the  preceding  speech. 
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For  these  dead,  bear  one  forthwith  to  the  palace  ;  but  the 
other,  who  came  with  stranger  folk  to  sack  his  native  town, 
the  dead  Polynices,  cast  forth  unburied  beyond  our  frontiers. 
To  all  the  race  of  Cadmus  shall  this  be  proclaimed,  that 
whosoe'er  is  caught  decking  his  corpse  with  wreaths  or 
giving  it  burial,  shall  be  requited  with  death  ;  [unwept,  un- 
buried let  him  lie,  a  prey  to  birds]/  As  for  thee,  Antigone, 
leave  thy  mourning  for  these  lieless  three  and  betake  thy- 
self indoors  to  abide  there  in  maiden  state  until  to-morrow, 
when  Haemon  waits  to  wed  thee.^ 

Ant.  O  father,  in  what  cruel  misery  are  we  plunged  • 
For  thee  I  mourn  more  than  for  the  dead ;  for  in  thy 
woes  there  is  no  opposite  to  trouble,  but  universal  sorrow  is 
thy  lot.  As  for  thee,  thou  new-made  king,  why,  I  ask,  dost 
thou  mock  my  father  thus  with  banishment?'  why  start 
making  laws  over  a  helpless  corpse? 

Crk.  This  was  what  Eteocles,  not  I,  resolved. 

Ant.  a  foolish  thought,  and  foolish  art  thou  for  enter 
taining  it ! 

Cre.  What !  ought  I  not  to  carry  out  his  behests  ? 

Ant.  No  ;  not  if  they  are  wrong  and  ill-advised. 

Cre.  Why,  is  it  not  just  for  that  other  to  be  given  to 
the  dogs? 

Ant.  Nay,  the  vengeance  ye  are  exacting  is  no  lawful  one. 

Cre.  It  is;  for  he  was  his  country's  foe,  though  not  a 
foeman  born. 

Ant.  Well,  to  fate  he  rendered  up  his  destinies.* 

Cre.  Let  him  now  pay  forfeit  in  his  burial  too. 


*  Rejected  by  all  editors,  save  Klotz,  since  Valckenaer. 

*  Lines  1637-8  are  condemned  by  Dindorf  as  spurious.  Paley  suggests 
that  of  the  whole  speech  lines  1627-33  alone  are  genuine. 

'  Line  1644  is  rejected  by  many  editors  after  Valckenaer. 

*  This  line  is  generally  regarded  as  corrupt  ;  the  required  sense  seems 
to  be  "well,  if  he  was  a  foe,  he  met  a  foe's  deserts  by  being  slain." 
None  of  the  conjectures  are  at  all  convincing. 
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Ant.  What  crime  did  he  commit  in  coming  to  claim  his 
heritage  ? 

Cre.   Be  very  sure  of  this,  yon  man  shall  have  no  burial. 

Ant.   I  will  bury  him,  although  the  state  forbids. 

Cre.  Do  so,  and  thou  wilt  be  making  thy  own  grave  by 
his. 

Ant.  a  noble  end,  for  two  so  near  and  dear  to  be  laid 
side  by  side ! 

Cre.  {to  his  servants.)  Ho !  seize  and  bear  her  within  the 
palace. 

Ant.  Never !  for  I  will  not  loose  my  hold  upon  this 
corpse. 

Cre.   Heaven's  decrees,  girl,  fit  not  thy  fancies. 

Ant.  Decrees  !  here  is  another,  "  No  insult  to  the  dead." 

Cre.  Be  sure  that  none  shall  sprinkle  over  this  corpse 
the  moistened  dust 

Ant.  O  Creon,  by  my  mother's  corpse,  by  Jocasta,  I  im- 
plore thee ! 

Cre.  Tis  but  lost  labour ;  thou  wilt  not  gain  thy  prayer. 

Ant.  Let  me  but  bathe  the  dead  body — 

Cre.  Nay,  that  would  be  part  of  what  the  city  is  for- 
bidden. 

Ant.  At  least  let  me  bandage  the  gaping  wounds. 

Cre.  No  ;  thou  shalt  never  pay  honour  to  this  corpse. 

Ant.  O  my  darling !  one  kiss  at  least  will  I  print  upon 
thy  lips. 

Cre.  Do  not'  let  this  mourning  bring  disaster  on  thy 
marriage. 

Ant.  Marriage  !  dost  think  I  will  live  to  wed  thy  son  ? 

Cre.  Most  certainly  thou  must ;  how  wilt  thou  escape 
the  match  ? 

Ant.  Then  if  I  must,  our  wedding-night  will  find  another 
Danaid  bride  in  me. 


'  Reading  ou  /ii)  with  Kirchhoff  and  Paley. 
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Cre.   [Turning to  CEdipus.]  Dost  witness  huw  boldly  she 
repioached  me  ? 

Ant.  Witness  this  steel,  the  sword  by  which  I  swear ! 
Cre.  Why  art   so   bent   on  being    released   from    this 
marriage  ? 

Ant.  I  mean  to  share  my  hapless  father's  exile. 

Cre.  a  noble  spirit  thine  but  somewhat  touched  with 
folly. 

Ant.  Likewise  will  I  share  his  death,  I  tell  thee  further. 
Cre.  Go,  leave  the  land;  thou  shalt  not  murder  son  of 

mine.  r  r^*^  ^ 

lExtt  Creon. 

U^.D.  Daughter,  for  this  loyal  spirit  I  thank  thee. 
Ant.  Were  I  to  wed,  then  thou,  my  father,  wouldst  be 
alone  in  thy  exile.' 

fED.  Abide  here  and    be  happy;    I  will   bear  my  own 
load  of  sorrow. 

Ant.  And  who  shall  tend  thee  in  thy  blindness,  father? 
CEd.  Where  fate  appoints,  there  will  I  lay  me  down  upon 
the  ground. 

Ant.  Where   is    now  the   famous   CEdipus,  where   that 
famous  riddle  ? 

CEd.  Lost  for  ever !  one  day  made,  and  one  day  marred 
my  fortune. 

Ant.   May  not  I  too  share  thy  sorrows  ? 

•  CEd.  To  wander  with  her  blinded  sire  were  shame  unto 
his  child. 

.  Ant.  Not  so,  father,  but  glory  rather,  if  she  be  a  maid 
discreet. 

CEd.  Lead   me    nigh    that    I    may   touch    thy    mother's 
corpse. 

Ant.  So  !  embrace  the  aged  form  so  dear  to  thee. 
CEd.  Woe  is  thee,  thy  motherhood,  thy  marriage  most 
unblest ! 

Ant.  a  piteous  corpse,  a  prey  to  every  ill  at  once  ! 
'  Paley  unnecessarily  prints  ihis  line  with  an  interrogation. 
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CEd.  Where  lies  the  corpse  of  Eteocles,  and  of  Polynices, 
where  ? 

Ant.  Both  lie  stretched  before  thee,  side  by  side. 
CEd.  Lay  the   blind  man's   hand  upon   his   poor  sons' 
brows. 

Ant.  There  then !  touch  the  dead,  thy  children. 
CEd.  Woe  for  you  !  dear  fallen  sons,  sad  offspring  of  a 
sire  as  sad  ! 

Ant.  O  my  brother  Polynices,  name  most  dear  to  me  ! 
CEd.    Now  is  the  oracle  of  Loxias  being  fulfilled,   my 
child. 

Ant.  What  oracle  was  that.>  canst  thou  have  further 
woes  to  tell  ? 

(Ed.  That  I  should  die  in  glorious  Athens  after  a  life  of 
wandering. 

Ant.  Where?  what  fenced  town  in  Attica  will  take  thee 
in? 

CEd.  Hallowed  Colonus,  home  of  the  god  of  steeds. 
Come  then,  attend  on  thy  blind  father,  since  thou  art 
minded  to  share  his  exile. 

Ant.  To  wretched  exile  go  thy  way;  stretch  forth  thy 
hand,  my  aged  sire,  taking  me  to  guide  thee,  like  a  breeze 
that  speedeth  barques. 

CEd.  See,  daughter,  I  am  advancing;  be  thou  my  guide, 
poor  child. 

Ant.  Ah,  poor  indeed !  the  saddest  maid  of  all  in  Thebes. 
CEd.  Where  am  I  planting  my  aged   step?    Bring   my 
staff,  child. 

Ant.  This  way,  this  way,  father  mine!  plant  thy  footsteps 
here,  like  a  dream  for  all  the  strength  thou  hast. 

CEd.  Woe  unto    thee    that    art    driving  my  aged  limbs 
in  grievous  exile  from  their  land  !    Ah  me  !  the  sorrows 
endure ! 

Ant.  "Endure"!  why  speak  of  enduring?  Justice 
regardeth  not  the  sinner  and  requiteth  not  men's  follie$. 
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Old.  I  am  he,  whose  name  passed  into  high  songs  of 
victory  because  I  guessed  the  maiden's  baffling  riddle. 

Ant.  Thou  art  bringing  up  again  the  reproach  of  the 
Sphinx.  Talk  no  more  of  past  success.  This  misery  was 
in  store  for  thee  all  the  while,  to  become  an  e.xile  from  ihy 
country  and  die  thou  knowest  not  where  ;  while  I,  bequeath- 
ing to  my  girlish  friends  tears  of  sad  regret,  must  go  forth 
from  my  native  land,  roaming  as  no  maiden  ought. 

.Ah  !  this  dutiful  resolve  '  will  crown  me  with  glory  in 
respect  of  my  father's  sufferings.  Woe  is  me  for  the  insults 
heape<l  on  thee  and  on  my  brother  whose  dead  body  is 
cast  forth  from  the  palace  unburied  ;  poor  boy  !  1  will  yet 
bury  him  secretly,  though  I  have  to  die  for  it,  father. 

CEd.  To  thy  companions  show  thyself. 

Ant.  My  own  laments  suffice. 

CEd.  Go  pray  then  at  the  altars. 

Ant.  They  are  weary  of  my  piteous  tale. 

G£d.  At  least  go  seek  the  Bromian  god  in  his  hallowed 
haunt  amongst  the  Maenads'  hills. 

Ant.  Offering  homage  that  is  no  homage^  in  Heaven's 
eyes  to  him  in  whose  honour  I  once  fringed  my  dress  with 
the  Theban  fawn-skin  and  led  the  dance  upon  the  hills  for 
the  holy  choir  of  Semele  ? 

CEd.  My  noble  fellow-countrymen,  behold  me  ;  I  am 
CEdipus,  [who  solved  the  famous  riddle,  and  once  was  first 
of  men,]'  I  who  alone  cut  short  the  murderou:  Sphinx's 
tyranny  am  now  myself  expelled  the  land  in  shame  and 
misery.     Go  to ;  why  make  this  moan  and  bootless  lamen- 


'  It  is  not  clear  whether  <^v  tu  \ffrt<Tifio^  ^I'o/r  should  be  assigned  to 
(.Edipusor  to  Antigone.  The  Schol.  found  both  arrangements  ;  modern 
critics  agree  in  giving  them  to  Antigone. 

^  The  meaning  apparently  is  that  as  she  would  be  doing  so  un- 
willingly, it  would  l^  no  real  homage  and  therefore  better  left  undone. 

'  This  line  is  generally  regarded  a-^  interpolated  from  Soph.  CEd.  K., 
1.  1524- 
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tation?   Weak  mortal  as  I  am,  I  must  endure  the  fate  that 
God  decrees. 

Cho.  Hail  !   majestic  Victory !   keep  thou   my  life  nor 
ever  cease  to  crown  my  song  ! 
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DRAMATIS   PERSONS 

Electra. 

Helen. 

Chorus  of  Argive  Maidens. 

Orestes. 

Men  EL  A  us. 

Pylades. 

Messenger. 

Hermione. 

A  Phrygian  Eunuch,  in  Helen's  retinue. 

Apollo. 

Tyndareu!;. 


Scene. — Before  the  royal  palace  at  Argo^. 


ORESTES. 

Ele.  (Orestes  lies  sleeping  on  a  couch  in  the  background.) 
There  is  naught  so  terrible  to  describe,  be  it  physical  pain 
or  heaven-sent  affliction,*  that  man's  nature  may  not  have  to 
bear  the  burden  of  it.  Tantalus,  for  instance,  once  so 
prosperous, — and  I  am  not  now  taunting  him  with  his 
misfortunes,— that  Tantalus,  the  reputed  son  of  Zeus,  hangs 
suspended  in  mid  air,  quailing  at  the  crag  which  looms 
above  his  head  ;  paying  this  penalty,  they  say,  for  the  shame- 
ful weakness  he  displayed  in  failing  to  keep  a  bridle  on  his 
lips,  when  admitted  by  gods,  though  he  was  but  a  mortal, 
to  share  the  honours  of  their  feasts  like  one  of  them. 

He  it  was  that  begat  Pelops,  the  faiher  of  Atreus,  for 
whom  the  goddess, ''  when  she  had  carded  her  wool,  spun  a 
web  of  strife,  even  to  the  making  of  war  with  his  own  brother 
Thyestes.     But  why  need  I  repeat  that  hideous  tale? 

Well,  Atreus  slew  Thyestes'  children  and  feasted  him  on 
them  ;  but, — passing  over  intermediate  events, — from  Atreus 
and  ^rope  of  Crete  sprang  Agamemnon,  that  famous  chief, 
— if  his  was  really  fame, — and  Menelaus.  Now  it  was  this 
Menelaus  who  married  Helen,  Heaven's  abhorrence ;  while 
his  brother,  King  Agamemnon,  took  Clytemnestra  to  wife, 
name  of  note  in  Hellas,  and  we  three  daughters  were  his 
issue,  Chrysothemis,  Iphigenia,  and  myself  Electra;  also  a 
son  Orestes ;  all  of  that  one  accursed  mother,  who  slew  her 

*  i.e.    madness. 

*  /.r.,  Destiny.     The  Scholiast  notices  a  variant  reading 'P^^ic. 
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iordf  after  snaring  him  in  a  robe  that  had  no  outlet,  jicr 
reason  a  maiden's  lips  may  not  declare,  and  so  I  leave  tHal 
"UTT^xpiaTned  for  the  world  to  guess  at.  What  «€ed  for  me 
to  charge  Phcebiis  with  wrong-doing,  though  he  instigated 
Orestes  to  slay  his  own  mother,  a  deed  that  few  approved  ; 
still  it  was  his  obedience  to  the  god  that  made  him  slay  her; 
I,  too,  feebly  as  a  woman  would,  shared  in  the  deed  of 
blood,  as  did  Pylades  who  helped  us  to  bring  it  about. 

After  this  my  poor  Orestes  fell  sick  of  a  cruel  wasting 
disease  ;  upon  his  couch  he  lies  prostrated,'  and  it  is  his 
mother's  blood  that  goads  him  into  frenzied  fits  ;  this  I  say, 
from  dread  of  naming  those  goddesses,  whose  terrors  are 
chasing  him  before  them, — even  the  Eumenides.  Tis  now 
the  sixth  day  since  the  body  of  his  murdered  mother  was 
committed  to  the  cleansing  fire ;  since  then  no  food  has 
passed  his  lips,  nor  hath  he  washed  his  skin  ;  but  wrapped 
in  his  cloak  he  weeps  in  his  lucid  moments,  whenever  the 
fever  leaves  him  ;  otherwhiles  he  bounds  headlong  from  his 
couch,  as  a  colt  when  it  is  loosed  from  the  yoke.  Moreover 
this  city  of  Argos  has  decreed,  that  no  man  give  us  shelter  at 
his  fireside  or  speak  to  matricides  like  us ;  yea,  and  this  is 
the  fateful  day,  on  which  Argos  will  decide  our  sentence, 
whether  we  are  both  to  die  by  stoning,  or  to  whet  the  steel 
and  plunge  it  in  our  necks.'*  There  is,  'tis  true,  one  hoj^e  of 
escape  still  left  us  ;  Menelaus  has  landed  from  Troy  ;  his 
fleet  now  crowds  the  haven  of  Nauplia  where  he  is  come  to 
anchor,  returned  at  last  from  Troy  after  ceaseless  wander- 
ings ;  but  Helen,  that  "  lady  of  sorrows,"  as  she  styles  her- 
self, hath  he  sent  on  to  our  palace,  carefully  wailing  for  the 
night,  lest  any  of  those  parents  whose  sons  were  slain  beneath 
the  walls  of  Troy,  might  see  her  if  she  went  by  day,  and  set 
to  stoning  her.     Within  she  sits,  weeping  for  her  sister  and 

*   Reading  Triaiov  r*  with  Nauck  after  Reiske. 

^  Dimlorf  considers  lines  50-51  spurious.     Nauck,  after  Ilerwerdon, 
rejects  1.  51. 
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the  calamities  of  her  family,  and  yet  s/ie  hath  still  some 
solace  in  her  woe  ;  for  Hermione,  the  child  she  left  at  home 
in  the  hour  she  sailed  for  Troy,— the  maid  whom  Menelaus 
brought  from  Sparta  and  entrusted  to  my  mother's  keeping, 
—is  still  a  cause  of  joy  to  her  and  a  reason  to  forget  her 

sorrows. 

I,  meantime,  am  watching  each  approach,'  against  the 
moment  I  see  Menelaus  arriving  ;  for  unless  we  find  some 
safety  there,  we   have   but   a   feeble   anchor'   to   ride  on 

otherwise. 

A  helpless  thing,  an  unlucky  house  ! 

Hel.  Daughter  of  Clytemnestra  and  Agamemnon,  hap- 
less Electra,  too  long  now  left  a  maid  unwed  !  how  is  it  with 
thee  and  thy  brother,  [this  ill-starred  Orestes  who  slew  his 
mother  !] '  Speak  ;  for  referring  the  sin  as  I  do  to  Phoebus, 
I  incur  no  pollution  by  letting  thee  accost  me;  and  yet  I 
am  truly  sorry  for  the  fate  of  my  sister  Clytemnestra,  on 
whom  I  ne'er  set  eyes  after  I  was  driven  by  heaven-sent 
frenzy  to  sail  on  my  disastrous  voyage  to  Ilium  ;  but  now 
that  I  am  parted  from  her  I  bewail  our  misfortunes. 

Ele.  Prithee,  Helen,  why  should  I  speak  of  that  which 
tliine  own  eyes  can  see  [the  son  of  Agamemnon  in  his 

miser}?]  * 

Beside  his  wretched  corpse  I  sit,  a  sleepless  sentinel ;  for 
corpse  he  is,  so  faint  his  breath  ;'  not  that  I  reproach  him 
with  his  sufferings;  but  thou  art"  highly  blest  and  thy 
husband  too,  and  ye  are  come  upon  us  in  the  hour  of 
adversity. 


*  Paley  with  Musgrave  reads  n'c  oSbv;  so  too  Nauck, 
reading  is  t'laoSov. 

Instead  of  MSS.  'pil^MC  Nauck  reads  'poTrfJQ. 
Omitted  by  Kirchhoff  as  spurious. 
Regarded  by  Kirchhoff  as  spurious. 
TTi  or/c  ;  but  Hartung  pi'irrit:. 
Reading  av  ^'  i?  .  .  .,  i'lKirot: 
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Hel.  How  long  hath  he  been  laid  thus  upon  his  couch? 

Ele.  Ever  since  he  spilt  his  mother's  blood—. 

Hel.  Unhappy  wretch  !  unhappy  mother  !  what  a  death 

she  died ! 

Ele.  Unhappy  enough  to  succumb  to  his  misery 

Hel.  Prithee,  maiden,  wilt  hear  me  a  moment? 

Ele.  Aye,  with  such  small  leisure  as  this  watching  o'er  a 

brother  leaves. 

Hel.  Wilt  go  for  me  to  my  sister's  tomb? 

Ele.  Wouldst  have  me  seek  my  mother's  tomb?    And 

why  ? 

Hel.  To  carry  an  offering  of  hair  and  a  libation  from 

Ele.  Art  forbidden  then  to  go  to  the  tombs  of  those  thou 

lovest  ? 

Hel.  Nay,  but  I  am  ashamed  to  show  myself  in  Argos. 
Ele.  a  late  repentance  surely  for  one  who  left  her  home 

so  shamefully  then. 

Hel.  Thou  hast  told  the  truth,  but  thy  telling  is  not  kind 

to  me. 

Ele.  What  is  this  supposed  modesty  before  the  eyes  ot 

Mycense  that  possesses  thee  ? 

Hel.  I  am  afraid  of  the  fathers  of  those  who  he  dead 
beneath  the  walls  of  Ilium. 

Ele.  Good  '  cause  for  fear;  thy  name  is  on  every  tongue  in 

Argos. 

Hel.  Then  free  me  of  my  fear  and  grant  me  this  boon. 

Ele.  I  could  not  bear  to  face  my  mother's  grave. 

Hel.  And  yet  'twere  shame  indeed  to  send  these  offerings 
by  a  servant's  hand. 

Ele.  Then  why  not  send  thy  daughter  Hermione  ? 

Hel.  'Tis  not  seemly  for  a  tender  maid  to  make  her  way 
amongst  a  crowd. 

»  Reading  Sitviw  yap-'Apya  t  (Person).  Ilcimann,  aflef  Matthiae, 
prefers  hivbv  yap'Xpyii  y'  dia(ioif. 
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Ele.  And  yet  she  would  thus  be  repaying  her  dead  foster- 
mother's  care.  v       t 

Hel    True;  thou  hast  convinced  me,  maiden.     Yes,  J. 
W77/1  send  my  daughter;   for  thou  art  right.     [Ca//w,^.] 
Hermione,  my  child,  come  forth  before  the  palace;  take 
these  libations  and  these  tresses  of  mine  in  thy  hands,  and 
go  pour  round  Clytemnestra's  tomb  a  mingled  cup  of  honey, 
milk,  and  frothing  wine ;  then  stand  upon  the  heaped-up 
grave,  and  proclaim  therefrom,  "  Helen,  thy  sister,  sends 
thee  these  libations  as  her  gift,  fearing  herself  to  approach 
thy  tomb  from  terror  of  the  Argive  mob;"   and  bid  her 
harbour  kindly  thoughts  towards  me  and  thee  and  my  hus- 
band ;   towards  these  two  wretched   sufferers,  too,  whom 
Heaven  hath  afflicted.     Likewise  promise  that  I  will  pay  in 
full  whatever  funeral  gifts  are  due  from  me  to  a  sister.     Now 
go,  my  child,  and  tarry  not ;  and  soon  as  thou  hast  made  the 
offering  at  the  tomb,  bethink  thee  of  thy  return. 

^  [Exit  Helen. 

Ele  O  human  nature,  what  a  grievous  curse  thou  art  irt 
this  world !  and  what  salvation,  too,  to  those  who  have  a 

goodly  heritage  therein !  ,   ,         j 

Did  ye  mark  how  she  cut  off  her  hair  only  at  the  ends, 
careful  to  preserve  its  beauty?  Tis  the  same  woman  as  of 
old.  May  Heaven's  hate  pursue  thee  !  for  thou  hast  proved 
the  ruin  of  me  and  my  poor  brother  and  all  Hellas. 

Alack '  here  are  my  friends  once  more,  coming  to  unite 
their  plaintive  dirge  with  mine  ;  they  will  soon  put  an  end 
to  my  brother^s  peaceful  sleep  and  cause  my  tears  to  flow 
when  I  see  his  frenzied  fit  i-         . 

Good  friends,  step  softly ;  not  a  sound !  not  a  whisper . 
for  though  this  kindness  is  well-meant,  rouse  him  and  I  shall 
rue  it. 

'   Reading  rai,  nifiW^i  yi  (Paley).     Hermann  and  Dindorf  omit  the 
line  as  spurious,  others  read  cai  vf^\\/ofi'iv  yf. 
*  irofi' ;  Porius  ytip. 
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Cho.  Hush  !  hush  !  let  your  footsteps  fall  lightly  !  not  a 
sound  !   [not  a  whisi)er  !]  ' 

Ele.  Further,  further  from  his  couch  !  I  beseech  ye. 

Cho.  There  !  there !  I  obey. 

Ele.  Hush  !  hush  !  good  friend,  I  pray.  Soft  as  the 
l)reath  of  slender  reedy  pipe  be  thy  every  accent ! 

Cho.  Hark,  how  soft  and  low  I  drop  my  voice ! 

Ele.  Yes,  lower'  thy  voice  e'en  thus;  approach  now, 
softly,  softly!  Tell  me  what  reason  ye  had  for  coming  at  all. 
Tis  so  long  since  he  laid  him  down  to  sleep. 

Cho.  How  is  it  with  him  ?  Impart  thy  news,  dear  lady. 
Is  it  weal  ^  or  woe  I  am  to  tell  ? 

Eli:.  He  is  still  alive,  but  his  moans  grow  feeble. 

Cho.  What  sayest  thou?  [turning  to  Orestes.]  Poor 
wretch  ! 

Elk.  Awake  him  from  the  deep  sweet  slumber  he  is  now 
enjoying  and  thou  wilt  cause  his  death. 

Cho.  Ah,  poor  sufferer !  victim  of  Heaven's  vengeful 
hate  ! 

Ele.  Ah,  misery  !  It  seems  it  was  a  wicked  utterance  by 
a  wicked  god  delivered,  the  day  that  Loxias  from  his  seat 
upon  the  tripod  of  Themis  decreed  my  mother's  most  un- 
natural *  murder. 

Cho.  He  stirs  beneath  his  robe  !    Dost  see? 

Ele.  Alas  !  I  do ;  thy  noisy  chatter  has  roused  him  from 
his  sleep. 

Cho.  Nay,  methinks  he  slumbers  still. 


These  last  words  are  probably  interpolated  from  I.  137  (Hermann). 
''  carayf.     Hermann  and  Klotz  follow  a  Scholiast  in  thus  explaining 
this   word.       Paley  refuses  this  explanation,  and  says  it  is  a  phra>c 
borrowed  from  a  ship  coming  to  land,  *'  Come  on." 

The  wonls  ma  rvxnv  I'lmo  ;  are  stispccled  l)y  Xauck. 
*  dTToipovoi^  dfj' 'iSiKatTf.    Schol.  aVoTTo*'.    Cf.  tn/ra  \.  ig2.    Hermann 
reads  a7r*tWr<T«  "acquitted,"/..-.,  pronounced  that  the  murder  was  no 
murder. 
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Ele.  Begone  !  quit  the  house  !  retrace  thy  footsteps^-ft 
truce  to  this  din  ! 

Cho.  He  sleeps.    Thou  art  right.' 

Ele.  O  Night,  majestic  queen,  giver  of  sleep  to  toihng 
men,  rise  from  the  abyss  of  Erebus  and  wing  thy  way  to 
the  i>alace  of  Agamemnon  !  For  beneath  our  load  of  misery 
and  woe  we  sink,  aye,  sink  oppressed. 

There  !  [To  the  Chorus.]  that  noise  again  !  Do  be  still  and 
keep  that  high-pitched  voice  of  thine  away  from  his  couch ; 
suffer  him  to  enjoy  his  sleep  in  peace  1 

Cho.  Tell  me,  what  end  awaits  his  troubles? 

Ele.  Death,  death  ;  what  else  ?  for  he  does  not  even  miss 

his  food. 

Cho.  Why,  then  his  doom  is  full  in  view. 

Ele.  Phcebus  marked  us  out  as  his  victims  by  imposmg 
a  foul  unnatural  task,  even  the  shedding  of  the  blood  of  our 
mother,  who  slew  our  sire.  y,^^^ 

Cho.  'Twas  just,  bm 'twas  not  well.  - 

ELE.l)Ja37cIea37o'mother  mine  !  and  thou  hast  slam 
a  father  and  these  the  children  of  thy  womb ;  for  we  are 
dead  or  as  the  dead  Yes,  thou  art  in  thy  grave,  and 
more  than  half  my  life  is  spent  in  weeping  and  wailing  and 
midnight  lamentations ;  oh,  lock  on ''  me  !  a  maid  unwed, 
unblest  with  babes,  I  drag  out  a  joyless  existence  as  if  for 

ever. 

Cho.  My  daughter  Electra,  from  thy  near  station  there 
see  whether  thy  brother  hath  not  passed  away  without  thy 
knowing  it  ;  for  I  like  not  his  utter  prostration. 

Ore.  {Awaking  refreshed.)  Sweet  charm  of  sleep !  saviour 
in  sickness  !  how  dear  to  me  thy  coming  was  !  how  needed  ! 
All  hail,  majestic  power,  oblivion  of  woe  I    How  wise  this 

'  Possibly  an  answer  to  the  remark  of  another  member  of  the  Chorus 
in  1.  169.     Paley  has  followed  KirchhofTs  distribution  of  these  lines. 

■'  Reading  *Vi5'.  Klotz  reads  tTri  ^'  as  if  for  Itrl  rovrntU.^  Hermann 
suggests  as  the  possibly  true  reading  Cqaixot:  duKvog  d^iXot,  on  k.t.K 
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goddess  is,  how  earnestly  invoked  by  every  suffering  soul ! 
(Addressing  ^LE.CTK\.)  Whence  came  I  hither?  How  is  it 
I  am  here?  for  I  have  lost  all  previous  recollection  and 
remember  nothing. 

Ele.  Dearest  brother,  how  glad  I  was  to  see  thee  fall 
asleep  !  VVouldst  have  me  take  thee  in  my  arms  and  lift  thy 
body? 

Ore.  Take,  oh  !  take  me  in  thy  arms,  and  from  this 
sufferer's  mouth  and  eyes  wipe  off  the  flakes  of  foam. 

Ele.  Ah  !  'tis  a  service  I  love ;  nor  do  I  scorn  with  sister's 
hand  to  tend  a  brother's  limbs. 

Ore.  Prop  me  up,  thy  side  to  mine ;  brush  the  matted 
hair  from  off  my  face,  for  I  see  but  dimly. 

Ele.  .^h,  poor  head  !  how  squalid  are  thy  locks  become  ! 
How  wild  thy  look  from  remaining  so  long  unwashed  ! 

Orp:.  Lay  me  once  more  upon  the  couch;  when  my  fit 
leaves  me,  I  am  all  unnerved,  unstrung. 

'  Ele.  [As  she  lays  him  do7(>n.]  Welcome  to  the  sick  man 
is  his  couch,  for  painful  though  it  be  to  take  thereto,  yet  is 
it  necessary. 

Ore.  Set  me  upright  once  again,  turn  me  round;  it  is 
their  helplessness  makes  the  sick  so  hard  to  please. 

Ele.  Wilt  put  thy  feet  upon  the  ground  and  take  a  step 
at  last?    Change  is  always  pleasant. 

Ore.  That  will  I  ;  for  that  has  a  semblance  of  health ; 
and  that  seeming,  though  it  be  far  from  the  reality,  is  pre- 
ferable to  this. 

Ele.  Hear  me  then,  O  brother  mine,  while  yet  the  aveng- 
ing fiends  permit  thee  to  use  thy  senses. 

Ore.  Hast  news  to  tell  ?  so  it  be  good,  thou  dost  me  a 
kindness  ;  but  if  it  tend  to  my  hurt,  lo !  I  have  sorrow 
enough. 

Ele.  Menelaus,  thy  father's  brother,  is  arrived;  in 
Nauplia  his  fleet  lies  at  anchor. 

Ore.   Ha !  is  he  come  to  cast  a  ray  of  light  upon  our 


gloom,  a  man  of  our  own  kin  who  owes  our  sire  a  debt  of 
gratitude? 

Ele.  Yes,  he  is  come,  and  is  bringing  Helen  with  him 
from  the  walls  of  Troy ;  accept  this  as  a  sure  proof  of  what 
I  say. 

Ore.  Had  he  returned  alone  in  safety,  he  were  more  to 
be  envied ;  for  if  he  is  bringing  his  wife  with  him,  he  is 
bringing  a  load  of  mischief. 

Ele.  Tyndareus  begat  a  race  of  daughters  notorious  for 
the  shame  they  earned,  infamous  throughout  Hellas. 

Ore.  Be  thou  then  different  from  that  evil  brood,  for 
well  thou  mayest,  and  that  not  only  in  profession,  but  also 

in  heart. 

Ele.  Ah  !  brother,  thine  eye  is  growing  wild,  and  in  a 
moment  art  thou  passing  from  thy  recent  saneness  back  to 
frenzy. 

Ore.  [starting  up  wildly.']  Mother,  I  implore  thee !  let 
not  loose  on  me  those  maidens  with  their  bloodshot  eyes 
and  snaky  hair.^  [Ha  !  see,  see  where  they  approach  to 
leap  upon  me  !]* 

Ele.  Lie  still,  poor  sufferer,  on  thy  couch ;  thine  eye  sees 
none  of  the  things  which  thy  fancy  paints  so  clear. 

Ore.  O  Phoebus !  they  will  kill  me,  yon  hounds  of  hell, 
death's  priestesses  with  glaring  eyes,  terrific  goddesses. 

Ele.  I  will  not  let  thee  go ;  but  with  arms  twined  round 
thee  will  prevent  thy  piteous  tossing  to  and  fro. 

Ore.  Loose  me  !  thou  art  one  of  those  fiends  that  plague 
me,  and  art  gripping  me  by  the  waist  to  hurl  my  body  into 
Tartarus. 

Ele.  Woe  is  me !  what  succour  can  I  find,  seeing  that 
we  have  Heaven's  forces  set  against  us  ? 

Ore.  Give  me  my  horn-tipped  bow,  Apollo's  gift,  where- 
with that  god  declared  that  I  should  defend  myself  against 

*  /.^.,  The  Eumenides. 

*  Rejected  by  Kirchhoff  and  Ilartung  as  an  interpolation. 
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these  goddesses,  if  ever  they  sought  to  scare  me  with  wild 
transports  of  madness. 

A  mortal  hand  will  wound  one  of  these  goddesses,  unless 
she  vanish  from  my  sight.  Do  ye  not  heed  me,  or  mark 
the  feathered  shaft  of  my  far-shooting  bow  ready  to  w4ng  its 
flight  ?  What !  do  ye  linger  still  ?  Spread  your  pinions, 
skim  the  sky,  and  blame  those  oracles  of  Phoebus. 

Ah!  why  am  I  raving,  panting,  gasping?  Whither,  oh! 
whither  have  I  leapt  from  off  my  couch  ?  Once  more  the 
storm  is  past ;  I  see  a  calm. 

Sister,  why  weepest  thou,  thy  head  wrapped  in  thy  robe  ? 
I  am  ashamed  that  I  should  make  thee  a  partner  in  my 
sufferings  and  distress  a  maid  like  thee  through  sickness  of 
mine.  Cease  to  fret  for  my  troubles  ;  for  though  thou  didst 
consent  to  it,  yet  'twas  I  that  spilt  our  mother's  blood.  'Tis 
Loxias  I  blame,  for  urging  me  on  to  do  a  deed  most  damned, 
encouraging  me  with  words  but  no  real  help ;  for  I  am  sure 
that,  had  I  asked  my  father  to  his  face  whether  I  was  to  slay 
my  mother,  he  would  have  implored  me  oft  and  earnestly 
by  this  beard  never  to  plunge  a  murderer's  sword  into  my 
mother's  breast,  since  he  would  not  thereby  regain  his  life, 
whilst  I,  poor  wretch,  should  be  doomed  to  drain  this  cup 
of  sorrow. 

E'en  as  it  is,  dear  sister,  unveil  thy  face  and  cease 
to  weep,  despite  our  abject  misery;  and  whensoe'er  thou 
seest  me  give  way  to  despair,  be  it  thine  to  calm  and  soothe 
the  terrors  and  distorted  fancies  of  my  brain  ;  likewise  when 
sorrow  comes  to  thee,  I  must  be  at  thy  side  and  give  thee 
words  of  comfort ;  for  to  help  our  friends  like  this  is  a 
gracious  task. 

Seek  thy  chamber  now,  poor  sister ;  lie  down  and  close 
awhile  thy  sleepless  eyes ;  take  food  and  bathe  thy  body  ; 
for  if  thou  leave  me  or  fall  sick  from  nursing  me,  my 
doom  is  sealed ;  for  thou  art  the  only  champion  I  now  have, 
by  all  the  rest  deserted^  as  thou  seest. 


Ele  1  leave  thee  !  never !  With  thee  I  am  resolved  to 
live  and  die  ;  for  'tis  the  same ;  if  thou  diest,  what  can  I,  a 
woman,  do?    How  shall  I  escape  alone,  reft  of  brother,  sire, 

and  friends?  . 

Still  if  it  be  thy  pleasure,  I  must  do  thy  bidding.  But  lay 
thee  down  upon  thy  couch,  and  pay  not  too  great  heed  to 
the  terrors  and  alarms  that  scare  thee  from  thy  rest ;  he 
still  upon  thy  pallet  bed ;  for  e*en  though  one  be  not  sick 
but  only  fancy  it,  this  is  a  source  of  weariness  and  per- 
plexity to  mortals.*  [Exit  Electra. 

Cho.  Ah  :  ye  goddesses  terrific,  swiftly  careering  on  out- 
spread pinions,  whose  lot  it  is  'mid  tears  and  groans  to  hold 
revel  not  with  Bacchic  rites ;  ye  avenging  spirits  swarthy- 
hued,  that  dart  along  the  spacious  firmament,  exacting  a 
penalty  for  blood,  a  penalty  for  murder,  to  you  I  make  my 
suppliant  prayer:  suffer  the  son  of  Agamemnon  to  forget 
his  wild  whirling'  frenzy! 

Ah,  woe  for  the  troublous  task  !  which  thou,  poor  wretch, 
didst  strive  to  compass  to  thy  ruin,  listening  to  the  voice 
prophetic,  proclaimed  aloud  by  Phoebus  from  the  tripod 
throughout  his  sanctuary,'  where  is  a  secret  spot  they  call 
"the  navel  of  the  earth." 

O  Zeus  !    What  pity  will  be  shown  ?  what  deadly  struggle 
is  here  at  hand,  hurrying  thee  on  o'er  thy  path  of  woe, 
victim  on  whom  some  fiend  is  heaping  tribulation,  by  bring- 
ing on  thy  house  thy  mother's  bloodshed  which  drives  thee 
raving  mad  ?    I  weep  for  thee,  for  thee  I  weep. 

Great  prosperity  abideth  not  amongst  mankind  ;  but  some 
power  divine,  shaking  it  to  and  fro  like  the  sail  of  a  swift 
galley,  plunges  it  deep  in  the  \^Tives  of  grievous  affliction, 
boisterous  and  deadly  as  the  waves  of  the  sea.     For  what 

'  Nauck  regards  this  line  as  spurious,  and  reads  lolaluq  with  Aldus. 
«  There  is  some  corruption  here  as  the  metre  proves.     Kirchhoff  gives 
the  passage  up.     The  sense,  however,  is  complete. 

»  ava  ddmZov,  rejected  by  Nauck,  and  the  second  ^aicei;  by  Hartung. 
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new  family  am  I  henceforth  to  honour  by  preference  other 
than  that  which  sprung  from  a  marriage  divine,  even  from 
Tantalus  ?  ^ 

Behold  a  king  draws  near,  prince  Menelaus !  From  his 
magnificence  '^  'tis  plain  to  see  that  he  is  a  scion  of  the  race 
of  Tantalus. 

All  hail !  thou  that  didst  sail  with  a  thousand  ships  to 
Asia's  strand,  and  by  Heaven's  help  accomplish  all  thy 
heart's  desire,  making  good-fortune  a  Iriend  to  thyself. 

Men.  All  hail,  my  home  !  Some  joy  I  feel  on  seeing  thee 
again  on  my  return  from  Troy,  some  sorrow  too  the  sight 
recalls;  for  never  yet  have  I  beheld  a  house  more  closely 
encircled  by  the  net  of  dire  affliction. 

Concerning  Agamemnon's  fate  and  the  awful  death  he 
died  at  his  wife's  hands  ^  I  learnt  as  I  was  trying  to  put  in 
at  Malea,  when  the  sailors'  seer  from  out  the  waves,  unerring 
Glaucus,  Nereus'  spokesman,  brought  the  news  to  me;  for 
he  stationed  himself  in  full  view  by  our  ship  and  thus  ad- 
dressed me,  "  Yonder,  Menelaus,  lies  thy  brother  slain, 
plunged  in  a  fatal  bath,  the  last*  his  wife  will  ever  give 
him ; "  filling  high  the  cup  of  tears  for  me  and  my  brave 
crew.  Arrived  at  Nauplia,  my  wife  already  on  the  point  of 
starting  hither,  I  was  dreaming  of  folding  Orestes,  Agamem- 
non's son,  and  his  mother  in  a  fond  embrace,  as  if  'twere 
well  with  them,  when  I  heard  a  mariner  relate  the  murder 
of  the  daughter  of  Tyndareus.  Tell  me  then,  good  girls, 
where  to  find  the  son  of  Agamemnon,  the  daring  author  of 
that  fearful  crime ;  for  he  was  but  a  babe  in  Clytemnestra's 
arms  that  day  I  left  my  home  to  go  to  Troy,  so  that  I  should 
not  recognize  him,  e'en  were  I  to  see  him. 

*  r6v  (tTTo  TavraXoio,  inclosed  in  brackets  by  Nauck  as  spurious. 

^  TToXXy  a^poavi'y,  corrupt  and  not  yet  satisfactorily  emended.     Per- 
son, Kirchhoff,  and  Nauck  read  iroKv  d'  a^ifMxrvi^y. 
'  Dindorf  rejects  line  361. 

*  Nauck  reads  dpKvcraroi^, 
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Ore.  {^Staggering  i(nvards  him  from  the  couch.)  Behold  tlie 
object  of  thy  inquiry,  Menelaus ;  this  is  Orestes.  To  thee 
will  I  of  mine  own  accord  relate  my  sufferings.  But  as  the 
prelude  to  my  speech  I  clasp  thy  knees  in  suppliant  wise, 
seeking  thus  to  tie'  to  thee  the  prayer  of  lips  that  lack  the 
suppliant's  bough  ;  save  nie,  for  thou  art  arrived  at  the  very 
crisis  of  my  trouble. 

Men.  Ye  gods  !  what  do  I  see  ?  what  death's-head  greets 

my  sight  ? 

Ore.  Thou  art  right ;  I  am  dead  through  misery,  though 
I  still  gaze  upon  the  sun. 

Men.  How  wild  the  look  thy  unkempt  hair  gives  thee, 
poor  wretch  ! 

Ore.    'Tis   not    my  looks,  but    my   deeds   that    torture 

me. 

Men.  How  terribly  thy  tearless  eyeballs  glare  ! 

Ore.  My  body  is  vanished  and  gone,  though  my  name 
hath  not  yet  deserted  me. 

Men.  Unsightly  apparition,  so  different  from  what  1 
expected ! 

Ore.  In  me  behold  a  man  that  hath  slain  his  hapless 
mother. 

Men.  I  have  heard  all ;  be  chary-  of  thy  tale  of  woe. 

Oki:.  1  will ;  but  the  deity  is  lavish  of  woe  in  my  case. 

Men.  What  ails  thee?  what  is  thy  deadly  sickness? 

Ore.  My  conscience ;  I  know  that  I  am  guilty  of  an 
awful  crime. 

Men.  Explain  thyself;  wisdom  is  shown  in  clearness,  not 
in  obscurity. 

Ore.  'Tis  grief  that  is  my  chief  complaint. 

'  The  allusion  is  to  the  sacred  wreaths  worn  by  suppliants,  one  end 
of  which  they  retained,  while  the  other  was  fastened  to  the  altar,  thus 
identifying  them  with  its  sanctity. 

^  <^hCov   2*  oXtyactf,  i.e.^  ** spare  thyself  so  as  to   speak   seldom.' 
Nauck  proposes  tpulov  TroXXtiwt;. 
II.  U 
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Men.  True  ;  she  is  a  goddess  dire  ;  yet  are  there  cures 
for  her. 

Ork.  Ma(i  transports  too,  and  the  vengeance  due  to  a 
mother's  blood. 

Men.  When  did  thy  fit  begin  ?  which  day  was  it? 

Ore.  On  the  day  I  was  heaping  the  mound  o'er  my 
poor  mother's  grave. 

Men.  When  thou  wast  in  the  house,  or  watching  by 
the  pyre? 

Ore.  As  I  was  waiting  by  night  to  gather  up  her  bones. 

Men.  Was  any  one  else  there  to  help  thee  rise? 

Ore.  Yes,  Pylades  who  shared  with  me  the  bloody 
deed,  my  mother's  murder. 

Men.  What  phantom  forms '  afflict  thee  thus? 

Ore.  Three  maidens  black  as  night  I  seem  to  see. 

Men.  1  know  of  whom  thou  speakest,  but  I  will  not 
name  them. 

Ore.  Do  not ;  they  are  too  dread ;  thou  wert  wise  to 
avoid  naming  them.^ 

Men.  Are  these  the  fiends  ihnt  persecute  thee  with  the 
curse  of  kindred  blood  ? 

Ore.  Oh  !  the  torment  I  endure  from  their  hot  pursuit ! 

Men.  That  thev  who  have  done  an  awful  deed  should  be 
so  done  by  is  not  strange. 

Ore.  Ah,  well !  I  must  have  recourse  in  these  troubles — 

Men    Speak  not  of  dying  ;  tint  were  folly. 

Ore.  To  Phoebus,  by  whose  comn  and  I  shed  my  mother^ 
blood . 

Men.  Showing'  a  strange  ignorance  of  what  is  fair  and 
right. 

•  Porson,    Dindorf,   and  Nauck   read  ipavraff^arutv  rather   than   tc 

^  Reading  with  Hermann  toTraihvra  t^'  awrrpiirov  X'fytiv. 

^  This  line  is  perhaps  intentionally  vague ;  Menelaus  referring  to 
Orestes'  ignorance  in  holding  such  a  view,  Orestes  supposing  him  to  be 
taunting  the  go(\. 


Orf-   We  must  obey  the  gods,  whatever  those  gods  are. 
Men.  S])ite  of  all  this  doth  not  Loxias  help  thy  affliction  ? 
Ore.  He  will  in  time ;  to  wait  like  this  is  the  way  with 

gods. 

Men.   How  long  is  it  since  thy  mother  breathed  her  last? 

Ore.  This  is  now  the  sixth  day ;  her  funeral  pyre  is  still 
warm. 

Men.  How  soon  the  goddesses  arrived  to  require  thy 
mother's  blood  of  thee  !  * 

Ore.  To  cleverness  I  lay  no  claim,  but  I  was  a  true 
friend^  to  friends. 

Men.   Does  thy  father  afford  thee  any  help  at  all? 

Ore.  Not  as  yet;  and  delaying  to  do  so  is,  methinks, 
ecjuivalent  to  not  doing  it. 

Men.  How  dost  thou  stand  towards  the  city  after  that 
deed  of  thine? 

Ore.  So  hated  am  I  that  I  cannot  speak  to  any  man. 

Men.  Have  not  thy  hands  been  even  cleansed  of  their 
blood-guiltiness,  as  the  law  requires? 

Ore.  No  ;  for  where'er  I  go,  the  door  is  shut  against  me. 

Men.  Which  of  the  citizens  drive  thee  from  the  land? 

Ore.  CEax,^  who  refers  to  my  father  his  reason  for  hating 
Troy. 

Men.  I  understand;  he  is  visiting  on  thee  the  blood  of 
Falamedes. 

Ore.  I  at  least  had  naught  to  do  with  that;  yet  am  I 
utterly  *  o'erthrown. 

*  This  seems  to  be  an  ironical  answer  to  line  420  ;  so  regarded  the 
next  line  becomes  intelligible,  "  I  cannot  argue  that  point  ;  all  I  know 
is,  I  was  loyal." 

'  Reading  Brunck's  correction  t(pvv  «pi\og.  Paley  thinks  something  is 
lost. 

*  Giax,  the  brother  of  Palamedes,  who  was  unjustly  put  to  death  at 
Troy  by  Agamemnon  at  the  instigation  of  Odysseus. 

*  ^la  rpiutv,  lit.,  "in  all  the  three  bouts,"  three  throws  being 
considered  a  decisive  defeat  in  wrestling. 
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Men.  Whoelse?  some  ofthe  friends  of  ^^gisihus  perhaps? 

Ore.  Yes,  they  insult  me,  and  the  city  listens  to  them  now. 

Men.  Will  it  not  suffer  thee  to  keep  the  sceptre  of 
Agamemnon? 

Ore.  How  should  it  ?  seeing  that  they  will  not  suffer  me 
to  remain  alive. 

Men.  What '  is  their  method?  canst  thou  tell  me  plainly? 

Ore.  To-day  is  sentence  to  be  passed  upon  me. 

Men.  Exile,  or  death,  or  something  else? 

Ore.  Death  by  stoning  at  the  hands  of  the  citizens. 

Men.  Then  why  not  cross  the  frontier  and  fly? 

Ore.  Why  not  ?  because  I  am  hemmed  in  by  a  ring  of 
armed  men. 

Men,  Private  foes  or  Argive  troops? 

Ore.  By  all  the  citizens,  to  the  end  that  I  may  die ;  'tis 
shortly  told. 

Men.  Poor  wretch  !  thou  hast  arrived  at  the  extremity  of 
woe. 

Ore.  In  thee  I  still  have  hopes  of  escape  from  my 
troubles.  Yea,  since  fortune  smiles  upon  thy  coming,  impart 
to  thy  less  favoured  friends  some  of  thy  prosperity,  not 
reserving  that  luck  exclusively  for  thyself;  no  I  take  thy 
turn  too  at  suffering,  and  so  pay  back  my  father's  kindness  to 
those  who  have  a  claim  on  thee.  For  such  friends  as  desert 
us  in  the  hour  of  adversity,  are  friends  in  name  but  not  in 
realitv. 

Cho.  Lo  !  Tyndareus.  the  Spartan,  is  making  his  way 
hither  with  the  step  of  age,  clad  in  black  raiment,  with  his 
hair  shorn  short  in  mourning  for  his  daughter. 

Ore.  Menelaus,  I  am  ruined.  See !  Tyndareus  approaches, 
the  man  of  all  others  I  most  shrink  from  facing,  because  of 
the  deed  I  have  done ;  for  he  it  was  that  nursed  me  when  a 
babe,  and  lavished  on  me  many  a  fond  caress,  carrj'ing  me 


'  Reading  with  Nauck  ri  ^pCmc ;  11  n  xat  tra^uic  ciVeiv  tx*'C » 
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about  in  his  arms  as  the  son  of  Agamemnon,  and  so  did 
Leda ;  for  they  both  regarded  me  as  much  as  the  Dioscuri. 

Ah  me  !  my  wretched  heart  and  soul  !  'twas  a  sorry  return 
I  made  them.  What  darkness  can  I  find  to  veil  my  head  ? 
what  cloud  can  I  spread  before  me  in  my  efforts  to  escape 
the  old  man's  eye  ? 

TvN.  Where,  where  may  I  find  Menelaus,  my  daughter's 
husband  ?  for  as  I  was  pouring  libations  on  Clytemnestra's 
grave  I  heard  that  he  was  come  to  Nauplia  with  his  wife, 
safe  home  again  after  many  a  long  year.  Lead  me  to  him ; 
for  I  would  fain  stand  at  his  right  hand  and  give  him  greet- 
ing as  a  friend  whom  at  last  I  see  again. 

Men.  Hail,  reverend  father !  rival  of  Zeus  for  a  bride  ! 

TvN.  All  hail  to  thee  !  Menelaus,  kinsman  mine  ! 

Ha!  (^Catching  sight  ^/Orestes.)  What  an  evil  it  is  to 
be  ignorant  of  the  future  !  There  lies  that  matricide  before 
the  house,  a  viper  darting  venom  from  his  eyes,  whom  my 
soul  abhors.  What !  Menelaus,  speaking  to  a  godless 
wretch  like  him  ? 

Men.  And  why  not  ?  He  is  the  son  of  one  whom  I  loved 
well. 

TvN.  This  his  son  ?  this  creature  here  ? 

Men.  Yes,  his  son;  and  therefore  worthy  of  respect, 
albeit  in  distress. 

TvN.  Thou  hast  been  so  long  amongst  barbarians  that 
thou  art  one  of  them. 

Men.  Always  to  respect  one's  kith  and  kin  is  a  custom  in 
Hellas. 

Tyn.  Aye,  another  custom  is  to  yield  a  willing  deference 
to  the  laws. 

Men.  The  wise  hold  that  everything  which  depends  on 
necessity,  is  its  slave. 

TvN.  Keep  that  wisdom  for  thyself;  I  will  not  admit  it. 

Men.  No,  for  thou  art  angry,  and  old  age  is  not  wise. 

TvN.  Whai  could  a  dispute  about  wisdom  have  to  do 
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with  him?^     If  right  and  wrong  are  clear  to  all,  who  was 
ever  more  senseless  than   this  man,  seeing  that  he  never 
weighed  the  justice  of  the  case,   nor  yet  appealed  to  the 
universal  law  of  Hellas?    For  instance,  when  Agamemnon 
breathed  his  last  beneath  the  blow  my  daughter  dealt  upon 
his  head,''— a  deed  most  foul,  which  I  will  never  defend,— 
he  should  have  brought  a  charge  against  his  mother  and 
inflicted  the  penalty  allowed  by  law  for  bloodshed,  banish- 
ing her  from  his  house  ;  thus  would  he  have  gamed  the 
credit  of  forbearance  from  the  calamity,  keepmg  strictly  to 
the  law  and  showing  his  piety  as  well.     As  it  is,  he  is  come 
into  the  same  misfortune  as  his  mother  ;  for  though  he  had 
just  cause  for  thinking  her  a  wicked  woman,  he  has  surpassed 
her  himself  by  murdering  her.     I  will  ask  thee,  Menelaus, 
just  one  question.     Take  this  case  :  the  wife  of  his  bosom 
has  slain  him  ;   his  son  follows   suit  and  kills  his  mother 
in  revenge  ;  next  the  avenger's  son  to  expiate  this  murder 
commits  another ;  where,  pray,  will   the  chain  of  horrors 

Our  forefathers  settled  these  matters  the  right  way. 
They  forbade  any  one  with  blood  upon  his  hands  to  appear 
in  their  sight  or  cross  their  path ;  "  purify  ^  him  by  exile," 
said  they,  "but  no  retaliation!"  Otherwise  there  must 
always  have  been  one  who,  by  taking  the  pollution  last  upon 
his  hands,  would  be  liable  to  have  his  own  blood  shed. 

For  my  part  I  abhor  wicked  women,  especially  my 
daughter  who  slew  her  husband  ;  Helen,  too,  thy  own  wife, 
willll  ne'er  commend  ;  no !  I  would  not  even  speak  to  her, 
and  little  I  envy  thee  a  voyage  to  Troy  for  so  worthless  a 
woman.     But  the  law  will  I  defend  with  all  my  might,  seek- 

1  Reading  irpoQ  tovI'  ay^v  av  ri  (ro<piaQ  I'lt}  rripi  ;  (Nauck).  Paley 
thinks  that  the  line  may  be  an  interpolation. 

a  This  line  is  probably  corrupt ;  perhaps  Ilermann's  proposal  is  as 
likely  as  any,  Kiipa  Vvyarpbi;  rf/c  t/xr/c  TrXr/ytiv  viro. 

*  Reading  <pvyaim  d'  oaiovr,  dtTmroKTti:  «J'  it  /*»/• 


ing  to  check  this  brutal  spirit  of  murder,  which  is  always 
the  ruin  of  countries  and  cities  alike.  Wretch  !  (Turning  to 
Orestes.)  Hadst  thou  no  heart  when  thy  mother  was 
baring  her  breast  in  her  appeal  to  thee  ?  True ;  I  did  not 
witness  that  awful  deed,  yet  do  my  poor  old  eyes  run  down 
with  tears.  One  thing  at  least  '  attests  the  truth  of  what  I 
say  :  thou  art  abhorred  by  Heaven,  and  this  aimless  wander- 
ing, these  transports  of  madness  and  terror  are  thy  atone- 
ment for  a  mother's  blood.  What  need  have  I  of  others  to 
testify  where  I  can  see  for  myself?  Take  warning  therefore, 
Menelaus ;  seek  not  to  oppose  the  gods  from  any  wish  to 
help  this  wretch,  but  leave  him  to  be  stoned  to  death  by  his 
fellow-citizens ;  [else  set  not  foot  on  Sparta's  soil.']  My 
daughter  is  dead,  and  she  deserved  her  fate  ;  but  it  should 
nut  have  been  his  hand  that  slew  her.  In  all  except  my 
daughters  have  1  been  a  happy  man  ;  there  my  fortune 
stopped. 

Cho.  His  is  an  enviable  lot,  who  is  blest  in  his  children, 
and  does  not  find  himself  brought  into  evil  notoriety. 

Ore.  I  am  afraid  to  speak  before  thee,  aged  prince  [in  a 
matter  where  I  am  sure  to  grieve  thee  to  the  heart.^]  Only 
let  thy  years,  which  frighten  me  from  speaking,  set  no  barrier 
in  the  path  of  my  words,  and  1  will  go  forward ;  but,  as  it 
is,  1  fear  ihy  grey  hairs.  My  crime  is,  I  slew  my  mother ; 
yet  on  another  count  this  is  no  crime,  being  vengeance  for 
my  father.*  What  ought  I  to  have  done?  Set  one  thing 
against  another.  My  father  begat  me ;  thy  daughter  gave 
me  birth,  being  the  field  that  received  the  seed  from  another; 
for  without  a  sire  no  child  would  ever  be  born.'     So  I 

'   Reading,  with  Hermann,  iv  S'  ovv. 

"  This  line  is  rejected  by  Hermann,  whom  most  editors  have  followed. 
^  Probably  spurious. 

*  These  two  lines,  numbered  546-547,  were  trans|X)sed  by  Kirchhoff  to 
their  present  position.     In  the  first  of  them  Hermann  reads  ty<^d' 
■•  Line  554  is  regarded  by  Nauck  as  spuiious. 
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reasoned  thus  : '  I  ought  to  stand  by  the  author  of  my  being 
rather  than  the  woman  who  undertook  to  rear  me.  Now 
thy  daughter — mother  I  blush  to  call  her — was  engaged  in 
secret^  intrigues  with  a  lover;  (reviling  her  I  shall  revile 
myself;  yet  speak  I  will ;)  .4*2gisthus  was  that  stealthy 
paramour  who  lived  with  her ;  him  I  slew,  and  after  him  I 
sacrificed  my  mother, — a  crime,  no  doubt,  but  done  to  avenge 
my  father.  Now,  as  regards  the  matters  for  which  I  deserve 
to  be  stoned  as  ihou  threatenest,  hear  the  service  I  am  con- 
ferring on  all  Hellas.  If  women  become  so  bold  as  to  mur- 
der their  husbands,  taking  refuge  in  their  children,  with  the 
mother's  breast  to  catch  their  pity,  they  would  think  nothing 
of  destroying  their  husbands  on  any  plea  whatsoever.  Hut 
I,  by  a  horrible  crime — such  is  thy  exaggerated  phrase — 
have  put  an  end  to  this  custom.  I  hated  my  mother  and 
had  good  cause  to  slay  her.  She  was  false  to  her  husband 
when  he  was  gone  from  his  home  to  fight  for  all  Hellas  at 
the  head  of  its  armies,  neither  did  she  keep  his  honour  un 
defiled  ;  and  when  her  sin  had  found  her  out,  she  wreaked 
no  punishment  upon  herself,  but,  to  avoid  the  vengeance 
of  her  lord,  visited  her  sins  on  my  father  and  slew  him. 
By  Heaven  I  ill  time  as  it  is  for  me  to  mention  Heaven, 
when  defending  the  cause  of  murder  ;  still,  suppose  I  had 
by  my  silence  consented  to  my  mother's  conduct,  what 
wouM  the  murdered  man  have  done  to  me?  Would  he  not 
now  for  very  hate  be  tormenting  me  with  avenging  fiends? 
or  are  there  goddesses  to  help  my  mother,  and  are  tbere 
none  to  aid  him  in  his  deeper  wrong?  Thou,  yes!  thou, 
old  man,  hast  been  my  ruin  by  begetting  a  daughter  so 
abandoned  ;  for  it  was  owing  to  her  audacious  deed  that  I 
lost  my  father  and  became  my  mother's  murderer. 


*  Paley  gires  various  go<xl  reasons  for  rejecting  or  emending  11.   555- 

556. 

'  Reading  'niotmr,  for  which  Nauck  gives  dOtoiaiv  in  his  text". 


Attend,'  I  say.  Telemachus  did  not  kill  the  wife  of 
Odysseus ;  why  ?  because  she  wedded  not  a  second  husband, 
but  the  marriage-bed  remained  untainted  in  her  halls.  Once 
more  ;  Apollo,  who  makes  the  navel  of  the  earth  his  home, 
vouchsafing  unerring  prophecies  to  man,  the  god  whom  we 
obey  in  all  he  saith," — 'twas  he  to  whom  I  hearkened  when 
I  slew  my  mother.  Find  him  guilty  of  the  crime,  slay  him  ; 
his  was  the  sin,  not  mine.  What  ought  I  to  have  done  ?  or 
is  not  the  god  competent  to  expiate  the  pollution  when  I 
refer  it  to  him?  Whither  should  one  fly  henceforth,  if  he 
will  not  rescue  me  from  death  after  giving  his  commands?^ 
Say  not  then  that  the  deed  was  badly  done,  but  unfortunately 
for  me  who  did  it. 

A  blessed  life  those  mortals  lead  who  make  wise  marriages ; 
but  those  who  wed  unhappily  are  alike  unfortunate  in  their 
public  and  private  concerns. 

Cho.  'Tis  ever  woman's  way  to  thwart  men's  fortunes  to 
the  increase  of  their  sorrow. 

TvN.  Since  thou  adoptest  so  bold  a  tone,  suppressing 
naught,  but  answering  me  back  in  such  wise  that  my  heart 
is  vexed  within  me,  thou  wilt  incense*  me  to  go  to  greater 
lengths  in  procuring  thy  execution  ;  and  I  shall  regard  this  as 
a  fine  addition  to  my  purpose  in  coming  hither  to  deck  my 
daughter's  grave.  Yes ;  I  will  go  to  the  chosen  council  of 
Argos  and  set  the  citizens,  whether  they  will  or  not,'  on  thee 
and  thy  sister,  that  ye  may  suffer  stoning.  She  deserves  to 
die  even  more  than  thou,  for  it  was  she  who  embittered 
thee  against  thy  mother  by  carrying  tales  to  thine  ear  from 

'  Lines  588-590  are  regarded  by  Dindorf  as  interpolated.  The  reading 
followed  both  in  line  588  and  591  is  o/u^c- 

*  Line  593  is  rejected  by  Nauck  ;  also  the  words  kcu  xTtivtrt—oi/K  »yw 

in  lines  595-596. 

'  Reiiding  KiXivna^  without  6  (Person). 

*  Reading  rti'a\//«if. 

*  Reading  invvaav  ovx  tKolaav  (Canter^. 
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time  to  time  to  whet  thy  hate  the  more  [announcing  dreams 
from  Agamemnon], '  and  speaking  of  the  amour  with  .4':gisthus 
as  an  abomination  to  the  gods  in  Hades,  for  even  here  on 
earth  it  was  hateful,  till  she  set  the  house  ablaze  with  fires 
never  kindled  by  Hephaestus.  This  I  tell  thee,  Menebus; 
and  more, — I  will  perform  it.  If  then  thou  makest  my 
hatred  or  our  connexion  of  any  account,  seek  not  to  avert 
this  miscreant's  doom  in  direct  defiance  of  the  gods,  but 
leave  him  to  be  stoned  to  death  by  the  citizens  ■ ;  else  never 
set  foot  on  Spartan  soil.  Remember  thou  hast  been  told  all 
this,  and  choose  not  for  friends  the  ungodly,  excluding 
more  righteous  folk. 

Ho  !  servants,  lead  me  hence.  [Ext^  Tvndareus. 

Ore.  Get  thee  gone  !  that  the  remainder  of  my  speech 
may  be  addressed  to  Menelaus  without  interruption,  free 
from  the  restrictions  thy  old  age  exerts. 

Wherefore,  Menelaus,  art  thou  pacing  round  and  round 
to  think  the  matter  over,  up  and  down  in  thought  i)erplexed  ? 

Men.  Let  me  alone  !  I  am  somewhat  at  a  loss,  as  1  turn 
it  over  in  my  mind,  towards  which  side  I  am  to  lean. 

Ore.  Do  not  then  decide  finally,  but  after  first  hearing 
what  I  have  to  say,  then  make  up  thy  mind. 

Men.  Good  advice  !  say  on.  There  are  occasions  when 
silence  would  be  better  than  speech ;  there  are  others  when 
the  reverse  holds  good. 

Ore.  I  will  begin  forthwith.  A  long  statement  has 
advantages  over  a  short  one  and  is  more  intelligible  to  listen 
to.^  Give  me  nothing  of  thine  own,  Menelaus,  but  repay 
what  thou  didst  thyself  receive  from  my  father.  (As  Mene- 
laus mai'fs  a  deprecating  gesture.)  'Tis  not  goods  I  mean; 
save  my  life,  and  that  is  goods,  the  dearest  I  possess. 

Say  I  am  doing  wrong.     Well,  I  have  a  right  to  a  little 

*  Regarded  by  Paley  as  interpolated. 
•^  Nauck  regards  this  line  as  sjju/ious. 
Many  ancient  critics  rejected  these  first  two  lines  as  un-Euripidean. 
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wrong-doing  at  thy  hands  to  requite  that  wrong;'  for  my 
father  Agamemnon  also  did  wrong  in  gathering  the  host  of 
Hellas  and  going  up  against  Ilium,  not  that  he  had  sinned 
himself,  but  he  was  trying  to  find  a  cure  for  the  sin  and 
wrong-doing  of  thy  wife.  'So  this  is  one  thing  thou  art 
bound  to  pay  me  back.  For  he  had  really  sold  his  life  to 
thee,  a  duty  owed  by  friend  to  friend,  toiling  hard  in  the 
press  of  battle  that  so  thou  mightest  win  thy  wife  again. 
This  is  what  thou  didst  receive  at  Troy  ;  make  me  the  same 
return.  For  one  brief  day  exert  thyself,  not  ten  full  years, 
on  my  behalf,  standing  up  in  my  defence. 

As  for  the  loan  paid  to  Aulis  in  the  blood  of  my  sister,^  I 
leave  that  to  thy  credit,  not  saying  "  Slay  Hermione";  for  in 
my  present  plight  thou  must  needs  have  an  advantage  over 
me  and  I  must  let  that  pass.  But  grant  my  hapless  sire  this 
boon,  my  life  and  the  Hfe  of  her  who  has  pined  so  long  in 
maidenhood,  my  sister ;  for  by  my  death  I  shall  leave  my 
father's  house  without  an  heir. 

"  Impossible  ! "  thou'lt  say.  Why,  there's  the  point  of 
that  old  adage,  "  Friends  are  bound  to  succour  friends  in 
trouble."  But  when  fortune  giveth  of  her  best,  what  need 
of  friends  ?  for  God's  help  is  enough  of  itself  when  he 
chooses  to  give  it. 

All  Hellas  credits  thee  with  deep  affection  for  thy  wife — 
and  I  am  not  saying  this  with  any  subtle  attempt  at  wheed- 
ling thee — by  her  I  implore  thee.^ 

{As  Menelaus  turns  away.)  Ah  me,  my  misery!  at  what 
a  pass  have  I  arrived !  what  avails  my  wretched  effort  ?  Still, 
(preparing  to  make  a  final  appeal)  'tis  my  whole  family  on 


^  The  argument  seems  to  be  :  **  as  Agamemnon  did  wrong  for  Helen's 
wrong-doing  in  thy  service,  sodo  thou  do  wrong  for  my  wrong-doing,  (/>., 
slaying  Clytemnestra)  in  Agamemnon's  service."     (Paley.) 

*  i.e.^  the  sacrifice  of  Ipliigenia,  when  the  fleet  was  weather-bound. 

'  The  punctuation  followed  in  this  and  the  next  three  lines  is  Paley's, 
which  gives  a  more  pointed  sense  than  any  other  suggested. 
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whose  behalf  I  am  making  this  appeal  !  O  my  uncle,  my 
father's  own  brother  !  imagine  that  the  dead  man  in  his 
grave  is  listening,  that  his  spirit  is  hovering  o'er  thy  head 
and  speaking  through  my  lips.  [I  have  said  my  say  with 
reference  to  tears  and  groans  and  misfortunes,  and  I  have 
begged  my  life — the  aim  of  every  man's  endeavour,  not  of 
mine  alone.]  ^ 

Cho.  I,  too,  weak  woman  though  I  am,  beseech  thee,  as 
thou  hast  the  power,  succour  those  in  need. 

Men.  Orestes,  thou  art  a  man  for  whom  I  have  a  deep 
regard,  and  I  would  fain  help  thee  bear  thy  load  of  woe; 
yea,  for  it  is  a  duty,  too,  to  lend  a  kinsman  such  assistance 
by  dying  or  slaying  his  enemies,^  provided  Heaven  grants 
the  means.  I  only  wish  I  had  that  power  granted  me 
by  the  gods ;  as  it  is,  I  have  arrived  quite  destitute  of 
allies,  after  my  long  weary  wanderings,  with  such  feeble 
succour  as  my  surviving  friends  afford.  As  then  we  should 
never  get  the  better  of  Pelasgian  Argos  by  fighting,  our 
hopes  now  rest  on  this,  the  chance  of  prevailing  by  per- 
suasion ;  and  we  must  try  that,^  for  how  can  you  win  a  great 
cause  by  small  efforts?  it  were  senseless  even  to  wish  it. 
For  when  the  people  fall  into  a  fury  and  their  rage  is  still 
fresh,  they  are  as  hard  to  appease  as  a  fierce  fire  is  to 
(juench  ;  but  if  you  gently  slacken  your  hold  *  and  yield  a 
little  to  their  tension,  cautiously  watching  your  opportunity, 
they  may  possibly  exhaust  their  fit ;  and  then  as  soon  as 
ihey  have  spent  their  rage,   thou   mayest  obtain  whatever 

*  Paley  shows  good  reason  for  regarding  the  last  three  lines  of  this 
S|>eech  as  an  interpolation,  though  he  seems  to  stand  alone  in  this 
opinion. 

*  Line  686  comes  in  so  awkwardly  here,  that  Hermann  and  Nauck 
have  rejected  it  as  spurious. 

'  To  bring  out  the  force  of  ydf),  I  have  supplied  what  I  conceive  to  be 
the  ellipse,  cf.  1.  706. 

*  The  metaphor  is  fn^in  slackening  a  rope  at  sea. 


thou  wilt  from  them  without  any  trouble ;  for  they  have  a 
natural  sense  of  pity,  and  a  hot  temper  too,  an  invaluable 
quality  if  you  watch  it  closely.  So  I  will  go  and  try  to 
persuade  Tyndareus  and  the  citizens  to  moderate  their 
excessive  anger  against  thee ;  for  it  is  with  them  as  with  a 
ship  ;  she  dips  if  her  sheet  is  hauled  too  taut,  but  rights  her- 
self again  if  it  is  let  go. 

Attempts  to  do  too  much  are  as  keenly  resented  by  the 
citizens  as  they  are  by  the  gods ;  and  so  it  must  be  by 
cleverness,  not  by  the  force  of  superior  numbers,  I  frankly 
tell  thee,  that  I  must  try  to  save  thee.  No  prowess  of  mine 
as  perhaps  thou  fanciest,  could  do  it ;  for,  had  it  been 
so  easy  to  triumph  single-handed  ovei;  the  troubles  that 
beset  thee,  I  should  never  have  tried  to  bring  Argives  over 
to  the  side  of  mercy ;  but,  as  it  is,  the  wise  find  themselves 
forced  to  bow  to  fortune.^  [Exit  Menelaus. 

Ore.  O  thou  that  hast  no  use,  save  to  head  a  host  in  ^ 
woman's  cause  !  thou  traitor  in  thy  friends'  defence  !  dost 
turn  thy  back  on  me?  What  Agamemnon  did  is  all  for- 
gotten. 

Ah,  my  father  !  thy  friends,  it  seems,  desert  thee  in 
adversity.  Alas !  I  am  betrayed ;  no  longer  have  I  any 
hope,  of  finding  a  refuge  where  I  may  escape  the  death- 
sentence  of  Argos ;  for  this  man  was  my  haven  of  safety. 

Ha  1  a  welcome  sight,  there  comes  Pylades,  my  best  of 
friends,  running  hither  from  Phocis.  A  trusty  comrade 
is  a  more  cheering  sight  in  trouble  than  a  calm  is  to 
sailors. 

PvL.  On  my  way  hither  I  traversed  the  town  with  more 
haste  than  I  need  have  used,  to  find  thee  and  thy  sister, 

*  Dindorf  condemns  as  spurious  these  three  very  difficult  lines  (11,  714- 
716).  For  oif  yap  Kirchhoff  plausibly  suggests  ovrdi',  substituting  li  for 
ov  in  line  712  on  the  hint  of  a  Scholiast.  This  reading  I  have  followed, 
Paley  being  of  opinion  that  there  is  possible  corruption  in  the  common 
text.    (Cf.  his  note  aif  he.) 
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having  heard  or  rather  myself  seen  the  citizens  assem!)ling,» 
under  the  belief  that  they  intend  your  immediate  execution. 
What  is  happening  here?  how  is  it  with  thee?  how  farest 
thou,  my  best  of  comrades,  friends,  and  kin?  for  thou  art 
all  these  to  me. 

Ore.  Let  one  brief  word  declare  to  thee  my  evil  case— it 
is  "Ruin." 

PvL.  Include  me  then   in  it;    for   friends   have   all  in 
common. 

Ore.   Menelaus  is  a  traitor  to  me  and  my  sister. 
Pyl.  'Tis  only  natural   that  the   husband  of  a  traitress 
should  prove  a  traitor. 

Ore.   He  no  more  repaid  me  when  he  came  than  if  he 
had  never  come. 

PvL,   Has  he  really  arrived  then  in  this  land  ? 

Ore.  He  was  a  long  time  coming,  but  very  soon  detected 
for  all  that  in  treachery  to  his  friends. 

PvL.   And  did  he  bring  his  wife,  that  queen  of  traitresses, 
with  him  on  his  shij)? 
\4      Ore.  It  was  not  he  who  brought  her,  but  she  him. 

PvL.    Where  is  she  who  proved   the    ruin   of  so   many 
Achaeans,  though  she  was  only  a  woman  ? 

Ore.  In  my  house ;  if,  that  is,  I  ought  to  call  it  mine. 

Pyl.    And   thou— what  didst    thou    say   to    thy    father's 
brother? 

Ore.  I  besought  him  not  to  look  on,  while  I  and  my 
sister  were  slain  by  the  citizens.  . 

Pyl.  By  heaven  !   what   said   he  to  this  ?    I  fain  would 
know. 

Ore.  Caution  was  the  line  he  took— the  usual  policy  of 
traitorous  friends. 

Pyl.  What  excuse  does  he  allege?  when  I  have  heard 
that,  I  know  all. 

Line  730  is  possibly  not  genuine,  being  omitted  by  some  of  the 
Scholiasts. 


Ore.  The  worthy  sire  arrived,  who  begat  those  peerless 
daughters. 

Pyl.  Thou  meanest  Tyndareus  ;  he  was  angry  with  thee, 
perhaps,  for  his  daughter's  sake. 

Ore.  Thou  hast  it ;  and  Menelaus  preferred  his  relation- 
ship to  my  father's. 

PvL.  Had  he  not  courage  enough  to  share  thy  troubles, 
when  he  did  come  ? 

Ore.  Not  he  ;  he  never  was  a  warrior,  though  a  doughty 
knight  amongst  women. 

Pyl.  Thy  case  is  desperate,  it  seems,  and  thou  must  die. 

Ore.  The  citizens  are  to  give  their  vote  about  us  on  the 
question  of  the  murder. 

PvL.  And  what  is  that  to  decide  ?  tell  me,  for  I  am 
alarmed. 

Ore.  Our  life  or  death  \  so  short  the  words  that  tell  of 
things  so  long  ! 

Pyl.  Leave  the  palace,  then,  with  thy  sister  and  fly. 

Ore.  Look !  we  are  being  watched  by  guards  on  every 
side. 

Pyl.  I  saw  that  the  streets  of  the  city  were  secured  with 
armed  men. 

Ore.  We  are  as  closely  beleaguered  as  a  city  by  its  foes. 

PvL.  Ask  me  also  of  my  state ;  for  I  too  am  ruined. 

Ore.  By  whom  ?  this  would  be  a  further  sorrow  to  add 
to  mine. 

Pyl.  Strophius,  my  father,  in  a  fit  of  anger,  hath  banished 
me  his  halls. 

Ore.  On  some  private  charge,  or  one  in  which  the  citizens 
share  ? 

Pyl.  He  says  it  is  a  crime  to  have  helped  thee  slay  thy 
mother. 

Ore.  W^oe  is  me  !  it  seems  my  troubles  will  cause  thee 
grief  as  well. 

Pyl.  I  am  not  like  Menelaus;  this  must  be  endured. 
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Ore.  Art  thou  not  afraid  that  Argos  will  desire  thy  death  as 
well  as  mine? 

Pyl.  I  am  not  theirs  to  pimish  ;  I  belong  to  Phocis. 
Ore.  a  terrible  thing  is  the  mob,  when  it  has  villains  to 
lead  it. 

Pyl.    Aye,    but   with    honest    leaders   its   counsels   are 
honest. 

Ore.  Go  to  ;  we  must  consult  together. 
Pyl.  What  is  it  we  must  consider? 
Ore.  Suppose  I  go  and  tell  the  citizens — 
Pyl.  That  thy  action  was  just — 
Ore.  In  avenging  my  father? 

Pyl.  I  am  afraid  they  will  be  glad  enough  to  catch  thee. 
Ore.  Well,  am   I  to  crouch  in  fear  and  die  without  a 
word  ? 

Pyl.  That  were  cowardly. 
Ore.  How  then  shall  I  act? 

Pyl.  Suppose  thou  stay  here,  what  means  of  safety  hast 
thou? 

Ore.  None. 

Pyl.  And  if  thou  go  away,  is  there  any  hope  of  escaping 
thy  troubles? 

Ore.  There  might  be  i)ossibly. 

Pyl.  Well,  is  not  that  better  than  staying  ? 

Ore.  Am  I  to  go,  then  ? 

Pyl.  Yes  ;  if  thou  art  slain,  there  will  be  some  honour  in 
dying  thus. 

Ore.  True  ;  thus  I  escape  cowardice. 

Pyl.  Better  than  by  staying. 

Ore.  After  all,  I  can  justify  my  action. 

PvL.  Pray  '  that  this  may  be  the  only  view  they  take. 

Ore.  Some  one  or  two  maybe  will  pity  me — 

Reading  ro^c  ^oiciTr,  Paley's  emendation  for  to  or  r^  Zokhv. 
Nauck  regards  the  whole  of  1.  783  as  spurious,  and  incloses  it  in 
brackets. 


PvL.  Yes,  thy  noble  birth  is  a  great  point. 

Ore.  Resenting  my  father's  death. 

Pyl.  That  is  all  quite  clear. 

Ore.  I  must  go,  for  to  die  ignobly  is  a  coward's  part. 

Pyl.  Well  said  ! 

Ore.  Shall  we  tell  my  sister? 

Pyl.  God  forbid  ! 

Ore.  True,  there  might  be  tears. 

Pyl.  Would  not  that  be  a  grave  omen  ? 

Ore.  Yes,  silence  is  manifestly  the  better  course. 

Pyl.  Thou  wilt  thus  gain  time.^ 

Oke.  There  is  only  one  obstacle  in  my  way, — 

Pyl.  What  fresh  objection  now  ? 

Ore.  I  am  afraid  the  goddesses  will  prevent  me  by 
madness. 

Pyl    Nay,  but  I  will  take  care  of  thee. 

Ore.  a  wretched  task,  to  come  in  contact  with  a  sick 
man. 

Pyl.  That  is  not  my  view  in  thy  case. 

Ore.  Beware  of  becoming  a  partner  in  my  madness. 

Pyl.  Let  that  pass  1 

Ore.  Thou  wilt  not  hesitate? 

Pyl.  Not  I ;  hesitation  is  a  grave  mischief  amongst 
friends. 

Ore.  On  then,  pilot  of  my  course  ! 

Pyl.  a  service  I  am  glad  to  render. 

Ore.  And  guide  me  to  my  father's  tomb. 

Pyl.   For  what  purpose  ? 

Ore.  That  I  may  appeal  to  him  to  save  me. 

Pyl.  No  doubt  that  is  the  proper  way. 

Ore.  May  I  not  even  see  my  mother's  grave  ! 

PvL.  No  ;  she  was  an  enemy.  But  hasten,  supporting 
those  limbs,  so  slow  from  sickness,  on  mine,  that  the  decision 
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of  Argos  may  not  catch  thee  first ;  for  I  will  carry  thee 
through  the  town,  careless  of  the  mob  and  unabashed.  For 
how  shall  1  prove  my  friendship  if  not  by  helping  thee  in 
sore  distress  ? 

Ore.  Ah  !  the  old  saying  again,  "  Get  friends,  not  rela- 
tions only."  For  a  man  whose  soul  is  knit  with  thine, 
though  he  is  not  of  thy  kin,  is  better  worth  owning  as  a 
friend  than  a  whole  host  of  relations. 

[^Exeunt  Orestes  ami  Pylades. 

Cho.  Long,  long  ago,  by  reason  of  an  old  misfortune  to 
their  house,  the  sons  of  Atreus  saw  the  tide  roll  back  from 
weal  to  woe,  carrying  with  it  their  great  prosperity  and  that 
prowess  proudly  vaunted  throuuh  the  length  of  Hellas  and 
by  the  streams  of  Simois,  on  the  day  that  strife  found  its 
way  to  the  sons  of  Tantalus — that  strife  for  a  golden  ram,' 
to  end  in  bitter  banqueting  and  the  slaughter  of  high-born 
babes ;  and  this  is  why  a  succession  of  murders  committed 
by  kinsmen  never  fails  the  twin  Atridce. 

What  seemed  so  right  became  so  wrong,  to  cut  a  mother's 
skin  with  ruthless ''  hand  and  show  the  bloodstained  sword 
to  the  sun's  bright  beams;  and  yet  her  guilty  deed  was  a 
l)iece  of  frantic'  wickedness  and  the  folly  of  bein^rs* 
demented.  Hapless  daughter  of  Tyndareus  !  ir«  terror  of 
death  she  screamed  to  him,  *'  My  son,  this  is  a  crime,  thy 
bold  attempt  upon  thy  mother's  life ;  do  not,  whilst  honour- 
ing  thy  father,  fasten  on  thyself  an  eternity  of  shame." 

To  stain  the  hand  in  a  mother's  blood  !  What  affliction 
on  earth  surpasseth  this?  what  calls  for  keener  grief  or  pity? 
Oh  !  what  an  awful  crime  Agamemnon's  son  committed,  ending 

*  For  the  legend,  cf  note  on  Electra,  I.  699. 

»  m'pryM'ct  7raXa/i^  explained  by  the  Schol.  by  ci'Kt)vH  x«oi  ;  so  too 
Klotz  ;  but  Liddell  and  Scolt  render  "  a  fire-born  instrument,"  i.e.,  a 
sword  ;  and  this  is  also  Paley's  view. 

*  \imvo\\q.     So  Porson  and  Hermann  for  /ityoX;;. 

*  Possibly  to  be  referred  to  Clytemnestra  and  /Eijisthus. 
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in  his  raving  madness,  so  that  he  is  become  a  prey  to  the 
avenging  fiends  for  the  murder,  darting  distracted  glances 
round  him  !  O  the  wretch  I  to  have  seen  a  mother's  bosom 
o'er  her  robe  of  golden  woof,  and  yet  make  her  his  victim, 
in  recompense  for  his  father's  sufferings  ! 

Ele.  Surely,*  friends,  my  poor  Orestes  hath  never  left  the 
house,  mastered  by  the  heaven-sent  madness  ? 

Cho.  No  ;  but  he  is  gone  to  stand  the  trial  appointed 
concerning  his  life  before  the  Argive  populace,  in  which  it 
will  be  decided  whether  he  and  thou  are  to  live  or  die.^ 

Ele.  Oh  !  why  did  he  do  it  ?  who  persuaded  him  ? ' 

Cho.  Pylades  ;  but  this  messenger,  now  close  at  hand, 
will  no  doubt  tell  us  thy  brother's  fate  at  the  trial. 

Mes.  Woe  is  thee,  unhappy  daughter  of  our  captain* 
Agamemnon,  my  lady  Eiectra  I  hearken  to  the  sad  tidings  I 
bring  thee. 

Ele.  A'ab  !  our  fate  is  sealed  ;  thy  words  show  it ;  thou 
art  clearly  come  with  tidings  of  woe.' 

Mes.  To-day  have  the  folk  decided  by  vote  that  thou  and 
thy  brother  are  to  die,  poor  lady. 

Ele.  Alas  !  my  expectations  are  realized ;  I  have  long 
feared  this,  and  been  wasting  away  in  mourning  for  what 
was  sure  to  happen.  But  come,  old  friend,  describe  the 
trial,  and  tell  me  what  was  said  in  the  Argive  assembly  to 
condemn  us  and  confirm  our  doom  ;  is  it  stoning  or  the 
sword  that  is  to  cut  short  my  existence?  for  I  share  my 
brother's  misfortunes. 

Mes.  I  had  just  come  from  the  country  and  was  entering 
the  gates,  anxious  to  learn  what  was  decided  about  thee  and 
Orestes — for  I  was  ever  well-disposed  to  thy  father,  and  it 

'   Reading  ov  ttov  with  Hermann. 

^  Kirchhoff  rejects  this  line  ;  in  which  opinion  Paley  concurs. 

'  A  line  is  perhaps  wanting  after  this  to  complete  the  distich. 

*  Line  852  is  rejected  by  Paley. 

'  The  majority  of  editors  condemn  line  856,  which  Paley  defends. 
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was  thy  house  that  fed  and  reared  me,  poor,  *tis  true,  yet 
loyal  in  the  service  of  friends — when  lo  !  I  saw  a  crowd 
streaming  to  their  seats  on  yonder  height,  where  'tis  said 
Danaus  first  gathered  his  people  and  settled  them  in  new  * 
homes,  when  he  was  paying  the  penalty  to  /l^^gyptus.'  So, 
when  I  saw  them  thronging  together,  I  asked  a  citizen, 
*'What  news  in  Argos?  Have  tidings  of  hostilities  ruffled 
the  city  of  Danaus  ?  "  But  he  replied,  *'  Dost  thou  not  see  the 
man  Orestes  on  his  way  to  be  tried  for  his  life?"  Then 
I  beheld  an  unexpected  sight,  which  I  would  I  ne'er  had 
seen — Pylades  and  thy  brother  approaching  together;  the 
one  with  his  head  sunken  on  his  breast,  weakened  by  sickness ; 
the  other  like  a  brother  in  the  way  he  shared  his  friend's 
sorrow,  tending  his  complaint  with  constant  care. 

Now  when  the  Argives  were  fully  gathered,  a  herald 
rose  and  asked,  **  Who  wishes  to  give  his  opinion  whether 
Orestes  is  to  be  slain  or  not  for  the  murder  of  his 
mother?"  Then  up  stood  Talthybius,  who  heli>ed  thy 
father  sack  the  Phrygians'  city.  He  adopted  a  trimming 
tone,  a  mere  tool  of  those  in  power  as  he  always  is,  expressing 
high  admiration  for  thy  father,  but  saying  not  a  word  for  thy 
brother,  urging  his  crooked  sentiments  in  specious  words,'  to 
this  effect ;  "  it  is  not  a  good  precedent  he  is  establishing  as 
regards  parents,"  and  all  the  while  he  had  a  pleasant  look  for 
the  friends  of  ^gisthus.  That  is  like  the  tribe  of  heralds; 
they  always  trip  across  to  the  lucky  side ;  whoso  hath  influence 
in  the  city  or  a  post  in  the  government,  he  is  the  friend  for 
them.*     After  him  prince   Diomedes  made  harangue;  not 

'  I  have  ventured  to  translate  icairaf,  not  roii'«<;  as  the  editors  gire 
it.  The  two  words  are  so  repeatedly  confused  in  the  MSS.  that  the 
alteration  is  no  very  bold  one  to  suggest. 

■  Danaus,  fearing  the  sons  of  his  brother  i^gyptus,  fled  from  his 
kingdom  in  Libya  and  formed  a  new  settlement  at  Argos. 

'  KoXoiQ  KaKoix — Valckenaer  conjectures  jcaXwc,  Hartung  KoXovi 
KUKovQy  **  words  good  and  bad." 

*  Pindorf  regards  lines  895-897  as  spurious. 
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death  but  exile  was  the  punishment  he  w^ould  have  had  them 
inflict  on  thee  and  thy  brother,  and  so  keep  clear  of  guilt. 
Some  murmured  their  assent,  saying  his  words  were  good, 
l)ut  others  disapproved. 

Next  stood  up  a  fellow,  who  cannot  close  his  lips ;  one 
whose  impudence  is  his  strength ;  an  Argive,  but  not  of 
Argos ; '  an  alien  forced  on  us ;  confident  in  bluster  and 
licensed  ignorance,  and  plausible  enough  to  involve  his 
hearers  in  some  mischief  sooner  or  later ;  for  when  a  man 
with  a  pleasing  trick  of  speech,  but  of  unsound  principles, 
persuades  the  mob,  it  is  a  serious  evil  to  the  state ;  whereas 
all  who  give  sound  and  sensible  advice  on  all  occasions,  if 
not  immediately  useful  to  the  state,  yet  prove  so  afterwards. 
And  this  is  the  light  in  which  to  regard  a  party  leader;  for  the 
position  is  much  the  same  [in  the  case  of  an  orator  and  a  man 
in  office.]  ^  This  fellow  was  for  stoning  thee  and  Orestes  to 
death,  but  it  was  Tyndareus  who  kept  suggesting  arguments 
of  this  kind  to  him  as  he  urged  the  death  of  both  of  you.^ 

Another  then  stood  up,  not  fair  to  outward  view  perhaps 
but  a  brave  man,  rarely  coming  in  contact  with  the  town  or 
the  gatherings  in  the  market-place;  a  yeoman,  one  of  a  class 
who  form  the  only  real  support  of  our  country;  shrewd 
enough,  and  eager  to  grapple  with  the  arguments ;  his  cha- 
racter without  a  blemish,  his  walk  in  life  beyond  reproach.* 
He  moved  that  they  should  crown  Orestes,  the  son  of 
Agamemnon,  for  showing  his  willingness  to  avenge  a  father 
in  the  blood  of  a  wicked  profligate  who  was  preventing  men 
from  taking  up  arms  and  going  on  foreign  service ^  "since," 


'  Said  to  be  Cleophon,  the  demagogue  of  Athens  ;  he  was  of  Thracian 
extraction. 

KirchhofT  thinks  that  the  whole  passage  from  line  907-913  is  inter- 
polated ;  Paley  mentions  this  very  probable  view,  which  is  adopted  by 
Nauck,  but  only  rejects  line  913  as  undoubtedly  spurious. 

Line  916  is  rejected  by  Weil,  whom  Nauck  follows. 

dt'tmXtjTrToi',  var.  lect.  avtirizXijKTov. 
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Slid  he,  *'  those,  who  remain  behind,  corrupt  and  seduce  our 
wives  left  at  home  to  keep  house."  To  the  better  sort  his 
words  carried  conviction  ;  and  no  one  rose  to  speak  after 
him.  So  thy  brother  advanced  and  spoke.  "  Ye  dwellers 
in  the  land  of  Inachus !  [Pelasgians  in  ancient  times,  and  later 
Danai,']  I  helped  you  no  less  than  my  father  when  I  slew 
my  mother ;  for  if  the  murder  of  men  by  women  is  to  be 
sanctioned,  then  the  sooner  you  die,  the  better  for  you  ; 
otherwise  you  must  needs  become  the  slaves  of  women ; 
and  that  will  be  doing  the  very  reverse  of  what  ye  should. 
As  it  is,  she  who  betrayed  my  flither's  honour  has  met  her 
death,  but  if  ye  take  my  life,  as  is  proposed,  the  strictness 
of  the  law  becomes  relaxed,  and  the  sooner  every  one  of 
y-ou  is  dead,  the  better;  for  it  wilP  never  be  daring  at  any 
rate  that  they  will  lack."  Yet,  for  all  he  seemed  to  speak  so 
fair,  he  could  not  persuade  the  assembly ;  but  that  villain 
who  spoke  in  favour  of  slaying  thee  and  thy  brother,  gained 
his  point  by  appealing  to  the  mob. 

Orestes,  poor  wretch,  scarce  prevailed  on  them  to  spare 
him  death  by  stoning,  promising  to  die  by  his  own  hand, 
and  thou  by  thine,  within  the  space  of  to-day  ;  and  Pylades 
is  now  bringing  him  from  the  conclave,  weeping  the  while, 
and  his  friends  bear  him  company,  with  tears  and  lamen- 
tation ;  so  he  cometh,  a  sad  and  piteous  sight  for  thee  to  see. 
Make  ready  the  sword,  prepare  the  noose  for  thy  neck,  for 
thou  must  die;  thy  noble  birth  availed  thee  naught,  nor 
Phoebus  either  from  his  seat  on  the  tripod  at  Delphi ;  no !  he 
was  thy  undoing.  ]^Exit  Messenger. 

[Cho.  Ah,  hapless  maid  !  How  dumb  thou  art,  thy  face 
veiled  and  bent  upon  the  ground,  as  if  ere  long  to  start  on 
a  course  of  lamentation  and  wailing  !] ' 

*  Line  933  is  generally  regarded  as  spurious. 

*  i''7C  y«,  alii  Tii<fS(. 

^  These  three  lines  were,  says  the  Scholiast,  omitted  in  some  copies. 
Kirchhoff  and  Paley  regard  them  as  interpolated. 
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Ele.  Land  of  Argos !  I  take  up  the  dirge,  doing  bloody 
outrage  on  my  cheek  with  pearly  nail,  and  beating  on  my 
head,  the  meed  of  [Persephone  ']  that  fair  young  goddess  of 
the  nether  world.  Let  the  land  of  the  Cyclopes  break  forth 
into  wailing  for  the  sorrows  of  our  house,  laying  the  steel 
upon  the  head  to  crop  it  close.  This  is  the  piteous  strain 
that  goeth  up  for  those  who  are  doomed  to  perish,  the 
chieftains  once  of  Hellas. 

Gone,  gone  and  brought  to  naught  is  all  the  race  of 
Pelops'  sons  !  and  with  them  the  blessedness^  that  crowned 
their  hap})y  home  of  yore;  the  wrath  of  God  gat  hold  on 
them  and  that  cruel  murdering  vote  which  prevails  among 
the  citizens. 

Woe  to  you  !  ye  tribes  of  short-lived  men,  full  of  tears  and 
born  to  suffering,  see  how  fate  runs  counter  to  your  hopes  I 
All  in  time's  long  march  receive  in  turn  their  several 
troubles  ;  and  man  throughout  his  life  can  never  rest. 

Oh  !  to  reach  that  rock  which  hangs  susi)ended^  midway 
'twixt  earth  and  heaven,  that  fragment  from  Olympus  torn, 
which  swings  on  chains  of  gold  in  ceaseless  revolution,  that 
I  may  utter  my  lament  to  Tantalus  my  forefather,  who  begat 
the  ancestors  of  my  house  ;  these  were  witnesses  of  infatuate 
deeds  when  Pelops  in  four-horsed  car  drove  winged  steeds 
in  hot  pursuit  along  the  sea,  hurling  the  corpse  of  murdered 
Myrtilus  *  into  the  heaving  deep,  after  his  race  near  the  foam- 

'  T\fp<Ti<l>a(T(Ta,  probably  a  gloss  on  some  word  in  the  original  reading, 
which  if  is  now  impossible  to  determine  ;  perhaps,  as  Paley  suggests,  a 
KoXd  Oiag  Traif. 

^   Reading  with  Musgrave  Ktjy^oi:  uv  ttot  oiroir. 

'  Nauck  regards  a  good  deal  in  the  next  few  Knes  as  open  to 
suspicion. 

*  Myrtilus,  the  charioteer  of  G^nomaus,  king  of  Elis,  betrayed  his 
master  ;  for  which  crime  Pelops  threw  him  into  the  y^gean  sea.    As  he 
was  drowning  he  cursed  the  house  of  Pelops  ;  and  his  father  Hermes, 
(the  son  of  Maia)  by  creating  the  golden  lamb  (cf   note,  Electra  1.  699)  \   , 
sowed  dissension  between  the  sons  of  Pelops  and  ruined  their  house. 
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flecked  strand  of  Geraestus.     From  this  came  a  woful  curse 
upon  my  house,  in  the  day  that  there  appeared  among  the 
flocks  of  Atreus,  breeder  of  horses,  that   baleful  portent 
of  a  lamb   with  golden  fleece,  the  creation  of  the  son  of 
Maia ;  for  from  it  sprang  a  quarrel,  which  made  the  sun's 
wmged  steeds  swerve  from  their  course,  turning '  them  by  a 
westward  track   along  the  sky  towards  the  single  horse  of 
Dawn  ;  and  Zeus  diverted  the  career  of  the  seven  Pleiads 
into   a   new   path  ;    yea,   and  it  is  that  banquet  to  which 
1  hyestes   gave   his  name,   and    the  guilty  love   of  Cretan 
^rope,  the  treacherous  wife,  that  is  requiting  those  murders 
with  others  ;  but  the  crowning  woe  is  come  on  me  and  on 
my  sire  by  reason  of  the  bitter  destinies  of  our  house. 

Cho.  See  where  thy  brother  comes,  condemned  to  die 
and  with   him   Pylades,   most   loyal  of  friends,   true   as  a 
brother,  guiding  the  feeble  steps  of  Orestes,  as  he  paces 
carefully  at  his  side. 

Ele.  Ah  !  brother  mine,  I  weep  to  see  thee  stand  before 
the  tomb,  face  to  face  with  the  funeral  pyre.  Again  that  sigh 
escapes  me ;  my  senses  leave  me  as  I  take  my  last  fond  look 
at  thee. 

Ore.  Peace  !  an  end  to  womanish  lamenting  !  resign 
thyself  to  thy  fate.  True,  'tis  a  piteous  end,  but  yet  [we 
needs  must  bear  the  present.'] 

Ei.E.  How  can  I  hold  my  peace,  when  we  poor  sufferers 
are  no  more  to  gaze  upon  the  sun-god's  light  ? 

Ore.  Oh!  spare  me  that  death!'  Enough  that  this 
unhappy  wretch  is  already  slain  by  Argives;  forego  our 
present  suff"erings. 

Ele.  Alas  for  thy  young  life,  Orestes!  alas  for  the 
untimely  death  o'ertaking  it !  Thou  shouldst  have  begun  to 
live  just  as  thou  art  dying. 

^  fifeafjfionatra  is  perhaps  to  be  preferred  to  TTfHxran^idrraaa. 
Line  1024  IS  regarded  by  most  editors  as  an  inlerpoialion. 
i.e.,  do  not  kill  me  with  vain  regrets. 


Ore.  Unman  me  not,  I  do  adjure  thee  !  bringing  me  to 
tears  by  the  recollection  *  of  my  sorrows. 

Ele.  We  are  to  die,  and  I  cannot  but  bemoan  our  fate ; 
for  all  men  grieve  to  lose  dear  life. 

Ore.  This  is  the  day  appointed  us ;  and  we  must  fit  the 
dangling  noose  about  our  necks  or  whet  the  sword  for  use. 

Ele.  Be  thou  my  executioner,  brother,  that  no  Argive 
may  insult  the  child  ^  of  Agamemnon  and  slay  her. 

Ore.  Enough  that  I  have  a  mother's  blood  upon  me; 
thee  I  will  not  slay  ;  but  die  by  any  self-inflicted  death  thou 
wilt. 

Ele.  Agreed ;  I  will  not  be  behind  thee  in  using  the 
sword  ;  only  I  long  to  throw  my  arms  about  thy  neck. 

Ore.  Enjoy  that  idle  satisfaction,  if  embraces  have  any 
joy  for  those  who  are  come  so  nigh  to  death. 

Ele.  Dear  brother  mine  !  bearer  of  a  name  that  sounds 
most  sweet  in  thy  sister's  ear,^  partner  in  one  soul  with 
her! 

Ore.  Oh  !  thou  wilt  melt  my  heart.  I  long  to  give  thee 
back  a  fond  embrace  ;  and  why  should  such  a  wretch  as  I 
feel  any  shame  henceforth  ?  [embracing  Electra].  Heart 
to  heart,  O  sister  mine  !  how  sweet  to  me  this  close  embrace ! 
In  place  of  wedded  joys,  in  place  of  babes,  this  greeting  is 
all  that  is  possible  to  us  poor  sufferers.* 

Ele.  Ah,  wouM  the  self-same  sword,  if  only  it  might  be, 
could  slay  us  both,  and  one  coffin  of  cedar-wood  receive 
us ! 

'  Reading  v-jrofii'Tjffn  as  Musgrave  suggested  ;  Nauck  adopts  this 
correction. 

'  yovov  V.  1.  lofiov.     Hermann  edits  rffv  yovov. 

'  The  meaning  of  the  expression  ovofia  rijQ  <rr/f  o^eX^/Jc  is  so  doubtful 
that  Nauck  regards  this  distich  as  corrupt.  I  have  followed  the 
explanation  offered  by  Klotz,  in  preference  to  that  of  Paley,  as  at  any  rate 
giving  an  intelligible  meaning;  but  whether  the  Greek  will  bear  such  a 
rendering  seems  very  far  from  certain. 

*  Kirchhoff  rejects  line  105 1,  but  perhaps  without  sufficient  reason. 
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Ore.  That  would  be  an  end  most  sweet ;  but  surely  thou 
seest  we  are  too  destitute  of  friends  to  be  allowed  one  tomb 
between  us. 

Ele.  Did  not  that  coward  Menelaus,  that  traitor  to  my 
father's  memory,  even  speak  for  thee,  making  an  effort  to 
save  thy  life? 

Ore.  He  did  not  so  much  as  show  himself,  but  having 
his  hopes  centred  on  the  throne  he  was  more  cautious  than 
to  attempt  the  rescue  of  relatives. 

Ah  !  well,  let  us  take  care  to  fjuit  ourselves  gallantly  and 
die  as  most  befits  the  children  of  Agamemnon.  I,  for  my 
part,  will  let  this  city  see  '  my  noble  spirit  when  I  plunge  the 
sword  to  my  heart,  and  thou,  for  thine,  must  imitate  my 
brave  example.  Do  thou,  Py lades,  stand  umpire  to  our 
bloody  feat,  and,  when  we  both  are  dead,  lay  out  our  bodies 
decently ;  then  carry  them  to  our  father's  grave  and  bury 
us  there  with  him.  Farewell  now  ;  I  go  to  do  the  deed,  as 
thou  seest. 

PvL.  Stay  a  moment  ;  there  is  first  one  point  I  have  to 
blame  thee  for,  if  thou  thinkest  I  care  to  live  when  thou  art 
dead. 

Ore.  But  why  art  thou  called  on  to  die  with  me  ? 
PvL.  Canst  ask  ?  What  is  life  to  me  with  thee  my  comrade 
gone? 

Ore.  Thou  didst  not  slay  thy  mother,  as  I  did  to  my 
sorrow. 

PvL.  At  least  I  helped  thee ;  and  so  I  ought  to  suffer 
alike. 

Ore.  Surrender  to  thy  father ;  and  seek  not  to  die  with 
me.  Thou  hast  still  a  city,  while  I  no  longer  have ;  thou  hast 
still  thy  father's  home,  and  mighty  stores  of  wealth;  and 
though  thou  art  disappointed  in  thy  marriage  with  my  poor 
sister,  whom  I  betrothed  to  thee  from  a  deep  regard  for  thy 
fellowship,  yet  choose  thee  another  bride  and  rear  a  family ; 

*  Reading  diroSii^ut  rruXu, 
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for  the  tie  which  bound  us  binds  no  more.  Fare  thee 
well,  my  comrade  fondly  called ; '  for  us  such  faring  cannot 
be,  for  ihec  i)erhaps ;  for  we  that  are  as  dead  are  robbed  of 
joy  henceforth. 

PvL.  How  far'  thou  art  from  grasping  what  I  mean  !  Oh! 
may  the  fruitful  earth,  the  radiant  sky  refuse  to  hold  my 
blood,  if  ever  I  turn  traitor  and  desert  thee  when  I  have 
cleared  myself;  for  I  not  only  shared  in  the  murder,  which 
I  will  not  disown,  but  also  schemed  the  whole  plot  for  which 
thou  art  now  paying  the  penalty ;  wherefore  I  ought  also  to 
die  as  much  as  thou  or  she ;  for  I  consider  her,  whose 
hand  thou  didst  promise^  me,  as  my  wife.  What  specious 
tale  shall  I  ever  tell,  when  I  reach  Delphi,  the  citadel  of 
Phocis  ?  I  who,  before  your  misfortunes  came,  was  so  close 
a  friend,  but  ceased  to  be,  when  thou  wert  unlucky.  That 
must  not  be  ;  no  !  this  is  my  business  too.  But  since  we 
are  to  die,  let  us  take  counsel  together  that  Menelaus  may 
share  our  misfortune. 

Ore.  Best  of  friends  !  if  only  I  could  see  this  ere  I  die  1 

PvL.   Hearken  then,  and  defer  awhile  the  fatal  stroke. 

Ore.  I  will  wait  in  the  hope  of  avenging  me  on  my  foe. 

PvL.   Hush  !  I  have  small  confidence  in  women. 

Ore.  Have  no  fear  of  these ;  for  they  are  our  friends  who 
are  here. 

PvL.  Let  us  kill  Helen,  a  bitter  grief  to  Menelaus. 

Ore.  How?  I  am  ready  enough,  if  there  is  any  chance 
of  success. 

PvL.  With  our  swords ;  she  is  hiding  in  thy  house. 

Ore.  Aye,  that  she  is,  and  already  she  is  putting  her  seal 
on  everj'thing. 

Pyl.  She  shall  do  so  no  more,  after  she  is  wedded  to 
Hades. 

*  orofin  var.  lect.  o/i/ia. 

'  Reading  f;  iroXr. 

'  Reading  nc  ^«X^f  KaTyvarac. 
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Ore.  Impossible  !  she  has  her  barbarian  attendants. 

Pyl.  Barbarians  indeed  I  I  am  not  the  man  to  fear  any 
Phrygian. 

Ore.  Creatures  only  fit  to  look  after  mirrors  and  unguents ! 

Pyl.  What !  has  she  brought  Trojan  effeminacy  with  her 
here? 

Ore.  So  much  so  that  Hellas  is  become  too  small  for  her 
to  live  in. 

Pyl.  The  race  of  slaves  is  no  match  for  free-born  men 

Ore.  Well,  if  I  can  do  this  deed,  I  fear'  not  death  twice 
over. 

Pyl.  No,  nor  I  either,  if  it  is  thee  I  am  avenging. 

Ore.   Declare  the  matter  and  tell  me  what  thou  proposest. 

Pyl.  We  will  enter  the  house  on  the  pretence  *  of  going  to 
our  death. 

Ore.  So  far  I  follow  thee,  but  not  beyond. 

Pyl.  We  will  begin  bewailing  our  sufferings  to  her. 

Ore.  Aye,  so  that  she  will  shed  tears,  although  her  heart 
is  glad. 

Pyl.  And  ^  we  shall  then  be  in  the  same  predicament  as 
she. 

Ore.  How  shall  we  proceed  next  in  the  enterprise  ? 

Pyl.  We  shall  have  swords  concealed  in  our  cloaks. 

Ore.  But,  before  attackmg  her,  how  are  we  to  kill  her 
attendants  ? 

Pyl.  We  will  shut  them  up  in  different  parts  of  the  house. 

Ore.  And  whoever  refuses  to  be  quiet,  we  must  kill. 

Pyl.  That  done,  our  very  deed  shows  us  to  what  we 
must  direct  our  efforts. 

'   Reading  oi>x  u^o^at. 

■^  Paley  removes  the  comma  after  iif^iv,  constructing  it  with  utq. 

*  i.e.,  we  shall  be  shetlding  tears  outwardly,  though  inwardly  rejoicetl. 
—This  is  the  Schol.'s  interpretation.  Paley  thmks  the  rort  refers  to  the 
time  when  Helen  had  to  l)eg  her  life  of  .Menelaus,  i.e.,  "  we  shall  be  in 
the  same  plight  as  she  was  on  that  memorable  occasion." 


Ore.  To  Helen's  slaughter;  I  understand  that  watch- 
word. 

Pyl.  Thou  hast  it ;  now  hear  how  sound  my  scheme  is ; 
if  we  had  drawn  the  sword  upon  a  woman  of  better  morals, 
it  would  have  been  foul  murder ;  but,  as  it  is,  she  will  be 
punished  for  the  sake  of  all  Hellas,  whose  sires  she  slew  ; 
while  those  whose  children  she  destroyed,  whose  wives  she 
widowed,  will  shout  aloud  for  joy  *  and  kindle  the  altars 
of  the  gods,  invoking  on  our  heads  a  thousand  blessings, 
because  we  shed  this  wicked  woman's  blood  ;  for  after  killing 
her,  thy  name  shall  no  more  be  "  the  matricide,"  but,  resign- 
ing that  title,  thou  shalt  succeed  to  a  better  and  be  called 
*'ihe  slayer  of  Helen  the  murderess."  It  can  never,  never 
be  right  that  Menelaus  should  prosper,  and  thy  father,  thy 
sister  and  thou  be  put  to  death,  and  thy  mother  too — (but  I 
pass  that  by,  for  it  is  not  seemly  to  mention  it)  ;2 — while  he 
possesses  thy  home,  though  it  was  by  Agamemnon's  prowess 
that  he  recovered  his  wife.  May  I  perish  then,  if  I  draw  not 
my  sword  ^  upon  her  !  But  if  after  all  we  fail  to  compass 
Helen's  death,  we  will  fire  the  palace  and  die ;  for  we  will 
not  fail  to  achieve  one  distinction,  be  it  an  honourable 
death  or  an  honourable  escape  therefrom. 

Cho.  The  daughter  of  Tyndareus,  who  has  brought  shan:€ 
on  her  sex,  has  justly  earned  the  hate  of  every  woman. 

Ore.  Ah  !  there  is  nothing  better  than  a  trusty  friend, 
neither  wealth  nor  princely  power ;  mere  number  is  a  sense- 
less thing  to  set  off  against  a  noble  friend.  Such  art  thou, 
for  thou  didst  not  only  devise  the  vengeance  we  took  on 
iiCgisthus,  but  didst  stand  by  me  at  the  gates  of  danger,  and 

'  Paley  removes  the  full  stop  usually  placed  after  ^vvaopotv. 

'  Line  1 145  is  rejecteil  by  Nauck. 

^  Line  1 148 — the  reading  is  doubtful.  Kirchhoff  prop>oses  I'v  fifi 
....  <T7ra<TutfitSa,  which  Nauck  adopts.  If  the  ordinary  reading  il  .  .  . 
<TT«aw  fttXap  is  genuine,  the  latter  word  would  seem  to  l>e  a  mere 
**  epithelon  ornans  "  of  a  drawn  sword. 
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now  again  thou  art  ofTering  me  a  means  to  punish  my 
foes  and  dost  not  stand  aloof  thyself;  but  I  will  cease 
praising  thee,  for  there  is  something  wearisome  even  in 
being  praised  to  excess.  Now  since  in  any  case  I  must 
breathe  my  last,  I  would  fain  my  death  should  do  my  foes 
s  )me  hurt,  that  I  may  requite  with  ruin  those  who  betrayed 
me,  and  that  they  too  who  made  me  suffer  may  taste  of 
sorrow.  Lo !  I  am  the  son  of  that  Agamemnon,  who  was 
counted  worthy  to  rule  Hellas,  exerting  no  tyrant's  power 
but  yet  possessed  of  almost  god-like  might  ;  him  will  I  not 
disgrace  by  submitting  to  die  like  a  slave  ;  no  !  my  last 
breath  shall  be  free  and  I  will  avenge  me  on  Menelaus. 
For  could  we  but  secure  one  object '  we  should  be  lucky, 
if  from  some  unexi)ected  quarter  a  means  of  safety  should 
arise  and  we  be  the  slayers,  not  the  slain  ;  this  is  what  I 
])ray  for ;  for  this  wish  of  mine  is  a  pleasant  dream  to  cheer 
the  heart,  without  cost,  by  means  of  the  tongue's  winged 
utterances.' 

Ele.  Why,  brother,  I  have  it  !  a  means  of  safety,  first  for 
thee,  then  for  him,  and  thirdly  for  myself. 

Ore.  Divine  providence,  I  suppose.  But  what  use  in 
suggesting  that?  seeing  that  I  know  the  natural  shrewdness 
of  thy  heart. 

Ele.  Hearken  a  moment ;  do  thou  {to  Pylades)  like- 
wise attend. 

Ore.  Say  on  ;  the  prospect  of  hearing  good  news  affords 
a  certain  pleasure. 

Ele.  Thou  knowest  Helen's  daughter?  of  course  thou 
must. 

'  ivoQ  is  variously  inteq^reted  (i)  of  being  able  to  ki  1  our  enemies 
and  escape  ourselves.  (Schol.)  (2)  as  referring  to  Menelaus.  (Paley, 
who  also  Sliggests  roi  iroBtv  for  c«  -rrvQiv.) 

■•*  If  the  reading  be  genuine,  the  meaning  apparently  is,  "though  we 
fail,  still  it  costs  nothing  to  talk  about  what  might  have  been,  and  it  is 
even  cheering." 


Ore.  Hermione,  whom  my  own  mother  reared, — know 
her?  yes. 

Ele.  She  hath  gone  to  Clytemnestra's  grave. 

Ore.  With  what  intent?  What  hope  art  thou  hinting 
at? 

Ele.  Her  purpose  was  to  pour  a  libation  over  the  tomb  of 
our  mother. 

Ore.  Well,  granting  that,  how  does  this  which  thou  hast 
mentioned  conduce  to  our  safety  ? 

Ele.  Seize  her  as  a  hostage  on  her  way  back. 

Ore.  What  good  can  thy  suggested  remedy  do  us  three 
friends? 

Ele.  If,  after  Helen's  slaughter,  Menelaus  does  anything 
to  thee  or  to  Pylades  and  me, — for  we  three  friends  are 
wholly  one, — say  thou  wilt  slay  Hermione  ;  then  draw  thy 
sword  and  keep  it  at  the  maiden's  throat.  If  Menelaus, 
when  he  sees  Helen  weltering  in  her  blood,'  tries  to  save 
thee  to  insure  his  daughter's  life,  allow  him  to  take  his  child 
to  his  father's  arms;  but  if  he  makes  no  effort  to  curb  the 
angry  outburst  and  leaves  thee  to  die,  then  do  thou  plunge 
thy  sword  in  his  daughter's  throat.  Methinks,  though  he 
show  '  himself  violent  at  first,  he  will  gradually  grow  milder; 
for  he  is  not  naturally  bold  or  brave.  That  is  the  tower  of 
defence  I  have  for  us,  and  now  my  tale  is  told. 

Ore.  O  thou  thaj_  hast  the^pirit  of  a  man,  though  thy 
body  cTe'arTy  shows  thee  a  tendet_wffman^  howJaf-^moie 
worthy  thou  to  live  than  die  !  This,  Pylades,  is  the  peerless 
woman  thou  wilt  lose  to  thy  sorrow,  or,  shouldst  thou  live, 
wilt  marry  to  thy  joy  ! 

PvL.  Then  may  I  live  and  may  she  be  brought  to  the 
capital  of  Phocis  with  all  the  honours  of  a  happy  marriage  !' 

Ore.  How  soon  will  Hermione  return  to  the  palace?  All 

'  Line  1 196  is  perhaps  an  interpolation,  as  Nauck  thinks. 

'  ira^y.     Nauck  proposes  pvy. 

*  Wecklein  proposes  v^iivatoiai  hliovn'tinni'. 
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else  thou  saidst  was  well,  if  only  we  are  lucky  in  catching 
the  villain's  child. 

Ele,  I  expect  she  is  near  the  house  already,  for  the  time 
agrees  exactly.* 

Ore,  Tis  well.  Plant  thyself  before  the  palace,  Electra 
my  sister,  and  await  the  maid's  approach  ;  keep  watch  in  case 
any  one,  an  ally  maybe  or  my  father's  brother,  forestal  us 
by  his  entry,  ere  the  bloody  deed  is  completed ;  and  then 
make  a  signal  to  be  heard  inside  the  house,  either  by  beating 
on  a  panel  of  the  door  or  calling  to  us  within. 

I^t  us  enter  now,  Pylades,  and  arm  ourselves  for  the  final 
struggle,  for  thou  art  the  comrade  that  sharest  the  enter- 
prise with  me.^  Hearken !  father,  in  thy  home  of  darkest 
gloom  !  it  is  thy  son  Orestes  who  is  calling  thee  to  come  to 
the  rescue  of  the  destitute ;  it  is  on  thy  account  I  am 
unjustly  suffering  woe,  and  it  is  by  thy  brother  that  I  have 
been  betrayed  for  practising  justice  ;  wherefore  I  would  fain 
take  and  slay  his  wife ;  and  do  thou  help  us  compass  this.' 

Ele.  Oh  !  come,  my  father,  come  !  if  within  the  ground 
thou  hearest  the  cry  of  thy  children,  who  for  thy  sake  are 
dying. 

PvL.  Hear  my  prayer  too,  Agamemnon,  kinsman  of  my 
father,*  and  save  thy  children. 

Ore.  I  slew  my  mother, — 

PvL.  I  held  the  sword — 

Ele.  Twas  I  that  urged  them'  on  and  set  them  free 
from  fear — 

Ore.  All  to  succour  thee,  my  sire. 

'  1./.,  she  has  been  absent  just  the  time  I  expected,  and  is  probably 
now  close  at  hand. 

'  Line  1224  is  suspected  by  Hermann. 

'  Lines  1227- 1230  are  regarded  by  Nauck  as  spurious. 

*  According  to  the  Schol. ,  Strophius,  the  father  of  Pylades,  had  married 
Anaxibia,  the  sister  of  Agamemnon. 

*  Reading  with  Poison  Uyut  Sk  y*  ixtKtXivaa. 
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Ele.   I  proved  no  traitress  either. 

Pvi^  Wilt  thou  not  hearken  then  to  these  reproaches  and 
save  thy  children  ? 

Ore.  With  tears  I  pour  thee  a  libation. 

Ele.  And  I  with  notes  of  woe. 

PvL.  Cease,  and  let  us  about  our  business.  If  prayers  do 
really  penetrate  the  ground,  he  hears.  O  Zeus,  god  of  my 
fathers,  O  Justice,  (jueen  revered,  vouchsafe  us  three  success  ; 
three  friends  are  we,  but  one  the  struggle,  one  the  forfeit 
all  must  pay,  to  live  or  die.' 

[^Exeunt  Orestes  ami  Pvlades. 

Ei  E.  My  own  townswomen,  of  foremost  rank  in  Argos, 
the  home  of  the  Pelasgi  ! 

Cho.  Mistress,  why  dost  thou  address  us?  for  still  this 
honoured  name  is  left  thee  in  the  Danaid  town. 

PLle.  Station  yourselves,  some  here  along  the  high  road, 
others  yonder  on  some  other  path,  to  watch  the  house. 

Cho.  But  why  dost  thou  summon  me  to  this  service? 
tell  me,  dear  mistress. 

Ele.  I  am  afraid  that  some  one,  who  is  stationed  at  the 
house  for  a  bloody  purpose,  may  cause  troubles,  only  to  find 
them  himself. 

1ST  Half-Cho.  Lead  on;  let  us  hasten;  I  will  keep 
careful  watch  upon  this  track  towards  the  east. 

2ND  Half-Cho.  And  I  on  this,  that  leadeth  westward. 
Throw  a  glance  sideways,  letting  the  eye  range  from  point 
to  point ;  then  look  back  again.* 

1ST  Half-Cho.  We  are  directing  them  as  thou  biddest. 

Ele.  Cast  your  eyes  around,  let  them  peer'  in  every 
direction  through  your  tresses. 


'   Line  1245  '^  regarde<l  as  spurious  by  Nauck. 

"^  iWa  TraXii'cricoTriar.    Porson's  conjecture,  afterwards  confirmed  by  the 
best  MS. 

^  Reading  with  Canler,  Kopai^  Sia^oTf,  but  the  verse  is  not  satisfac- 
torily emended. 
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2ND  Half-Cho.  Who  is  that  on  the  road?  Who  is 
yondtr  countryman  I  see  wandering  round  thy  house? 

Ele.  Ah  !  friends,  we  are  undone ;  he  will  at  once  reveal 
to  our  enemies  the  armed  ambush  of  that  lion-like  pair. 

1ST  Half-Cho.  {Reconnoitring)  Calm  thy  fears;  the  road 
is  not  occupied,  as  thou  thinkest,  dear  mistress. 

Ele.  ( Turning  to  the  other  watchers.)  And  can  I  count  thy 
side  safe  still  ?  reassure  me ;  is  yonder  space  before  the 
court-yard  still  deserted? 

2ND  Half-Cho.  All  goes  well  here;  look  to  thy  own 
watch,  for  no  Argive  is  approaching  us. 

1ST  Half-Cho.  Thy  report  agrees  with  mine  ;  there  is  no 
noise  here  either. 

Ele.  Well  then,  let  me  make  myself  heard  in  the  gate- 
way. ( Calling  through  the  door.)  V\  hy  are  ye  within  the  house 
delaying  to  spill  your  victim's  blood,  now  that  all  is  quiet  ? 
They  do  not  hear ;  ah,  woe  is  me  !  Can  it  be  that  their 
swords  have  lost  their  edge  at  the  sight  of  her  beauty? 
Soon  will  some  mail-clad  Argive,  hurrying  to  her  rescue, 
attack  the  palace.  Keep  a  better  look-out ;  'tis  no  lime 
for  sitting  still ;  bestir  yourselves,  some  here,  some  there. 

Cho.  My  eye  is  ranging  to  and  fro  all  along  the  road. 

Hel.  {7i'ithin.)  Help,  Pelasgian  Argos !  I  am  being 
foully  murdered. 

1ST  Half-Cho.  Heard  ye  that?  Those  men  are  now 
about  the  bloody  deed. 

2ND  Halk-Cho.  'Tis  Helen  screaming,  to  hazard  a  guess. 

Ele.  Come,  eternal  might  of  Zeus,  oh,  come  to  help  my 
friends ! 

Hkl.  {within.)  Menelaus,  I  am  being  murdered,  but 
thou,  though  near,  affordest  me  no  aid. 

Ele.  Cut,  stab,  and  kill;'  all  eager  for  the  fray  dart  out 

'  This  verse  is  perhaps  inteq>olated  ;  the  readings  vary.    For  irtfiirfrt 
there  is  a  var.  lect.  tuviti  ;  Hermann  regards  it  as  a  gloss,  and  j)ro 
uoses  to  read  <^ayav'  tntit  j(fH>t\  'rfurot. 
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your  sw.)rds,  double  handed,  double-edged,  against  the 
woman  who  left  her  father's  home  and  husband's  side,  and 
did  to  death  so  many  of  the  men  of  Hellas,  slain  beside 
the  river-bank,  where  tears  rained  down  beneath  the  iron 
darts  all  rou  ui  Scamander's  eddying  tides. 

Cho  Hush  !  hush  1  I  caught  the  sound  of  a  foot-fall  on 
the  road  near  the  house. 

Ele.  Ladies,  my  dearest  friends,  it  is  Hermione  advancing 
into  the  midst  of  the  bloodshed.  Let  our  clamour  cease ; 
on  she  comes  headlong  into  the  meshes  of  the  net.  Fair 
will  the  quarry  prove  if  caught.  Resume  your  station, 
looks  composed  and  faces  not  betraying  what  has  happened  ; 
and  I  too  will  wear  a  look  of  melancholy,  as  if  forsooth  I 
knew  nothing  of  that  desperate  deed.  {Addressing  Her- 
mione as  she  approaches.)  Ah  1  maiden,  hast  thou  come  from 
wreathing  Clytemnestra's  grave  and  from  pouring  libations 
to  the  dead  ? 

Her.  Yes,  I  have  returned  after  securing  a  gracious 
recognition  ;  but  I  was  filled  with  some  alarm  as  to  the 
import  of  a  cry  I  heard  in  the  palace  as  I  was  still  at  a  dis- 
tance. 

Ele.  But  why  ?     Our  present  lot  gives  cause  for  groans. 

Her.  HushL  U^hat  is  thy -o«ws  ? 

Ele.  Argos  has  sentenced  Orestes  and  myself  to  death. 

Her.  Kinsfolk  of  my  own  !     God  forbid  L 


Ele.  It  is  decreed ;  the  yoke  of  necessity  is  on  our 
necks. 

Her.  Was  this  the  reason  then  of  the  cry  within? 

Ele.  Yes,  'twas  the  cry  of  the  suppliant  as  he  fell  at 
Helen's  knees. 

Her.  Who  is  he?  I  am  none  the  wiser,  if  thou  tell  me 
not. 

Ele.  Orestes  the  hapless,  entreating  mercy  for  himself 
and  me. 

Her.  Good  reason  then  has  the  house  to  cry  out. 
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Ele.  What  else  would  make  a  man  entreat  more  ear- 
nestly? Come,  throw  thyself  before  thy  mother  in  her 
proud  prosperity,  and  join  thy  friends  in  beseeching  Mene- 
laus  not  to  look  on  and  see  us  die.  O  thou  that  wert 
nursed  in  the  same  mother's  arms  as  I,  have  pity  on  us  and 
relieve  our  pain.  Come  hither  to  the  struggle,  and  I  myself 
will  be  thy  guide  ;  for  thou  and  thou  alone,  hast  the  issue 
of  our  safety  in  thy  hands. 

Her.  Behold  me  hastening  to  the  house;  as  far  as  rests 
with  me,  regard  yourselves  as  safe.  [AavV  Hkrmione. 

Ele.  Now,  friends,  secure  the  prey  in  your  armed  ambush 
in  the  house. 

Hkr.  {callinc^ from  iviihirt.)  Ah  !  who  are  these  I  see? 

Ore.  {tiiii/iiH.)  Silence!  'tis  our  safety,  not  thine,  thou 
art  here  to  insure. 

Ele.  Hold  her  hard  and  fast ;  point  a  sword  at  her 
throat;  then  wait  in  silence,  that  Menelaus  may  learn  that 
they  are  men,  not  Phrygian  cowards,  whom  he  has  found  and 
treated  as  only  cowards  deserve. 

Cho.  What  ho  !  my  comrades,  raise  a  din,  a  din  and 
shouting  before  the  house,  that  the  murder  done  may  not 
inspire  the  Argives  with  wild  alarm,  to  make  them  bring  aid 
to  the  royal  palace,  before  I  see  for  certain  whether  Helen's 
corpse  •  lies  weltering  in  the  house  or  hear  the  news  from 
one  of  her  attendants;  for  I  know  but  a  part  of  the  tragedy, 
of  the  rest  I  am  not  sure.  Thanks  to  Justice  the  wrath  of 
God  has  come  on  Helen  ;  for  she  filled  all  Hellas  with  tears 
because  of  her  accursed  paramour,  Paris  of  Ida,  who  took 
our  countrymen  to  Troy. 

But  hist !  the  bolts  of  the  palace-doors  rattle ;  be  silent  ; 
for  one  of  her  Phrygians  is  coming  out,  from  whom  we  will 
inijuire  of  the  state  of  matters  within. 

Phr.  {expre'ssifi^^  the  most  abject  terror.)  From  death 
escaped,  in  my  barbaric  slippers  have  I  fled  away,  away  from 

'  ^I'ov— perhaps  I'lKpov  should  be  read  with  Herwerden. 


the  Argive  sword,  escaping  as  best  a  barbarian  might  by 
clambering  over  the  cedar  beams  that  roof  the  porch  and 
through  the  Doric  triglyphs.*  (O  my  country,  my  country  !) 
Alack,  alack  !  oh  !  whither  can  I  fly,  ye  foreign  dames,  wing. 
'  ing  my  way  through  the  clear  bright  sky  or  over  the  sea, 

i  whose  circle  horned  Ocean  draws,  as  he  girdles  the  world  in 

his  embrace  ? 

Cho.  What  news,  slave  of  Helen,  creature  from  Ida? 
Phr.  Ah  me  for  Ilium,  for  Ilium,  the  city  of  Phry- 
gia,  and  lor  Ida's  holy  hill  with  fruitful  soil !  in  foreign 
accents  hear  me  raise  a  v>laintive  strain  '  over  thee,  whose 
ruin  luckless  Helen  caused,— that  lovely  child  whom  Leda 
bore  to  a  feathered  swan,  to  be  a  curse  to  Apollo's  towers  of 
polished  stone.  Ah  !  welUa-day  !  woe  to  Dardania  for  the 
waitings  wrung  from  it  by  the  steeds  that  bought  his  minion 
Ganymede  for  Zeus."* 

Cho.  Tell  us  plainly  exactly  what  happened  in  the  house, 
[for*  till  now  1  have  been  guessing  at  what  I  do  not  clearly 
imderstand.] 

•  Apparently  the  spaces  l>etween  the  beams  supporting  the  roof  were 
not  filled  in,  so  that,  if  the  slave  had  clambere<l  on  to  one  of  these  beams, 
he  would  have  been  able  to  creep  through  such  an  aj^eriure  and  let  him- 
self down  on  the  outside  of  the  wall.     (Cf.  Iph.  Taur.  I.  113.) 

=*  ufi^i'iTt^ov  af^iiaTiiov  /itXoc.  Various  attempts  have  been  made  to 
explain  this  phrase  but  without  success.  The  Schol.  says  that  some 
considered  it  a  musical  direction,  without,  however,  Ijeing  able  to  say 
what  the  direction  was.  Another  Schol.  suggests  that  it  was  a  dirge 
similar  to  that  sung  over  Hector's  corpse  when  it  was  dragged  behind 
the  chariot  {u(t^a)  of  Achilles  ;  and  so  equivalent  to  **  plaintive."  Her- 
mann compares  the  phrase  y^auTitpuov  fi'\oi\  which  was  a  martial 
measure,  and  therefore  not  very  apposite.  Such  are  a  few  of  the  vague 
surmises  about  this  obscure  phrase  ;  for  further  suggestions  cf.  Psalcy's 
note  ait  Av. 

^  One  legend  was  that  Z.-us  obtained  Ganymede  from  Tros  his  father 
by  a  gift  of  horses.  The  connection  is  not  clear,  and  probably  the 
allusions  are  intentionally  vague  in  the  mouth  of  the  foreign  slave. 

'  This  verse  was  marked  spurious  by  Kirchhoff,  and  is  rejectetl  by 
most  etlitors. 
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Phr.  *' Ah,  for  Linus!  woe  is  him!"  that  is  what  bar- 
barians say  in  their  eastern  tongue  as  a  prelude  to  the 
dirge  of  death/  whene'er  royal  blood  is  spilt  upon  the  ground 
by  deadly  iron  blades. 

To  tell  thee  exactly  what  happened  ;  there  came  into  the 
palace  two  lion-like  men  of  Hellas,  twins  in  nature  ;  your 
famous  chief  was  sire  of  one,  'twas  said  ;  the  other  was  the 
son  of  Strophius ;  a  crafty  knave  was  he,  like  to  Odysseus, 
subtle,  silent,  but  staunch  to  his  friends,  daring  enough  for 
any  valiant  deed,  versed  in  war  and  bloodthirsty  as  a  serpent. 
Ruin  seize  him  for  his  quiet  plotting,  the  villain  ! 

In  they  came,  their  eyes  bedimmed  with  tears,  and  took 
their  seats  in  all  humility  near  the  chair  of  the  lady  whom 
Paris  the  archer  once  wedded,  one  on  this  side,  one  on  that, 
to  right  and  left,  with  weapons  on  them  ;  and  both  threw 
their  suppliant  arms  round  the  knees  of  Helen  ;  whereon 
her  Phrygian  servants  started  to  their  feet  in  wild  alarm, 
each  in  his  terror  calling  to  his  fellow,  *'  Beware  of  treachery !" 
To  some  there  seemed  no  cause,  but  others  thought  that  the 
viper,  who  had  slain  his  mother,  was  entangling  the  daughter 
of  Tyndareus  in  ihe  toils  of  his  snare. 

Cho.  And  where  wert  thou  the  while?  fled  long  before  in 
terror  ? 

Phr.  It  happened  that  I,  in  Phrygian  style,  was  wafting 
the  breeze  past  Helen's  curls  with  a  round  feather-fan, 
stationed  before  her  face;  and  she^  the  while,  as  eastern 
ladies  use,  was  twisting  flax  on  her  distaff  with  her  fingers, 
but  letting  her  yarn  fall  on  the  floor,  for  she  was  minded  to 
embioidcr  purple  raiment  as  an  offering  from  the  Trojan 
spoils,  a  gift  for  Clytemnestra  at  her  tomb. 

*  For  apxuv  €avarov  of  the  text  KirchhoflT  proposed  dpxayOaviirtft^^nt 
the  death  of  rulers  **  ;  an  ingenious  but  unnecessary  change. 

*  The  punctuation  of  Klotr  is  here  foiioweti,  t.f.,  a  stop  after  gaffutv, 
while  for  «  St  he  reads  liSf  ;  thus,  fiapfyopoiQ  vo^oiaty  lidi  ....  This 
seems  preferable  to  taking  vofiotQ  in  two  distinct  senses  in  the  same 
sentence,  as  Paley  sujjgesls. 


Then  to  the  Spartan  maid  Orestes  spake,  '*  Daughter  of 
Zeus,  quit  thy  chair  and  cross  the  floor  to  a  seat  at  the  old 
altar'of  Pelops,  our  ancestor,  to  hear  something  I  have  to 
say."  Therewith  he  led  the  way  and  she  followed,  little 
guessing  his  designs.  Meantime  his  accomplice,  the  Phocian 
miscreant,  was  off  on  other  business.  "  Out  of  my  way  ! ' 
Well,  Phrygians  always  were  cowards."  So  he  shut  them  up 
in  different  parts  of  the  house,  some  in  the  stables,  others 
in  private  chambers,'  one  here,  one  there,  disposing  of  them 
severally  at  a  distance  from  their  mistress. 

Cho.  What  happened  next  ? 

Phr.  Mother  of  Ida,  mighty  parent  !  Oh  !  the  mur- 
derous scenes  and  lawless  wickedness  that  I  witnessed  in 
the  royal  palace!  They'  drew  forth  swords  from  under  their 
purple  cloaks,  each  darting  his  eye  all  round  him  in  either 
direction  to  see  that  none  was  near,  and  then,  like  boars  that 
range  the  hills,  they  stood  at  bay  before  her,  crying,  "  Thou 
must  die  ;  it  is  thy  craven  husband  that  will  slay  thee,  be- 
cause he  betrayed  his  brother's  son  to  death  in  Argos."  But 
she  with  piercing  screams  brought  down  her  snow-white  arm 
upon  her  bosom  and  loudly  smote  on  her  poor  head ;  then 
turned  her  steps  in  flight,  shod  in  her  golden  shoon  ;  but 
Orestes,  outstripping  her  slippered  feet,  clutched  his  fingers 
in  her  hair  and  bending  back  her  neck  on  to  her  left  shoulder 
was  on  the  point  of  driving  the  grim  steel  into  her  throat. 

Cho.  Where  were  those  Phrygians  in  the  house  to  help 

her  then  ? 

Phr.  With  a  loud  cry  we  battered  down  the  doors  and 
doorposts  of  the  rooms  we  had  been  penned  in,  by  means 
of  bars,  and  ran  to  her  assistance  from  every  direction, 
one  artning  himself  with  stones,  another  with  javelins,  a  third 

'   Paley  places  the  interrogation  after  ire  ;  making  rJXX  '  aei  . 
taunting  remark  of  Pylades  on  the  instant  flight  of  the  slaves. 
■*  il  Sftatfn,     Schol.  drroiruroit^. 
'  Paley  inserts  01  tV  before  afjufti,  on  his  own  conjecture. 
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having  a  drawn  sword  ;  but  Pylades  came  to  meet  us,  all 
undaunted,  like  Hector  of  Troy  or  Aias  triple-plumed,  as  I 
saw  him  on  the  threshold  of  Priam's  palace ;  and  we  met 
point  to  point.  But  then  it  became  most  manifest  how  in- 
ferior we  Phrygians  were  to  the  warriors  of  Hellas  in  martial 
prowess.  There  was  one  man  flying,  another  slain,  a  third 
wounded,  yet  another  craving  mercy  to  stave  off  death  ;  but 
we  escaped  under  cover  of  the  darkness  ;  while  some  were 
falling,  others  staggering,  and  some  laid  low  in  death.  And 
just  as  her  unhappy  mother  sunk  to  the  ground  to  die,  came 
luckless  Hermione  to  the  palace ;  whereon  those  twain,  like 
Bacchanals  when  they  drop  their  wands  and  seize  a  mountain- 
cub,  rushed  and  seized  her;  then  turned  again  to  the  daughter 
of  Zeus  to  slay  her;  but  lo!  she  had  vanished  from  the 
room,  passing  right  through  the  house  by  magic  spells  or 
wizards'  arts  or  heavenly  fraud ;  O  Zeus  and  earth,  O  day 
and  night ! 

What  happened  afterwards  I  know  not,  for  I  stole  out  of 
the  palace  and  ran  away.  So  Menelaus  went  through  all  his 
toil  and  trouble  to  recover  his  wife  Helen  from  Troy  to  no 
purpose. 

Cho.  Behold  another  strange  sight  succeeding  its  prede- 
cessors ;  I  see  Orestes  sword  in  hand  before  the  palace, 
advancing  with  excited  steps. 

Ore.  Where  is  he  who  fled  from  the  palace  to  escape  my 
sword  ? 

Phr.  {falling  at  the  feet  of  Orestes.)  Before  thee  I 
prostrate  myself,  O  prince,  and  do  obeisance  in  my  foreign 
way. 

Ore.  Tis  not  Ilium  that  is  now  the  scene,  but  the  land 
of  Argos. 

Phr.  Xo  matter  where,  the  wise  love  life  more  than 
death. 

Ore.  I  suppose  that  shouting  of  thine  was  not  for  Mene- 
laus to  come  to  the  rescue  ? 


1 


Phr.  Oh  no !  it  was  to  help  thee  I  called  out,  for  thou 
art  more  deserving. 

Ore.  Was  it  a  just  fate  that  overtook  the  daughter  of 
'i'yndareus  ? 

Phr.  Most  just,  though  she  had  had  three  throats  to  die 
wiih. 

Ore.  Thy  cowardice  makes  thee  glib;  these  are  not  thy 
real  sentiments. 

1*HR.  Why,   surely  she   deserved  it   for   the   havoc   she 
made  of  Hellas  as  well  as  Troy  ? 

Ore.  Swear  thou  art  not  saying  this  to  humour  me,  or  I 
will  slay  thee. 

Phr.  By  my  life  I  swear, — an  oath  likely  to  be  true  in  my 
case. 

Ore.   Did  every  Phrygian  in  Troy  show  the  same  tenor 
of  steel  as  thou  dost  ? 

l^HR.  Oh,  take  thy  sword  away !  held  so  near  it  throws  a 
horrid  gleam  of  blood. 

Ore.  Art  thou  afraid  of  being  turned  to  a  stone,  as  if  it 
were  a  (iorgon  thou  seest  ? 

Phr.  To  a  stone,  no  I   but  to  a  corpse  ;   that  Gorgon's 
head  is  not  within  my  ken. 

Ore.  a  slave,  and  so  fearful  of  death,  which  will  release 
thee  from  trouble  ! 

Phr.  Bond  or  free,  every  one  is  glad  to  gaze  upon  the 
light. 

Ore.  Well  said  I  thy  shrewdness  saves  thee  ;  go  within. 

I*HR.    Ihou  wilt  not  kill  me  after  all? 

Ore.  Thou  art  spared  ! 

Phr.  O  gracious  words  ! 

Ore.  Come,  I  shall  change  my  mind — * 

Phr.   Ill-omened  utterance! 

Ore.  Thou  fool !  dost  think  I  could  endure  to  plunge  my 


'  An  apoisiopesis,  i.c.^  "  unless  you  do  as  you  are  told. 
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sword  in  throat  of  thine,  thou  that  neither  art  woman  nor 
amongst  men  hast  any  place  ?  The  reason  I  left  the 
palace  was  to  gag  thy  noisy  tongue ;  for  Argos  is  quickly 
roused,  once  it  hears  a  cry  to  the  rescue.  As  for  Meiielaiis, 
we  are  not  afraid  of  measuring  swords  with  him ;  no  !  he 
may  go  upon  his  way  proud  of  the  golden  ringlets  on  his 
shoulders ;  for  if,  to  avenge  the  slaying  of  Helen,  he 
gathers  the  Argives  and  leads  them  against  the  palace, 
refusing  to  attem[)t  the  rescue  of  me,  [my  sister,  and  Pylades 
my  fellow-conspirator,]^  he  shall  have  two  corpses  to  behold, 
his  daughter's  as  well  as  his  wife's.  {^Exeunt  Orestes  and 
the  Phrygian  Slave.] 

Cho.^  Ah!  fortune,  fortune!  again  and  yet  again  the 
house  is  entering  on  a  fearful  contest  for  the  race  of  Aireus. 
^  1ST  Half-Cho.  What  are  we  to  do?  carry  tidings  to 
the  town,  or  hold  our  peace  ? 

2ND  Half-Cho.  It  is  safer  to  keep  silence,  friends. 

1ST  Half-Cho.  Look,  look  at  that  sudvlen  rush  of  smoke 
to  the  sky  in  front  of  the  palace,  telling  its  tale  in  advance  ! 

2ND  Half-Cho.  They  are  kimlling  torches  to  fire  the 
halls  of  Tantalus  ;  they  do  not  shrink  even  from  murder. 

Cho.  God  holds  the  issue  in  his  hand,  to  give  to  mortal 
men  what  end  he  will.  Some  mighty  power  is  his;  it  was 
through  a  vengeful  fiend ^  that  this  family  started  on  its 
career  of  murder,  by  reason  of  the  hurling  of  Myrtilus  from 
the  chariot.* 

But  lo  !  I  see  Menelaus  approaching  the  palace  in  hot 
haste ;   no   doubt  he  has  heard  what  is  happening   here.' 

*  Probably  an  interpolation. 

-  Eklitors  arrange  this  antistrophe  in  different  ways  ;  Nauck's  distri- 
bution of  the  lines  is  here  followed. 

•'  Reading  with  Seidler  ^i'  a\a<Trop'  l-mo  tmat. 

*  cf.  sti/ira,  1.  992.  Pelops  raced  with  Ginomaus  for  the  hand  of  his 
♦laughter  ;  and  having  detected  Myrtilus,  the  charioteer  of  the  latter,  in 
an  act  of  treachery,  threw  him  into  the  sea. 

^   Regarded  by  Nauck  as  spurious. 


(Calling  tnsiiU.)  What  ho  !  within,  descendants  of  .\treus, 
make  haste  and  secure  the  doors  with  bars.  A  man  in  luck 
is  a  dangerous  adversary  for  luckless  wretches  like  thyself, 
Orestes.  [Orestes  and  Pv lades  appear  on  the  roof,  holding 
Hermione.] 

Men.  Strange  news  of  violent  deeds  perpetrated  by  a 
pair  of  savages, — men  I  do  not  call  them, — has  brought  me 
hither.  What  I  heard  was  that  my  wife  was  not  killed  after 
all,  but  had  vanished  out  of  sight, — an  idle  rumour  doubtless, 
brought  to  me  by  some  dupe  of  his  own  terror;  a  ruse 
perhaps  of  the  matricide  to  turn  the  laugh  against  me. 

Throw  wide  the  palace  doors!  My  orders  to  my  servants 
are  that  they  force  the  doors,  that  I  may  rescue  my  child  at 
any  rate  from  the  hands  of  the  murderers  and  recover  my  poor 
wife's  corpse,  that  dear  partner  whose  slayers  must  die  with 
her  by  my  arm.' 

Ore.  (from  the  roof.)  Ho,  fellow  !  Keep  thy  fingers  off 
those  bolts,  thou  Menelaus,  who  vauntest  thyself  so  high  ; 
else  will  I  tear  off  the  ancient  parapet,  the  work  of  masons, 
and  shatter  thy  skull  with  this  coping-stone.  The  doors  are 
bolted  and  barred,  which  will  prevent  thy  entrance  to  the 
palace  and  thy  eagerness  to  bring  aid. 

Men.  Ha!  what  now?  I  see  a  blaze  of  torches  and  men 
standing  at  bay  on  the  house-top  yonder,  with  a  sword  held 
at  my  daughter's  throat. 

Or2.  Wouldst  question  me  or  hear  me  speak  ? 

Men.  Neither;  but  I  suppose  I  must  hear  thee. 

Ore.  Well,  if  thou  art  anxious  to  know,  I  intend  to  slay 
thy  daughter. 

Men.  After  slaying  Helen,  art  thou  bent  on  adding 
another  murder  ? 

Ore.  I  would  I  had  compassed  that,  instead  of  being 
duped  by  the  gods  I 

'  Lines  1564-6  read  like  an  interpolation,  as  Paley  remarks. 
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Men.  Dost  thou  deny  having  slain  her,  saying  this  out 
of  wanton  insult?' 

Ore.  Yes,  1  do  deny  it  to  my  sorrow.     Would  God    - 

Men.  Would  God— what  ?     Thou  provokest  my  fears. 

Ore.  I  had  hurled  to  Hades  the  pollution  of  Hellas! 

Men.  Surrender  my  wife's  dead  body,  that  1  may  bury 
her. 

Ore.  Ask  the  gods  for  her;  but  thy  daughter  I  will  slay. 
Men.    This    matricide   is    bent    on    adding   murder    to 
murder. 

Ore.  This  champion  of  his  sire,  betrayed  by  thee  to  death. 
Men.  Art  thou  not  content  with  the  stain  of  the  mother's 
blood  which  is  on  thee?^ 

Ore.  I  should  not  grow  tired  if  I  had  these  wicked  women 
to  slay  for  ever. 

Men.  Art  thou  too,  Py lades,  a  partner  in  this  bloody 
work  ? 

Ore.   His  silence  says  he  is  ;  so  my  saying  it  will  suffice. 

Men.  Not  without  thy  ruing  it,  unless  thou  take  wings  and 
fly. 

Ore.  Fly  we  never  will,  but  will  fire  the  palace. 

Men.  What !  wilt  thou  destroy  the  home  of  thy  ancestors  ? 

Ore.  To  prevent  thee  getting  it  I  will,  offering  this  maid 
in  sacrifice  upon  its  flames. 

Men.  Kill  her,  for  thou  wilt  be  punished  by  me  for  such 
a  murder. 

Ore.  Agreed. 

Men.   No,  no  1  refrain!^ 

Ore.  Silence  !  thy  sufferings  are  just ;  endure  them. 

Men.  Pray,  is  it  just  that  thou  shouldst  live? 

Ore.   And  rule  a  kingdom,  yes. 

Men.  a  kingdom — where? 

*  Retaining  the  interrogation,  which  Paley  omits. 

^  TO  Trapi>i;  for  which  iMarkland  sug«^esled  ru  napoQ. 

*  Line  1598  is  con>idered  spurious  by  some  editors. 


Ore.  Here  in  Pelasgian  Argos. 

Men.    Thou    art    so   well    qualified    to    handle    sacred 

water ! 

Ore.   .\nd,  pray,  why  not? 
Men.  And  to  slay  victims  before  battle  ! 
Ore.  Well,  art  thou  ? 
Men.  Yes,  my  hands  are  clean. 
Ore.  But  not  thy  heart. 
M  EN.  Who  would  speak  to  thee  ? 
Ore.  Every  man  that  loves  his  father. 
Men.  And  the  man  who  honours  his  mother? 
Ore.   He's  a  happy  man. 

Men.  Thou  didst  not  honour  thine,  at  any  rate. 
Ore.  No,  for  I  delight  not  in  your  wicked  women. 
Men.  Remove  that  sword  from  my  daughter's  throat. 
Ore.  Thou  art  wrong.' 
Men.  What !  wilt  slay  her? 
Ore.  Right  once  more. 
Men.  Ah  me !  what  can  I  do? 
Ore.  Go  to  the  Argives  and  persuade  them— 
Men.  To  what  ? 

Ore.  Entreat  the  city  that  we  may  not  die. 
Men.  Oiherwise,  will  ye  slay  my  child? 
Ore.  That  is  the  alternative. 
Men.  Alas  for  thee,  Helen  ! 
Ore.  And  is  it  not  "alas  !"  for  me? 
Men.  I    brought  her  back  from  Troy  only  for  thee  to 
butcher. 

Ore.  Would  I  had  ! 

Men.  After  troubles  innumerable. 

Ore.  Except  where  I  was  concerned. 

Men.   Dreadful  treatment  mine! 

Ore.  The  reason  being  thy  refusal  to  help  me  then  ?' 

'  i.e.t  in  supposing  I  mean  to  do  anything  of  the  km<l. 
-  i.g.,  when  I  prayed  for  your  aid.     Cf.  su/>ra,  1.  645 
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Men.  Thou  hast  me  there. 

Ore.  Thy  own  cowardice  has.  {Calling  from  the  roof  to 
Electra.]  Ho  there!  fire  the  palace  from  beneath,  Electra; 
and,  Pylades,  my  trusty  friend,  kindle  the  parapet  of  yonder 
wal Is.     [  The  palace  is  seen  to  be  ablaze. ] 

Men.  Help,  help,  ye  Danai !  gird  on  your  harness  and 
come,  ye  dwellers  in  knightly  Argos  !  for  here  is  a  fellow 
trying  to  wrest  his  life'  from  your  whole  city,  though  he  has 
caused  pollution  by  shedding  his  mother's  blood. 

Apo.  ( Appearing  in  the  clouds.)  Menelaus,  calm  thy  excited 
mood  ;  I  am  Phrebus,  the  son  of  I-^tona,  who  draw  nigh  to 
call  thee  by  name,  and  thou  no  less,  Orestes,  who,  sword  in 
hand,  art  keeping  guard  on  yonder  maid,  that  thou  mayst  hear 
what  I  have  come  to  say.  Helen,  whom  all  thy  eagerness 
failed  to  destroy,  when  thou  wert  seeking  to  anger  Menelaus, 
is  here  as  ye  see  ^  in  the  enfolding  air,  rescued  from  death 
instead  of  slain  by  thee.  Twas  I  that  saved  her  and 
snatched  her  from  beneath  thy  sword  at  the  bidding  of  her 
father  Zeus ;  for  she  his  child  must  put  on  mimortahty,  and 
take  her  place  with  Castor  and  Polydeuces  in  the  bosom  of 
the  sky,  a  saviour  to  mariners.  Choose  thee  then  another 
bride  and  take  her  to  thy  home,  for*  the  gods  by  means  of 
Helen's  loveliness  embroiled  Troy  and  Hellas,  causing 
death  thtreby,  that  they  might  lighten  mother  Earth  of  the 
outrage  done  her  by  man's  excessive  population.'  Such  is 
Helen's  end. 

But  as  for  thee,  Orestes,  thou  must  cross  the  frontier  of 

*  Said  to  be  a  metaj>lior  from  wrestling. 

*  /^''^'i-«*  ^^  ^/v-so  the  Schol.  explains  this  doubtful  expression. 
ISauck  reads  tig  i . 

Mf  this  line  (1631)  is  genuine,  which  some  commentators  doubt, 
Helen  must  also  have  been  seen  with  Ajwllo  in  the  clouds. 

*  The  argument  in  full  is,  -you  must  choose  another  bride,  for  you 
can  no  longer  have  Helen,  whom  the  gods  are  now  taking  to  themselves 
m  return  for  the  use  they  made  of  her." 

'  Lines  1641-2  are  open  to  suspicion. 
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this  land  and  dwell  for  one  whole  year  en  Parrhasian  soil, 
which  from  thy  flight  thither  shall  be  called  the  land  of 
Orestes  by  Azanians  and  Arcadians ;'  and  when  thou  returnest 
thence  to  the  city  of  Athens,  submit  to  be  brought  to  trial 
by  "the  Avenging  Three"  for  ihy  mother's  murder,  for  the 
gods  will  be  umpires  between  you  ard  will  pass  a  most 
righteous  sentence  on  thee  upon  the  hill  of  Ares,  where 
thou  art  to  win  thy  case.  Likewise,  it  is  ordained,  Orestes, 
that  thou  shalt  wed  Hermione,  at  whose  neck  thou  art 
pointing  thy  sword ;  Neoptolemus  shall  never  marry  her, 
though  he  thinks  he  will ;  for  his  death  is  fated  to  o'ertake 
him  by  a  Delphian  sword,  when  he  claims  satisfaction  of  me 
for  the  death  of  his  father  Achilles.^  Bestow  thy  sister's 
hand  on  Pylades,  to  whom  thou  didst  formerly  ^  promise  her; 
the  life  awaiting  him  henceforth  is  one  of  bliss. 

Menelaus,  leave  Orestes  to  rule  Argos ;  go  thou  and  reign 
o'er  Sparta,  keeping  it  as  the  dowry  of  a  wife,  who  till  this 
day  ne'er  ceased  exposing  thee  to  toils  innumerable.  Between 
Orestes  and  the  citizens,  I,  who  forced  his  mother's  murder 
on  him,  will  bring  about  a  reconciliation. 

Ore.  Hail  to  thee,  prophetic  Loxias,  for  these  thy 
utterances  !  Thou  art  not  a  lying  prophet  after  all,  but  a 
true  seer ;  and  yet  there  came  a  dreadful  thought  into  my 
heart  that  it  was  some  fiend  I  had  listened  to,  when  I  seemed 
to  hear  thy  voice ;  but  all  is  ending  well,  and  I  obey  thy 
word.  There !  I  release  Hermione  from  a  violent  death  and 
agree  to  make  her  my  wife  whenever  her  father  gives  consent, 

Men.  All  hail,  Helen,  daughter  of  Zeus  !  I  wish  thee  joy 
of  thy  home  in  heaven's  happy  courts. 

*  Lines  1646  7  contain  some  cormption  ;  perhaps  the  latter  of  them 
is  spurious  ;  the  word  koKC^v  was  replaced  wiih  iriSop  by  Valckenaer, 
which  satisfies  the  sense.  Person  suggested  nCrjaerai  for  KtKXriatrai ; 
Paley,  ytvijOfrat 

*  For  the  fate  of  Neoptolemus  and  the  causes  of  it,  cf.  Androm.  1.  1085, 


seq. 


*  .\ 


iff  iror'  yriaoQ.      Nauck  reads  tor  KOT^itaa^. 
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To  thee,  Orestes,  I  betroth  my  daughter  according  to  tlie 
word  of  Phcebus,  and  good  hick  attend  thee,  a  noble  wooer 
nobly  wived,  and  me  the  parent  of  thy  bride  ! 

Afo.  Repair  each  one  of  you  to  the  place  appointed  by 
nie  ;  reconcile  all  strife.' 

Men.  Obedience  is  a  duty. 

Ork.  I  think  so  too,  Menelaus  ;  so  here  I  make  a  truce 
with  sorrow  and  with  thy  oracles,'  O  Loxias.  \ 

Apo.  Go  your  ways,  and  honour  Peace,  nioT5!  fair  of 
goddesses  ;  I,  meantime,  will  escort  Helen  to  the  mansions 
of  Zeus,  soon  as  I  reach  the  star-lit  firmament.  There, 
seated  side  by  side  wiih  Hera  and  Hebe,  the  bride  of 
Heracles,  she  shall  be  honoured  by  men  with  drink-offerings 
as  a  goddess  for  ever,  sharing  uiih  those  Zeus-born  sons  of 
Tyndareus  their  empire  o'er  the  sea,  for  the  good  of  mariners. 

Cho.  Hail  I  majestic  Victory,  still  in  thy  keeping  hold  my 
life  and  ne'er  withhold  the  crown  ! 

»  There  is  some  douht  whether  vtlKor,  vnicovi,  or  ruKav  should  !»e 
read  ;  each  has  some  authority. 

^  i.f.f  because  I  owed  my  sufferingv  to  them. 
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DRAMATIS   PERSOX/E. 

IPIIir.ENlA. 

Orestes 

Pyladi  s. 

Chorus  of  Captive  Womf.v  from  Hellas. 

Herdsman. 

TiiOAs,  KiM.  oi    Tin:   lAiki. 

Messenger. 

Am  EN  A. 


Scene.— On  the  sea-shore,  in  the  Tauric  Chersonese,  near  a  temple  of 
Artemis. 


IPHIGENIA    AMONG   THE   TAURI. 

Iph.   Pelops,  the  son  of  Tantalus,  came  to  Pisa  with  swift 
steeds  and  won  his  bride,  the  daughter  of  CEnomaus,  who 
bare  Atreus  to  him  ;  Atreus  had  issue  Menelaus  and  Aga- 
memnon ;  and  I  am  Agamemnon's  child,  Iphigenia,  by  the 
daughter  of  Tyndareus,  the  maid  whom  'tis   thought  my 
father  offered  to  Artemis  for  the  sake  of  Helen  in  the  famous 
bay  of  Aulis,  hard  by  the  eddies  which  Euripus  turneth  ever 
to  and  fro  before  the  changing  breeze,  as  he  rolls  along  his 
deep  dark   wave;  for  there  it  was  that  king  Agamemnon 
gathered  a  fleet  of  a  thousand  ships  from  Hellas,  wishing  his 
Achaeans  to  win  the  fair  crown  of  victory  over  Ilium  and 
avenge  the  outrage  ofi*ered  to  Helen's  marriage-vow,  all  for 
the  sake  of  Menelaus.     But  when,  owing  to  foul  weather,' 
he  could  not  get  a  favouring  wind,  he  had  recourse  to  the 
diviner's  flame,  and  this  was  what  Calchas  told  him  :  "  O 
Agamemnon,  captain  of  this  host  of  Hellas,  no  chance  hast 
thou  of  unmooring  thy  ships,  till  Artemis  has  received  thy 
daughter  Iphigenia  in  sacrifice  ;  for  thou  didst  vow  to  off*er 
to  the  goddess  of  light  the  fairest  thing  the  year  produced. 
Now  thy  wife  Clytemnestra  has  given  birth  to  a  daughter  in 
thy  house,  whom  thou  must  sacrifice,"  ascribing  to  me  the 
title  of  *'  fairest " ;  and  by  the  arts  of  Odysseus  they  took 
me  from  my  mother's  side,  on  the  pretext  of  wedding  me  to 
Achilles;   but,  when  I  reached   Aulis,   I  was  seized,  poor 

Reading  hivy  S*  airXo/y  TrvtvfiuTwv  ov  rvyxavatv,  Jenam's  correc- 
tion of  the  MSS.  dfipfJQ  r'  aTrXoiaf  tti er^anoi/  r\  Nauck's  suggestion 
ctOfii  ^'  dirXoi^  is  equally  probable. 
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maid,  and  lifted  high  above  the  pyre  ;  I  saw  the  sword  in  act 
to  strike,  when  Artemis  stole  me  out  of  the  Achneans'  hands, 
leaving  a  hind  in  my  place;  and  she  carried  me  through  the 
radiant  air  and  set  me  to  dwell  here  in  the  land  of  the  Tauri, 
where  a  barbarian  is  king  over  barbarians,  e'en  Thoas,  whose 
name  is  due  to  his  fleetness,  for  swift  as  a  bird  on  the  wing 
he  speeds  his  course.  He  made  me  priestess  in  the  temple 
here ;  and  this  is  why,  in  accordance  with  the  observances 
of  a  festival  in  which  the  goddess  Artemis  delights,  a  festival 
fair  only  in  name  ' — but  I  say  no  more  from  fear  of  that  deity ; 
for  I  sacrifice  each  son  of  Hellas  who  touches  at  these  shores, 
this  being  the  custom  in  the  city  even  before  I  came  ;  I 
begin  the  rite,  but  the  awful  act  of  slaughter  belongs  to 
others  inside  the  shrine  of  the  goddess. 

Strange  visions  the  past  night  brought  me,  which  I  will  tell 
to  the  air,  if  there  is  really  any  help  in  that.  As  I  slept, 
methought  I  had  escaped  this  land  and  was  once  more  in 
Argos,  sleeping  in  the  midst  of  my  maidens,  when  lo  I  the 
surface  of  the  ground  was  shaken  by  an  earthquake  ;  where- 
at I  fled,  and,  standing  outside  the  house,  I  saw  its  coping 
falling  and  the  whole  building  dashed  in  ruin  from  roof  to 
base.  Only  one  column,  methought,  of  my  father's  halls  was 
left  standing,  and  from  its  capital  it  let  stream  the  auburn 
hair  and  look  a  human  tongue ;  and  I,  observant  of  the 
murderous  craft  I  practise  against  strangers,  began  sprinkling 
it,  as  it  had  been  a  victim,  weeping  the  while. 

Now  this  is  my  interpretation  of  the  dream :  Orestes  is 
dead ;  'twas  for  him  I  began  the  rites ;  for  sons  are  the 
pillars  of  a  house,  and  death  is  the  lot  of  all  whom  once  my 
lustral  waters  sprinkle.  Again,  I  cannot  fix  the  dream  upon 
my  friends,  for  Strophius  had  no  son  at  the  time  I  was  called 

*  Kirchhoff  says  that  this  passage  has  suffered  from  corruption  or  the 
loss  of  some  lines  ;  but,  regarded  as  an  aposiopesis,  no  change  is  abso- 
lutely necessary.      Weil  thinks  'Aftrifiii  is  a  gloss,  and  would  read 


to  die.*  Now  therefore  I  mean  to  pour  a  drink-offering  to 
my  brother  who  is  far  from  me  here,  for  this  I  can  do,  with 
the  help  of  the  maidens  from  Hellas  whom  the  king  has 
given  me  as  attendants.  But  wherefore  are  they  not  yet 
here  ?  I  will  enter  the  courts  of  the  goddess's  temple,  where 
I  dwell.  [Exit  Iphigenia. 

Ore.  (entering  cautiously)  Take  care  and  see  whether 
there  is  any  one  in  the  road. 

PvL.  I  am  doing  so,  keeping  a  careful  look-out  in  every 
direction. 

Ore.  Thinkest  thou,  Pylades,  this  is  the  abode  of  the 
goddess  towards  which  we  steered  our  sea-borne  barque 
from  Argos?* 

PvL.  I  think  it  is,  Orestes;  and  thou  must  share  my 
opinion. 

Ore.  And  is  that  the  altar,  o'er  which  the  blood  of 
Hellenes  trickles? 

PvL.  Its  edges  at  any  rate  are  discoloured  with  blood- 
stains. 

Ore.  Dost  see  a  string  of  spoils  just  beneath  the  coping? 

Pyl.  Aye,  trophies  of  strangers  who  have  been  murdered. 

Ore.  Well,  we  must  cast  our  eyes  all  round  and  keep  a 
good  look-out. 

Ah,  Phoebus !  why  have  thy  oracles  brought  me  once 
more  into  this  strait,  after  I  had  avenged  the  blood  of  my 
sire  by  slaying  my  mother?  An  exile  from  hearth  and 
home,  I  was  persecuted  by  relays  of  avenging  fiends,  com- 
pleting many  a  lengthy  course.  So  I  went  and  questioned 
thee  how  to  find  an  end  to  the  whirling  madness  and  dis- 
tress I  was  enduring  in  ranging  up  and  down  through 
Hellas ' ;  and  thy  answer  was  that  I  should  seek  the  con- 
fines of  the  Taurian  land,  where  Artemis  thy  sister  has  her 

*  Lines  59-60  are  regarded  by  some  editors  as  spurious  after  Monk. 

*  Line  70  is  rejected  by  Bad  ham  as  spurious. 

*  Probably  an  mterpolation  from  line  1455. 
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altars,  and  take  from  thence  an  image  of  the  goddess,  which 
fell  from  heaven,  so  men  say,  into  her  temple  there ;  then 
when  I  had  secured  it  by  craft  or  luck  maybe,  when  every 
risk  was  run,  I  was  to  present  it  to  the  land  of  Athens. 
Beyond  this  naught  was  said ;  that  done,  I  was  to  have 
relief  from  trouble.  So  in  obedience  to  thy  bidding  I  have 
come  hither  to  a  strange  and  cheerless  shore. 

Now,  Pylades,  as  my  partner  in  this  hard  emprise,  I  ask 
thee,  what  are  we  to  do  ?  for  thou  seest  the  height  of  these 
encircling  walls.  Shall  we  mount  the  steps  leading  to  the 
building  ?  how  then  '  escape  detection  ?  or  can  we  force 
the  brazen  bolts  with  levers,  when  we  know  nothing  about 
them?^  If  we  are  caught  trying  to  open  the  doors  or 
plotting  an  entrance,  we  shall  be  slain ;  ere  that  let  us 
escape  upon  our  ship,  wherein  we  sailed  hither. 

PvL.  Flight  is  intolerable  ;  we  are  not  used  to  it ;  and  the 
god's  oracle  must  not  be  slighted;  but  let  us  quit  the 
temple  and  hide  ourselves  in  some  cavern,  washed  by  the 
sea's  black  tide,  apart  from  our  ship,  lest  some  one  see  it 
and  tell  the  rulers,  and  we  be  then  seized  by  force.  But 
when  the  eye  of  darksome  night  appears,  we  must  e'en' 
dare  to  take  the  polished  image  from  the  shrine,  bringing  * 
all  our  craft  to  bear  on  it.  Look  there  between  the  rafters, 
where  an  empty  s|)ace  is  left  by  which  to  lower  oneself. 
Tis  well ;  the  brave  can  face  hardship,  but  cowards  are 
never  of  any  account.  What !  shall  we,  after  toiling  at  the 
oar  so  long  and  far,  turn  back  again  and  leave  the  goal?* 

'   Reading  XAQof/ier,   Reiske's   conjecture,    and    r/   in  the  next  line 
instead  of  Paley's  /ti//. 

*  Badham's  conjecture,   adopted  by  Nauck,  uS'  o{>ibp  taifnv  is  in- 
genious but  not  necessary. 

^  T<H — so  the  Aldine  ;  though  Hermann  alters  it  to  ffw,  followed  by 
Paley. 

*  rrporrtp'poiTf,  so  most  of  the  copies. 

^  Lines  116-7  were  assigned   by  Markland  to  Pylades.  though  the 
\LSS.  give  them  to  Orestes.     Dindorf  rejects  them  as  spurious. 
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Ore  Well  said !  obedience  is  my  cue.  We  must  find 
some  spot  where  we  can  both  hide  ourselves  out  of  sight ; 
for  assuredly  the  god  will  not  be  the  cause  of  his  own  oracle 
falling  fruitless  to  the  ground  ;  courage  is  all  that  is  required, 
for  the  young  have  no  excuse  for  shirking  toil. 

\^Exeunt  Orestes  and  Pylades. 

Cho.  Hush  !  a  solemn  silence  !  ye  dwellers  on  the  double 
clashing  rocks  that  guard  the  Euxine  sea  ! 

All  hail,  Latona's  child,  Dictynna,  goddess  of  the  hills  ! 
to  thy  court  I  guide  my  steps  in  maiden  saintliness,  to  thy 
gilded  dome  with  beauteous  colonnades,  to  wait  on  her  that 
keeps  thy  keys  in  holy  trust,  bidding  farewell  for  this  to  the 
embattled  walls  of  Hellas,  the  land  of  horses,  to  Eurotas 
with  its  meadows  'mid  the  trees,  where  stood  my  father's 
house. 

I  am  here  ;  what  news  ?  why  so  thoughtful  ?  wherefore 
hast  thou  summoned  me  to  the  temple  ?  O  daughter  of  him 
who  sought  the  towers  of  Troy  with  the  famous  fleet  of  a 
thousand  ships  and  their  crews  of  countless  warriors,  gathered 
by  the  noble  sons  of  Atreus  I  ^ 

I  PH.  My  handmaids,  ye  find  me  busied  with  most  woful 
dirges,  dismal  strains  ne'er  uttered  by  the  Muse,*  as  I  mourn 
a  kinsman  dead,  ah  me !  for  this  is  the  trouble  that  has 
befallen  me  ;  I  am  weeping  for  my  brother  [reft  of  life],'  so 
sure  *  the  vision  I  beheld  in  the  darkness  of  the  night  just 
past. 

Undone !  undone  !  Ah  me  !  my  father's  house  is  now  no 
more ;  our  race  is  dead  and  gone.  Woe  !  woe  for  the 
troubles  in  Argos  !    Out  on  thee,  destiny  !  that  robbest  me 

'  Line  142  is  corrupt.     Conjectures  are  antpii    Xvpulav  (Schone), 
ynof  'Arpci^av  (Dindorf). 

*  Reading  li'iiovaov. 

'  ^fa/ac,   omitted  by   Elmsley  as  a   gloss.      Schone  suggests  4wdc 

*  Reading  roiav  with  Elmsley  and  Dindorf. 
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of  my  only  brother,  sending  him  to  Hades  ;  for  him  I  am 
about  to  pour  this  offering  on  the  lap  of  earth,  a  cup  for  the 
departed  dead, — milk  of  mountain-roving  kine,  a  draught  of 
Bacchus's  own  drink,  and  what  the  russet  bees  have  gar- 
nered by  their  toil, — the  soothing  gift  which  custom  gives 
the  dead. 

(To  a  senant.)  Hand  me  the  solid  urn  of  gold,  the  death- 
god's  drink-offering. 

Scion  of  Agamemnon^s  line  beneath  the  earth  !  to  thee  as 
dead  I  send  these  gifts ;  accept  them  thus,  for  I  shall  never 
bring  thee  at  thy  tomb  my  golden  locks  or  tears ;  for  very 
far  I  dwell  from  the  land  of  our  fathers,  where  men  thought 
this  luckless  maiden  died  beneath  the  knife. 

Cho.  Lady,  to  thee  will  I  now  pour  out  an  answering 
strain,  an  eastern  dirge  that  wails  in  foreign  key,  a  litany  of 
woe,^  chanted  o'er  the  dead  in  mourning,  a  song  of  Hades' 
singing,  wherein  the  paean  plays  no  part. 

Woe  for  the  royal  house  of  the  Atridae !  its  light  is 
quenched.  Woe  for  their  ancestral  home  !  Who  of  all  the 
prosperous  kings  in  Argos  shall  rule  o'er  it  ?  Trouble  born 
of  trouble  darteth  on  it;  and^  the  sun-god  with  winged 
careering  steeds  turned  from  his  place  and  [^changed] '  his 
light  divine.  Woe  on  woe,  and  death  on  death,  with  anguish 
unto  anguish  added,  has  come  upon  this  house,  all  for  a 
golden  lamb ;  from  this  source  vengeance  *  made  its  way 
into  the  family  for  those  who  were  slain  before  of  the  race 


*  Retaining  ^fXioi-,  the  old  reading,  for  which  however  Paiey  adopts 
the  conjecture  fiiXofjih'av. 

*  Reading  with  Jerram  hinmiran;  i'  Kith  a  full  stop  at  ^<ran  and 
none  after  Trravocj,-,  and  omitting  i'  after  aXX«£ai. 

*  The  lacuna  after  itpvv  was  supplied  by  Wecklein  with  furt^a  from 
the  similar  passage  in  Electra,  1.  727.  Cf.  note  ad  loc.  for  the  legend  of 
"the  golden  lamb." 

*  Transposing  thus  with  Wecklein  tic/iaiwi  ttoiio  TavraXi^uv.  Har- 
tung  reads  ttoi  1*0/1'. 
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of  Tantalus;  while  against  thee  Fate  is  eager  in  the  pursuit 
of  mischief 

I  PH.  Bitter  to  me  from  the  very  first  the  fate  of  my 
mother's  marriage ;  from  the  first  on  that  night  I  was  con- 
ceived,^ the  goddesses,  who  rule  men's  destiny,  strove  to  make 
my  childhood  hard.  I  was  the  first  fair  babe  she  bore  in 
her  marriage-bower,  that  hapless  daughter  of  Leda  [whom 
all  Hellas  wooed,]'  born  and  reared  by  her  to  be  the  victim 
of  my  father's  despite,  a  joyless  offering,  when,'  to  pay  his 
vow,  they  brought  me  in  a  chariot  drawn  by  steeds  and  set 
me  on  the  strand  of  Aulis  to  be  the  bride,— ah  !  bride  of 
sorrow,— to  the  Nereid's  son."*  But  now  beside  the  ruthless 
sea  I  make  my  cheerless  home,  an  alien,  torn  from  home 
and  friends,  with  none  to  call  me  wife  or  mother ;  never 
singing  Hera's  praise,  my  queen  in  Argos,  nor  'mid  the 
merr)'  whirr  of  looms  broidering  with  the  shuttle  a  picture  of 
Athenian  Pallas  and  the  Titans,  but  staining  altars  instead 
with  the  streaming  blood  of  doomed  strangers,  whose  moans 
and  tears  are  piteous,  no  theme  for  minstrel's  lyre.  Of  them 
I  am  not  thinking  now,  but  I  weep  for  my  brother,  dead  in 
Argos,  even  for  Orestes  the  heir  to  the  Argive  throne,  whom 
I  left  a  babe  unweaned,  an  infant  in  his  mother's  arms,  still 
hanging  at  her  breast. 

Cho.  Behold,  a  herdsman  is  come  from  the  beach  to 
bring  thee  tidings. 

H  ER.  Daughter  of  Agamemnon  and  Clytemnestra '  hearken 
to  the  news  I  have  to  tell. 

'  Reading  Xoxiac  with  Bothe  and  Badham.  Jerram  and  Nauck  place 
a  stop  after  chwc,  not  after  ^wiof. 

Scaliger  and  Hermann  propose  to  place  this  line  after  1.  220 ;  it 
seems  to  be  out  of  place  here  ;  perhaps  Badham  is  right  m  transposmg 
lines  208-9. 

Reading  w  ith  Hermann  «rpi0€i',  tiV  (rxraiav  .  .  .  t7r//3aaav. 
*  ».^.,    Achilles,  to  whom   it   was   pretended   Iphigenia  was  to   be 
married. 
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I  PH.  Why,  what  is  here  to  interrupt  our  present  conver- 
sation ? ' 

Her.  Two  youths,  escaping  on  a  ship,  have  reached  the 
misty  coast  of  the  Symplegades,  a  grateful  sacrifice  for  thee 
to  offer  to  the  goddess  Artemis.  Haste  then  to  make  all 
ready,  the  lustral  water  and  the  opening  rites. 

Iph.  Whence  come  they  ?  what  is  the  name  of  these 
strangers'  country  ? 

Hkr.  They  are  from  Hellas;  that  is  all  I  know,  nothing 
further. 

Iph.  Didst  thou  not  even  catch  the  strangers'  names,  so 
that  thou  canst  tell  me? 

Her.  Pylades  one  called  the  other. 

Iph.  And  the  stranger's  comrade,  what  was  his  name  ? 

Her.  That  no  one  knows  ;  for  we  never  heard  it. 

Iph.   Where  were  ye,  when  ye  saw  and  ca[)tured  them  ? 

Her.  Upon  the  extreme  edge  of  the  cheerless  sea. 

Iph.  Pray,  what  were  herdsmen  doing  by  the  sea  ? 

Her.  We  had  gone  to  wash  our  cattle  in  its  briny 
spray. 

Iph.  Return  to  that  other  point;  where  did  ye  take  them, 
and  how  ?  for  this  is  what  I  wish  to  know. 

*Tis  long  since  strangers  came,  and  our  goddess's  altar  has 
not  been  crimsoned  all  that  while "  with  streams  of  Hellene 
blood. 

Her.  We  were  just  driving  our  cattle  from  their  woodland 
pastures  to  yonder  sea  which  flows  between  "  the  Clashing 
Rocks,"  where  is  a  certain  hollow  cleft,  scooped  by  the  rush 
of  the  tide,  a  shelter  used  by  purple-fishers,  when  a  herds- 
man of  our  company  saw  two  young  men,  and,  coming  back 
to  us  on  tiptoe,  he  said,  "  Do  ye  not  see  them  ?  there  are 

'  Or,  •*  but  what  is  there  in  the  present  report  that  scares  thee  so  ?  " 
(Paley.) 

*  Nauck  reads  i^  orov  after  Seidler  for  the  MSS.  otr^tTu>,  but  the 
change  does  not  seem  absolutely  necessary. 


deities  sealed  yonder."  Then  one  of  us,  a  god-fearing  man, 
lifted  up  his  hands  and,  looking  towards  them,  prayed  thus ; 
*'  Lord  Palaemon,  son  of  the  nymph  Leucothea,  m  whose 
keeping  are  all  ships,  have  mercy  on  us  !  whether  ye  twain 
now  seated  on  the  beach  are  **the  Twin  Brethren"  or 
darlings  of  father  Nereus,  who  begot  that  lovely  choir  of  fifty 
Nereids." 

But  another,  with  a  reckless  disregard  of  what  is  right, 
scoffed  at  his  prayers,  and  would  have  it  that   they  were    .-- 
shipwrecked  mariners  sheltering  in  the  gully  for  fear  of  our 
custom,  having   heard    how  we  sacrifice   strangers  in  this 
land. 

Now  most  of  us,  thinking  he  was  right,  determined  to  hunt 
them  for  the  goddess,  victims  such  as  our  country  offers. 
Meantime  one  of  the  two  strangers,  leaving  the  rocky  cave, 
suddenly  stood  still  and  fell  to  shaking  his  head  wildly  up 
and  down  and  groaning  loudly,  trembling  to  his  very  finger- 
tips in  a  frenzied  fit,  and  shouting  like  a  hunter,  "There  ! 
Pylades,  dost  see  her  ?  there  !  dost  see  her  now,  the  hellish 
snake,  how  eager  she  is  for  my  blood,  with  her  fearsome 
vipers  all  agape  to  bite  me  ?  and  yet  a  third,'  who  belches 
fire  and  death,  wings  her  way  to  a  rocky  height  ^  with  my 
mother  in  her  arms,  to  hurl  her  thence  upon  me.  Oh, 
horror  !  she  will  kill  me  ;  where  am  I  to  fly  ?  " 

We  could  not  see  these  weird  shapes,  but  he  mistook  the 
lowing  of  cows  and  the  barking  of  dogs  for  the  sounds  which 
he  said '  the  fiends  were  uttering  in  imitation  of  them.  Now 
we  were  sitting  huddled  together  in  silence,  as  doomed 
men,  when  lo !  he  drew  his  sword,  and,  rushing  like  a  lion 

'  Reading  Kirchhoff's  conjecture  »'/  ^'  U  rpirutv  ah  for  the  MSS.  U 
XiTutvutv.  Numerous  other  emendations  have  been  proposed,  but  none 
are  convincing. 

Placing  a  comma  at  bx^ov  with  Hermann  ;  otherwise  bxBov  might 
stand  in  ap|X)sition  to  fitirlpa. 

*  Reading  a  '^<rK\  Badham's  correction  of  a  or  uq  <f>d<r'. 
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into    the    midst    of  the    heifers,  fell    to    slashing   at    their 
flanks  and  plunging  his  sword  in  their  sides,  thinking  he 
was  thus  warding  off  the  vengeful  goddesses,  so  that  the  sur- 
face of  the  sea  broke  out  in  clots  of  gore.     We  meantime, 
seeing  our  cattle  harried  and  slain,  began  to  arm  us,  one  and 
all,  blowing  the  while  on  curved  shells  and  calling  the  people 
of  the  place  together,  and  very  soon  we  were  gathered  in 
full  force  ;  but  then  the  stranger  left  his  sudden   fit,  and, 
foaming  at  the  mouth,  he  falls;  we,  seeing  him   fallen  so 
opportunely,  set-to,  each  man  of  us,  to  hurl  and  smite  at  him, 
but  the  other  of  that  pair  wiped  the  foam  from  his  lips  and 
was  careful  of  his  body,  holding  out  his  finely-woven  robe  to 
cover  him,  watching  anxiously  for  threatened  wounds  and 
ministering  to  his  friend  most  tenderly.    Suddenly  the  mad- 
man recovering  his  senses  sprang  up  from  where  he  fell  and 
was  ware  of  the  surging  press  of  foes  and  of  the  nearness  of 
that  calamity  which  is  ui)on  them  now,  and  he  gave  one  groan, 
but  we  the  while  ne'er  ceased  pelting  them  from  every  side 
with  right  goodwill  ;    whereon  we  heard  this  fearful  order 
given,  "Pylades,  we  have  to  die;  see  that  it  be  with  honour; 
draw  thy  sword  and  follow  me." 

But  when  we    saw    the   brandished   blades   of  our   two 
enemies,  we  took  to  flight  and  were  filling  the  rocky  glens ; 
still,  if  one  or  two  did  fly,  the  rest  kept  up  a  vigorous  fire  at 
them,  and  if  perchance  they  drove  these  ofl",  the  party,  which 
was  giving  way  at  first,  set-to  stoning  them  again.      This 
sounds  incredible,  but    not  a  man   of  all    the  crowd  that 
threw  succeeded  in  hitting  the  goddess's  victims.     At  last 
however  we  mastered  them— not  by  bravery,  'tis  true— but, 
surrounding  them  completely,  we  contrived  to  knock  the 
swords  from  their  hands  with  stones,  and  they  sank  to  the 
ground  through   fatigue;   at  once  we   bring  them  to  our 
monarch,  who  no  sooner  sees  them  than  he  despatches  them 
to  thee  to  purify  and  sacrifice.     Be  thy  prayer,  maiden,  that 
such  strangers  may  be  forthcoming  for  thy  ofi'ering ;  go  on 
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slaying  men  like  these,  and  Hellas  will  make  atonement  for 
thy  own  blood,  expiating  that  sacrifice  in  Aulis.^ 

Cho.  a  strange  story  thoa  tellest  about  this  waif,  whoever 
he  is,  that  is  come  from  the  land  of  Hellas  to  the  cheerless 
sea. 

Iph.  Enough  !  go,  bring  the  strangers  hither;  while  I  will 
see  to  what  is  needed  here.*  '^Exit  Herdsman. 

Alas,  my  suffering  heart  !  in  days  gone  by  thou  wert 
always  kind  and  compassionate  towards  strangers,  paying 
their  kindred  race  the  tribute  of  a  tear,  whenever  thou  hadst 
Hellenes  in  thy  power ;  but  now,  by  reason  of  dreams  which 
have  made  me  cruel  from  thinking  that  Orestes  is  no  longer 
alive,'  ye  will  find  my  heart  hardened,  whoe'er  ye  are  that 
have  arrived.  So  then  this  also  is  a  true  saying,  friends, 
and  I  experience  it;  "The  unfortunate,  having  once 
known  prosperity'  themselves,  bear  no  kind  feelings  towards 
their  luckier  neighbours." 

No  breeze  from  Zeus  hath  ever  blown,  nor  vessel  sailed, 
which  might  have  carried  Helen  hither  from  her  course 
between  *'  the  clashing  rocks," — Helen,  my  bane,  and 
Menelaus  with  her, — that  so  I  might  have  taken  ven- 
geance on  them,  putting  Aulis  here  to  balance  Aulis  there, 
where  ^  Danaid  chiefs  with  brutal  violence  were  for  slaughter- 
ing me  like  a  heifer,  my  own  father  being  the  priest. 

Oh  !  I  can  never  forget  that  hideous  scene,  the  many  times 
I  strained  my  hands  to  touch  his  beard,  and  how  I  clung  to 
my  father's  knees  and  cried,  "  'Tis  to  a  sorry  wedding  I  am 
brought  by  thee,  my  sire ;  e'en  now    while  thou  art  slaying 

'  Line  339  is  inclosed  by  Nauck  in  brackets  as  suspicious. 
'  Reading  with  Badham  ^poiTioi'/i^v  ola  xpfj, 

Nauck  rejects  line  349  as  interpolated. 

Reading  KaXu>c  Trpd^avn^  with  Seidler. 

Reading  ol  with  Pierson,  a  change  adopted  by  most  editors. 
■  Reading  vi>v  with  Heath,  Tyrrwhitt,  and  Reiske.     The  latter  also 
reads  tyii  for  ifiri  in  line  365. 
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\  me, /my  mother  and  the  Argive  maids  are  singing  my 
marriage-hymn,  and  our  house  is  filled  with  music ;  but  I 
am  dying  all  the  time,  slain  by  thee.  Hades,  it  seems,  and 
not  the  son  of  Peleus  was  the  Achilles  thou  didst  offer '  me 
as  lord,  having  brought  me  in  thy  chariot  to  a  bloody 
wedding  by  a  trick."  A  fine-spun  veil  was  o'er  my  eyes,  so 
I  never  took  my  brother  in  my  arms— that  brother  now  no 
more— nor  kissed  my  sister  on  the  lips  from  modesty,  as  if  it 
were  for  Peleus'  halls  that  I  was  bound ;  but  many  a  fond 
caress  I  kept  in  store  for  the  future,  believing  I  should  yet 
return  to  Argos. 

Ah  !  Orestes,  woe  is  thee  !  if  thou  art  dead ;  from  what  a 
glorious  lot  and  envied  heritage  art  thou  cut  off !  I  blame 
these  subtle  quibbles  of  our  goddess;  say  a  mantras  ^prtt 
anT5fher's  blood  or  even  come  in  contact  with  a  labourinjr 
w'oman  or  a  corpse,^  she  bars  him  from  her  altars,  counting 
him  unclean,'  and  yet  herself  delights  in  human  sacrifice. 
It  cannot  be  that  Leto,  bride  of  Zeus,  ever  bore  ^  so  senseless 
a  daughter.  No  !  for  my  part  I  put  no  credit  in  that  ban- 
quet  served  by  Tantalus  to  the  gods,  to  believe  that  they 
felt  pleasure  in  devouring  a  child ;  rather  I  suspect  that  the 
natives  of  this  land,  being  cannibals  themselves,  imj)ute  this 
failing  to  their  deity  ;  for  I  cannot  believe  that  any  god  is 
such  a  sinner. 

Cho.  Ye  dim  dark  rocks  where  meet  the  seas,  o'er  whose 
forbidding  billows  lo*  crossed,  driven  from  Argos  by  the 
winged  gad-fly,  passing  from  Europe  to  the  strand  of  Asia  ! 
who  can  these  be  that  left  the  fair  waters  of  Eurotas,  with 
green  beds  of  reeds,  or  Dirce's  holy  streams,  to  tread  this 

*  Reading  irpordvac,  Badham 's  correction  of  wpomlTaQ, 

*  Line  382  is  rejected  by  Badham,  whom  Nauck  follows. 
^  Reading  mcrci^  with  Porson  for  MSS.  hiKtv  Up,  which  however 

Hartung  defends. 

*  'lot'e  was  inserted  l)y  Erfurdt  after  ^»€7rfpa(riv  to  complete  the  metre, 
and  his  conjecture  has  been  adopted  by  Hermann  and  others. 
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savage  soil,  where  the  daughter  of  Zeiis  *  bedews  her  altars 
and  columned  fanes  with  blood  of  men?  Can  they  have 
sped  ^  a  chariot  of  the  deep  across  the  waves  with  oars  of 
pine,  dashed  in  on  either  side,  before  the  breeze  that  fills  the 
sail,  heaping  up  riches  for  their  homes  in  eager  rivalry  ?  for 
hope,  fond  hope,  appears  to  man's  undoing,  insatiate  ^  in 
the  hearts  of  those  who  carry  home  a  load  of  wealth,  wan- 
derers they  across  the  main,  visitors  to  foreign  towns  in 
idle  *  expectation.  Some  there  are  whose  thoughts  of  wealth 
are  not  timed  right,  and  some  who  find  it  come  to  them. 

How  did  they  pass  those  clashing  rocks  or  the  restless 
beach  of  Phineus,  racing  along  the  sea-beat  strand  o'er  the 
breakers  of  Ocean's  queen,  before  the  breeze  that  filled  their 
sails,  to  the  land  where  choirs  of  fifty  Nereid  maids  circle  in 
the  dance  and  sing,— the  rudder  steady  at  the  stern  and 
whistling  to  the  breath  of  south-west  wind  or  zephyr,  on  to 
that  gleaming  strand,  where  fowls  in  plenty  roost,  to  the  fair 
race-course  of  Achilles  along  the  cheerless  sea? 

Oh  !  that  chance  would  bring  Helen,  the  darling  child  of 
Lcda,  hither  on  her  way  from  Troy-town,  as  my  lady  prayed, 
that  she  might  have  the  fatal  water  sprinkled  round  her  hair 
and  die  by  my  mistress's  knife,  paying  to  her  a  proper 
recompense  ! 

What  joy  to  hear  the  welcome  news  that  some  mariner 
from  Hellas  had  landed  here,  to  end  the  sufferings  of  my 
bitter  bondage  !     Oh  !  to  set  foot,'  if  only  in  a  dream,  in  my 

'  Reading  KovfM  Aioc  rfyyn  with  Monk.     Elmsley  reads  Kovp^f  %. 

""  Either  Rauchenstein's  tTrffixPav  or  Dindorf's  nopevaav  seems  prefer- 
able to  tirXivaav  which  involves  a  very  harsh  extension  of  the  cognate 
accusative. 

'  dnXtitrroc,  without  a  stop  at  (iporCJv.    Paley  adopts  Elmsley's  read, 
ing  ^poTu/f'  dir\rj<rroi\ 
*  Kfvq. 

»  Reading  with  Hermann  oi'tipoif  tVt/[?a;,;r,  and  vTn'utv  diroXavmv  m 
fbne  454;  but  the  passage  is  corrupt  and  obscure,  and  none  of  the 
ipresenl  emendations  can  be  considered  very  satisfactor}-. 
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father's  home  and  city,  a  luxury  sweet  sleep  affords,  a  plea- 
sure shared  by  us  with  wealth  ! 

But  see  where  the  prisoners  twain '  approach,  their  hands 
fast  bound  with  chains,  new  victims  for  our  goddess.  Silence 
now,  my  friends  !  for  those  choice  offerings  from  Hellas  are 
now  close  to  the  temple,  and  it  was  no  false  news  the  herds- 
man announced. 

Thou  awtul  queen !  if  by  such  acts  this  city  wins  thy 
favour,  accept  its  sacrifice,  not  sanctioned  by  Hellenes,  though 
openly  offered  by  our  custom. 

I  PH.  Ah,  well !  my  first  thought  must  be  the  due  perfor- 
mance of  the  goddess's  service. 

Loose  the  hands  of  the  strangers ;  they  are  now  devoted 
and  must  not  be  chained ;  then  enter  the  temple  and  make 
ready,  whatever  present  need  requires  or  custom  ordains. 

{Turning  to  the  prisoners.)  Ah  !  who  was  the  mother  that 
bare  you  ?  your  father,  who  was  he  ?  or  your  sister,  if  haply 
ye  had  one  ?  of  what  a  gallant  pair  of  brothers  will  she  be 
bereft !  Who  knows  on  whom  such  strokes  of  fate  will  fall  ? 
for  all  that  Heaven  decrees,  proceeds  unseen,  and  no  man 
knoweth  of  the  ills  in  store;  for  Fate  misleads  us  into 
doubtful  paths. 

Whence  come  ye,  hapless  strangers?  for  long  as  ye  have 
been  in  sailing  hither,  so  shall  ye  be  long  absent  from  your 
homes,  aye  for  ever  in  that  world  below. 

Ore.  Woman,  whoe'er  thou  art,  why  weep'st  thou  thus, 
or  why  distress  us  at  the  thought  of  our  impending  doom  ? 
No  wise  man  I  count  him,  who,  when  death  looms  near, 
attempts  to  quell  its  terrors  by  piteous  laments,  [nor  yet  the  / 
man  who  bewails  the  Death-god's  arrival],^  when  he  has  no 
hope  of  rescue ;  for  he  makes  two  evils  out  of  one ;   he  lets 

'  Reading  iiSvfiot  with  Markland. 

*  Line  486  is  rejected  by  Reiske  and  Monk,  whom  many  editors 
follow  ;  Paley  retains  and  defends  it,  but  his  reasons  are  scarcely 
convincing. 


himself  be  called  a  fool  and  all  the  same  he  dies  ;  he  should 
let  his  fortune  be.  Weep  not  thou  for  us,  for  well  we  know 
what  riles  are  offered  here. 

I  PH.  Which  of  you  bears  the  name  of  Pylades,  as  they 
called  it  here?     This  is  what  I  wish  to  learn  first. 

Ore.  This  is  he,  if  the  knowledge  really  gives  thee  any 
pleasure. 

I  PH.  What  state  in  Hellas  calls  him  son  ? 
Ore.  What  canst  thou  gain  by  learning  this,  lady  ? 
Iph.  Are  ye  brothers,  the  sons  of  one  mother? 
Ore.  Brothers  in  friendship,  not  in  blood.' 
Iph.  What  name  did  the  author  of  thy  being  give  thee  ? 
Ore.   I  might  with  justice  be  called  "  Misfortune." 
Iph.  That  is  not  what  I  ask ;  refer  that  to  chance. 
Ore.  If  I  die  nameless,  I  shall  not  be  mocked. 
Iph.  Why  grudge  me  this  ?    Art  so  exceeding  proud  ? 
Ore.    T^is    my    body,    not    my    name,    that    thou    wilt 
sacrifice. 

Iph.  Wilt  thou  not  even  tell  me  the  name  of  thy  city  ? 
Ore.  No,  for  thy   inquiry  boots  me  not,  seeing  I  am 
doomed  to  die. 

Iph.  What  hinders  thee  from  granting  me  this  boon? 
Ore.  Glorious  Argos  is  my  home ;  1  own  it  with  pride. 
Iph.  What!    Argos?    wert   thou   really   born   there,   sir 
stranger  ? 

Ore.  Aye,  in  Mycenae,  so  prosperous  of  yore. 
Iph.  Was  it  as  an  exile  or  from  what  mischance  that  thou 
didst  quit  thy  country  ? 

Ore.  An  exile  I  am  in  a  certain  sense,  not  of  my  own 
free  will,  nor  yet  against  it. 

Iph.'  And   yet   thy  coming   from    Argos    was  welcome 
to  me. 

'  Reading  yivn  with  Kochly  for  MSS.  yvvai. 

''  Lines  515-16  were  transposed  by  Badham  before  1.  513,  an  arrange- 
ment approved  and  followed  by  Paley. 
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Ork.  Not  so  to  myself,  but  if  thou  art  pleased,  see  to  that 
thyself.* 

I  PH.  Wilt  tell  me  something  that  I  wish  to  learn  myself? 

Ore.  To  serve  as  an  appendix  to  my  misery  ! 

I  PH.  Maybe  thou  hast  some  knowledge  of  Troy,  which  is 
spoken  of  everywhere. 

Ore.  Would  God  I  knew  it  not  so  much  as  in  a  dream  ! 

I  PH.  They  say  that  it  is  now  no  more,  a  city  sacked. 

Ore.  Why,  so  it  is ;  ye  heard  nright. 

Iph.   Did  Helen  return  to  the  house  of  Menelaus? 

Ore.  Aye,  that  she  did,  to  the  sorrow  of  one  I  loved. 

Iph.  Where  is  she  now  ?     I  too  owe  her  a  grudge. 

Ore.  She  is  living  in  Sparta  with  her  first  husband. 

Iph.  O  creature  hateful  in  the  eyes  of  Hellenes,  not  in 
mine  alone ! 

Ore.  I  too  have  reaped  some  fruit  of  that  woman's 
marriages.  . 

Iph.  Did  the  Achxans  make  good  their  return,  as  'tis 
rumoured  ? 

Ore.  Thy  question  embraces  everything  at  once. 

Iph.  I  would  fain  get  an  answer  to  it  before  thy  death. 

Ore.  Put  thy  questions,  since  thou  art  bent  on  it ;  I  will 
answer. 

Iph.  There  was  a  seer   Calchas, — did   he    return    from 

Troy? 

Ore.  He  was  reported  dead  in  Mycenoe. 

Iph.  Great  queen  !  how  well  desened  !  What  of  Laertes' 
son? 

Ore.  He  has  not   yet  returned,  but  'tis  said  he  is  still 

alive. 

Iph.  Perdition  seize   him  !    ne'er   may   he   reach  home 

again  ! 

Ore.  Spare  thy  curses  ;  dire  affliction  is  his  lot. 
Iph.   Is  the  son  of  Thetis  the  Nereid  still  living? 

*  Reading  <ii'  tov9'  opa. 
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Orf..  No,  dead ;  his  marriage  at  Aulis  came  to  naught. 

Iph.  Aye,  'twas  all  a  trick  ;  at  least  they,  who  suffered  by 
it,  say  so. 

Ore.  VVhy,  who  art  thou  ?  thy  questions  touching  Hellas 
are  so  apt. 

Iph.  I  am  from  Hellas;  but,  when  a  child,  I  lost  that 
home.' 

Ore.  Then  art  thou  right,  lady,  to  long  for  news  of  it. 

Iph.  What  of  that  general,  whom  men  style  "  the  blest "? 

Ore.  Who  is  that?  The  man  of  whom  /  wot  is  not 
among  the  blest 

Iph.  a  prince  called  Agamemnon,  said  to  be  the  son  of 
Atreus. 

Ore.  I  knew  him  not ;  leave  this  theme,  lady. 

Iph.  I  do  entreat  thee,  no  !  but  speak,  fair  sir,  to  gladden 
me. 

Ore.  He  is  dead,  poor  king  !  and  has  caused  another's 
death  as  well. 

Iph.  Dead  ?  why,  what  befell  him  ?  woe  is  me  ! 

Ore.  Why  that  heavy  sigh  ?     Was  he  related  to  thee  ? 

Iph.  'Tis  for  his  former  prosperity  I  grieve. 

Ore.  And  rightly  too,  for  he  came  to  a  fearful  end  at  a 
woman's  hands. 

Iph.  O  the  piteous  fate  of  that  murderess  and  her 
victim  ! 

Ore.  Prithee,  cease  and  ask  no  more. 

Iph.  Only  this  :  is  the  wretched  victim's  wife  alive  ? 

Ore.  No,  dead ;  her  son,— the  child  she  bore,— he  slew 
her. 

Iph.  O  house  sore  troubled  !  What  could  be  his 
object  ? 

Ore.  Vengeance  on  her  ^-for  his  father's  death. 

*  ajrwX.;/-//!'.     Badham  proposes  ciTn^xo/^l''* 

'  Tqvcf  is  suspicious  here.     Elmsley  reads  alfia,  which  is  adopted  by 
Dindorf  and  Xauclc 
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Iph.  Alas  for  him  !  how  well  he  exacted  his  evil  justice. 
Ore.  Spite  of  his  justice,  he  has  no  luck  at  Heaven's 
hand. 

Iph.   Did  Agamemnon  leave  any  other  issue  in  his  halls  ? 
Ore.  Yes,  one  maiden  child,  Electra. 
Iph.  What  !  is  no  mention  made  of  a  daughter  who  was 
sacrificed  ? 

Ore.  No,  none,  except  that  she  has  closed  her  eyes  upon 
the  light. 

Iph.  Ah,  woe  is  her  and  him  that  slew  her,  her  own 
sire! 

Ore.  In  a  thankless  cause  she  died, — the  cause  of  a 
wicked  woman. 

Iph.  Is  the  son  of  the  murdered  man  still  alive  at 
Argos  ? 

Ore.  Alive  he  is,  unhappy  wretch,  and  wandering  with- 
out a  home. 

Iph.   Begone,  ye  lying  dreams,  proved  worthless  after  all ! 

Ore.  Even  the  gods,  who  at  least  bear  the  title  of  wise, 
prove  no  less  false  than  flitting  dreams ;  in  things  divine  as 
well  as  human,  confusion  reigns  ;  and  'tis  only  one  cause  of 
grief,'  when  a  man,  through  no  folly  of  his  own  but  from 
obeying  the  dictates  of  prophets,  is  ruined,  as  ruined  he  is  in 
the  judgment  of  those  who  know. 

Cho.  Ah,  well-a-day  !  and  what  is  the  fate  of  our  dear' 
fathers?  are  they  still  alive,  or  dead?  who  can  tell? 

Iph.  Listen,  sirs,  for  I  have  hit  upon  a  plan,  I  think, 
to  further  your  interests  and  my  own  at  the  same  time  ;  and 

*  Reading  'iv  Si  Xviriirai  ^ovovy  or'  oi'r.  But  the  passage  is  corrupt ; 
Xtimrat  is  a  correction  found  in  one  MS.,  adopted  by  Badham,  i>., 
*'one  thing  is  left  to  complete  his  misery;"  but  as  Paley  says, 
"possibly  XiiTTcrat  arose  from  the  marginal  note  of  a  transcriber  (X€nr«i), 
indicating  that  something  was  wanting  in  the  MS.  he  used."  Monk 
and  Kirchhofl  mark  a  lacuna  after  1.  573,  and  this  is  probably  the  right 
solution,     or  is  a  correction  by  Bothe  of  o  r'. 

*  Reading  t'lfily  o\  ^Xoi,  Ki>chl)'s  correction  odifxtii,  ol  r'  ifioi. 
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this  is  the  best  guarantee  of  success,  if  all  approve  the  same 
object.  Wouldst  thou,  were  I  to  spare  thee,  return  to 
Argos  for  me  with  a  message  to  my  friends  there,  and  carry 
them  a  letter,  written  by  a  captive  out  of  pity  for  me;  for  he 
regarded  not  mine  as  the  hand  that  slew  him,  but  held  our 
custom  answerable  for  his  death,  such  being  the  view  our 
goddess  takes  of  justice?  For'  I  had  no  one  to  return  to 
Argos  with  my  message  and  convey  my  letter  to  some 
friend  of  mine,  if  spared ;  but  as  thou  seemest  to  be  a  man 
of  no  mean  breeding  and  knowest  Mycenae  and  the  persons 
I  mean,  accept  thyself  the  means  of  rescue,  earning  a  noble 
wage,— thy  safety  for  a  scrap  of  writing  ;  but  thy  friend  must 
be  parted  from  thee  and  offered  to  the  goddess,  for  this  is 
our  city's  stern  decree. 

(JRE.  A  fair  proposal,  lady  stranger,  save  in  one  respect. 
That  he  should  have  to  bleed  is  a  heavy  weight  upon  my 
heart ;  for  'tis  I  who  steer  this  troubled  craft ;  he  but  sails 
with  me  to  save  my  toil.  Wherefore  it  is  not  right  that  I 
should  pleasure  thee  on  terms  that  seal  his  doom,  while  I 
escape  myself  from  trouble.  No  !  be  this  the  way ;  give 
him  the  letter;  for  he  will  convey  it  to  Argos,  and  so  thy  end 
is  served ;  but  let  who  will  slay  me.  Foul  shame  were  it  for 
a  man  to  plunge  his  friends  into  trouble  and  escape  himself; 
and  this  man  is  a  friend,  whose  life  I  prize  as  highly  as  my 
own.  ^ 

Iph.  Heroic  spirit !  what  a  noble  stock  was  thine  !  how 
true  thou  art  to  friends  !  Oh,  may  the  last  survivor  of  my 
race  prove  such  another !  for  I,  too,  sirs,  am  not  left 
brotherless;  only  I  see  hi^i  not 

•  Lmes  588  90  are  regarded  as  spurious  by  Monk  and  Dindorf.  Of 
the  many  proposed  emendations  I  have  followed  Markland  m  reading 
ayyf.^at  for  ayytlXai,  and  Elmsley  m  adding  r'  after  raf.  Paley 
retains  the  lines  but  thinks  they  may  have  been  tampered  with  by 
grammarians.  ^ 

'  Reading  o^iju  ko,  <w  without  a  stop,  the  Kai  emphasizing  <rv. 
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This  being  thy  wish,  I  will  send  him  to  carry  the  letter, 
and  thou  shalt  die  ;  but  ihy  goodwill  towards  him  must  be 
something  great !  ^ 

Ore.  But  who  will  offer  me  and  dare  that  awful  deed  ? 

Iph.  Myself;  for  this  '  is  the  office  1  hold  of  the  goddess. 

Ore.  a  sad  unenviable  task,  fair  maid. 

Iph.  But  I  am  the  slave  of  necessity,  whose  law  I  must 
observe. 

Ore.  Is  this  the  hand, — this  woman's  hand, — that  draws 
the  knife  on  men  ? 

Iph.  Not  that,  but  round  thy  brow  I  shall  sprinkle  lustral 
water. 

Ore.  Who  gives  the  fatal  blow?  if  I  may  ask  thee  this. 
Iph.  Inside  this  building  are  men,  whose  office  this  is. 
Ore.   What  kind  of  tomb  will  await  me,  when  I  am  dead? 
Iph.  The  sacred  fire  within  and  a  gaping  chasm  in  the 
rock. 

Ore.  Ah  !  would  that  a  sister's  hand  could  lay  me  out ! 

Iph.  An  idle  prayer,  poor  wretch  !  whoever  thou  art,  for 
her  home  lies  far  from  this  savage  shore.  Still,  as  thou  art 
an  Argive,  I  will  not  let  thee  want  for  aught  that  is  in  my 
power  ;  I  will  place  in  thy  grave  good  store  of  ornament  and 
quench  thy  charred  remains  with  yellow  olive  oil  and  will 
pour  u])on  thy  pyre  the  nectar  sucked  from  many  a  flower 
by  russet  mountain  bees. 

I  go  now  to  fetch  my  letter  from  the  goddess's  temple ; 
yet  regard  not  this  ill-will  as  mine. 

Watch  them,  guards,  without  binding  them.  It  may  be  I 
shall  send  unlooked-for  tidings  to  a  friend  in  Argos,  even  to 
him  whom  most  I  love,  and  the  letter  announcing  that  they 
live,  whom  he  thinks  dead,  will  confirm  the  message  of  joy. 

\^Exit  Iphigenia. 

•  Others  explain  **some  deep  longing  for  that  fate  (1.^.,  voluntar>' 
sacrifice  in  his  place)  must  possess  thee." 
'^  Reading  riivh  with  Bothe  and  Hermann. 
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Cho.  {to  Orestes.)  I  weep  for  thee,  the  victim  of  her 
fatal  sprinkling. 

Ore.  Nay,  there  is  nothing  here  for  tears ;  rather  rejoice, 
ye  lady  strangers. 

Cho.  {to  PvLADES.)  I  give  thee  joy,  young  sir,  on  thy 
happy  fortune,  in  that  thou  wilt  tread  thy  native  soil. 

PvL.  No  cause  surely  to  envy  a  man,  when  his  friends  are 
dying ! 

Cho.  Alas,  cruel  mission  ! 

Woe  is  thee !  thy  doom  is  sealed.  Ah  !  which  of  the  pair 
is  the  more '  undone  ?  My  mind  is  still  distraught  with  two- 
fold doubt  whether  to  mourn  for  thee  or  thee  the  more. 

Ore.  Prithee,  Pylades,  art  thou  in  like  case  with  myself? 

PvL.  I  know  not;  thy  question  finds  me  with  no  answer 
ready. 

Ore.  Who  is  this  maid?  How  like  a  daughter  of  Hellas 
she  questioned  us  of  the  toils  at  Troy  and  the  Achseans' 
return,  of  Calchas  the  clever  augur  and  famous  Achilles  ! 
what  pity  she  e.xpressed  for  Agamemnon's  fate,  and  how  she 
pressed  me  about  his  wife  and  children  !  This  stranger  maid 
is  haply  an  Argive  by  descent ;  else  would  she  never  have 
been  sending  a  letter  and  inquiring  so  straitly  about  these 
matters,  as  if  she  shared  herself  in  the  welfare  of  Argos. 

PvL.  Thou  hast  forestalled  me  slightly,  but  for  all  that  thy 
conclusions  are  the  same,  except  on  one  point ;  all  of  course 
who  have  ever  had  dealings  with  others  hear  about  the  mis- 
fortunes of  kings.  But  there  was  quite  another  theme  she 
discussed.^ 

Ore.  What  was  that  ?  divulge  it  to  me  and  thou  mayest 
understand  it  better. 

Pyl.  It  is  shameful  that  I  should  live  and  thou  be  slain  ; 
as  I  shared  thy  voyage,  so  ought  I  to  share  thy  death  ;  else 


Reading  Toreoof  6  /iaXAor,  Hermann's  emendation  for  u  /tiXXwj'. 
'  Reading  ^i»;X6?f. 
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shall  I  get  a  name  for  cowardice  and  knavery  through  Argos 
and  in  all  the  vales  of  Phocis  ;  and  the  mob,  being  a  host  of 
knaves,  will  think  that  I  betrayed  thee  and  secured  '  a  return 
to  my  home  only  for  myself^  or  haply  that  I  murdered  thee, 
while  thy  house  was  weak,  devising  destruction  for  tiiee  with 
a  view  to  thy  throne,  as  the  husband  of  thy  sister  who  would 
succeed.  This  then  is  what  I  fear ;  of  this  I  am  ashamed  ; 
and  it  needs  must  be  my  bounden  duty  to  breathe  my  last 
with  thee,  slain  by  the  same  knife  and  burnt  on  the  same 
pyre,  as  one  who  was  thy  friend  and  fears  reproach. 

Ore.  Hush  !  my  own  sorrows  I  am  bound  to  bear,  and  I 
will  not  double  my  burden  of  grief,  when  I  may  carry  it 
single  ;  for  that  grief  and  foul  reproach  of  which  thou  speakest 
is  mine,  if  I  slay  thee  my  fellow-toiler ;  for  me,  afflicted  as  I 
am  by  Heaven,  'tis  not  amiss  to  leave'  this  life  ;  but  thou 
art  prosperous  and  thy  home  is  pure  of  taint  and  sound, 
while  mine  is  cursed  alike  by  Heaven  and  destiny.  So  save 
thyself  and  get  children  of  my  sister,  whom  I  gave  thee  to 
wife ;  thus  will  my  name  live  on  and  my  father's  house  will 
never  be  blotted  out  through  having  no  heir.  Go  hence 
and  live;  make  my  father's  house  thy  home;  but  when  thou 
art  come  to  Hellas  and  to  chivalrous  Argos,  I  charge  thee 
by  this  right  hand,  heap  up  my  grave  and  lay  thereon  me- 
morials of  me,  and  let  my  sister  shed  a  tear  and  strew  her 
tresses  on  my  tomb ;  and  tell  her  how  I  perished  by  an 
Argive  maiden's  hand,  consecrated  at  the  altar  by  blood- 
shed. Forsake  not  my  sister  when  thou  seest  thy  new  kin 
and  my  father's  house  forlorn ;  and  fare  thee  well,  my  best 
of  friends,  for  so  have  I  ever  found  thee,  fellow  hunter, 
foster-brother,  that  oft  hast  borne  the  burden  of  my  sorrows  I 
'Twas  Phoebus  who  deceived  us  by  his  prophecies;  and  so  he 
has  devised  a  trick  to  drive  me  as  far  as  might  be  from  Hellas, 

•  Reading  <TKrio<r9at  e\  a  correction  of  Elmsley's  admilted  by  Kirch- 
hoff. 

^  Reading  Xdirur^  Monk's  correction. 
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for  very  shame  of  his  bygone  oracles  ;  for,  after  yielding  up 
my  all  to  him  and  obeying  his  word,  even  to  the  slaying  of 
my  mother,  I  find  myself  undone  in  return. 

PvL.  A  tomb  shalt  thou  have,  my  luckless  friend,  nor  will 
I  ever  prove  false  to  thy  sister ;  for  Orestes  dead  will  be  e'en 
dearer  to  me  than  Orestes  living.  [Still  the  god's  oracle 
hath  not  destroyed  thee  yet,  albeit  thou  standest  now  at  the 
gates  of  death  ;]  '  nay,  but  misfortune  at  her  worst  some- 
times admits  a  thorough  change. 

Ore.  Cease  ;  the  words  of  Phoebus  are  no  help  to  me,  for 
yonder  comes  the  maiden  from  the  temple. 

Iph.  (/o //le  guard.)  Hence!  go  help  the  ministers  of 
death  to  make  their  preparations  within. 

Here  is  my  letter,  sirs,  with  its  many  folded  leaves;  but 
listen  to  my  further  wishes.  As  no  man  is  the  same  under 
affliction  as  when  he  has  suddenly  passed  from  fear  to  con- 
fidence, I  am  much  afraid  that  when  he,  who  is  to  carry  the 
letter  to  Argos,  is  safely  on  his  way  from  this  land,  he  will 
make  my  message  of  no  account. 

Ore.  What  then  wouldst  thou  ?  what  is  troubling 
thee  ? 

Iph.  Let  him  give  me  an  oath  that  he  will  convey  this 
writing  to  Argos  to  the  friends  I  wish  it  to  reach. 

Ore.  Wilt  thou  give  him  a  similar  oath  in  return  ? 

Iph.  What  to  do  ?  from  what  refrain  ?  tell  me  that. 

Ore.  To  let  him  go  forth  alive  from  this  savage  land. 

Iph.  Justly  urged;  for  how  else  could  he  carry  my 
message  ? 

Ore.  But  will  the  king  agree  to  this? 
Iph.  Yes,  I  will  i>ersuade  him,  and  will  myself  put  thy 
friend  aboard. 

Ore.  Swear  then  (/o  Pylades);  and  do  thou  dictate 
some  solemn  oath. 

^  Paley  thinks  this  couplet  spurious,  and  suggests  that  the  lines  were 
intended  for  Orestes,  as  the  best  copies  give  ht<p9kipiv  fu. 
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Iph.  (to  Pylades.)  Thou  must  promise  to  give  this  letter 
to  my  friends. 

Pyl.   I  will  give  this  letter  to  thy  friends. 

Iph.  And  I  will  send  thee  safe  beyond  those  sombre  rocks. 

Pyl.  By  which  of  the  gods  dost  swear  to  this? 

Iph.  By  Artemis,  in  whose  temple  I  hold  my  honoured 
office. 

Pyl,  And  I  by  Heaven's  king,  majestic  Zeus. 

Iph.  Suppose  thou  fail  to  keep  this  oath  to  my  injury? 

Pyl.  May  I  ne'er  return  I  And  thou,— what  if  thou  save 
me  not  ? 

Iph.  May  I  never  live  to  set  foot  in  Argos  ! 

Pyl.   Pray,  hear  me  on  a  subject  we  have  overlooked. 

Iph.  Well,  'tis  not  too  late,  provided  it  be  o[)portune. 

Pyl.  Grant  me  one  exemption ;  if  aught  happens  to 
the  ship  and  the  letter  goes  tlown  wiih  the  cargo  in  the 
waves  and  I  save  only  myself,  let  this  oath  be  no  longer 
binding. 

Iph.  Dost  know  what  I  will  do?  "Much  adventure, 
nmch  achieve." '  I  will  tell  thee  all  that  is  written  in  the 
leaves  of  this  letter,  so  that  thou  mayst  repeat  it  to  my 
friends;  yes,  that  insures  its  safety;  on  ihe  one  hand, 
suppose  thou  save  the  writing,  the  silent  lines  will  of  them- 
selves tell  its  contents ;  whereas,  if  what  is  written  here  is 
lost  at  sea,  thy  siifety  will  involve  the  safety  of  my  message. 

Pyl.  a  good  provision  for  thy  own  '^  interests  and  me  ; 
but  signify  to  whom  I  am  to  carry  this  letter  to  Argos  and 
likewise  the  message  I  must  repeat  from  thy  lips. 

Iph.  Go  tell  Orestes,  the  son  of  Agamemnon,  "  Thy 
sister  Iphigenia,  the  victim  of  Aulis,  sends  thee  this  message, 
being  still  alive,  though  dead  to  all  in  Argos." 

'  The  words  7roX\«  TroXXiir  ici-f^ti  seem  lo  be  a  proverb  meaning 
"one  cannot  try  too  many  expetlients  ;  for  where  one  fails,  another 
may  succeeil." 

^  Reading  tmp  re  aui;  the  emendation  of  Ilaupt  for  riov  Ocwv. 


Ork.  Iphigenia  still  alive  !  where?  is  she  risen  from  the 
dead? 

Iph.  I,  whom  thine  eyes  behold,  am  she  ;  distract  me 
not  by  speaking.  '*  Bear  me  to  Argos,  brother,  ere  I  die, 
remove  me  from  this  savage  land  and  from  the  goddess's 
sacrifices  at  which  I  am  appointed  to  slay  strangers. 

Ore.   Pylades,  what  am  I  to  say  ?  where  can  we  be  ? 

Iph.  **  Else  will  I  become  a  curse  to  thy  house,  Orestes;'* 
{stopping  to  address  Pylades)  thou  hast  heard  the  name 
twice  to  impress  it  on  thee. 

Ore.  Ye  gods  ! 

Iph.  Why  invoke  the  gods  in  matters  which  only  concern 
me? 

Ore.  Tis  nothing  ;  read  on ;  my  thoughts  had  strayed 
elsewhere.  [Perhaps  if  I  question  thee,  1  shall  arrive  at  the 
truth.^] 

Iph.  Tell  him,  the  goddess  Artemis  saved  my  life  by  sub- 
stituting a  hind  in  my  stead,  which  my  father  sacrificed, 
when  he  thought  he  plunged  the  sharp  knife  in  me ;  and  she 
put  me  to  dwell  in  this  land. 

There  is  my  message,  and  that  is  what  is  written  in  the 
letter. 

Pyl.  How  easy  for  me  to  observe  the  oath  by  which  thou 
hast  bound  me  !  how  fair  thine  own  I  I  will  make  no  long 
delay,  but  ratify  what  I  have  sworn. 

There  !  Orestes,  I  bring  this  letter  and  deliver  it  to  thee 
from  this  lady,  thy  sister. 

Ore.  I  accept  it,  but  letting  its  folded  pages  wait  awhile 
I  will  first  indulge  my  joy,  not  in  mere  words.  {Ap- 
proac/iim^  to    embrace  Iphigenia.)      My  own  dear   sister  I 

'  This  line  seems  out  of  place  as  it  stands,  and  is  regarded  by  Monk 
and  Dindorf  as  spurious.  Hartung's  correction  tiq  rd  irior  for  hq 
airurr'  is  here  followed,  but  there  is  still  a  want  of  coherence  with  what 
precedes  or  follows. 
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Struck  with  wonder  though  I  am,  I  yet  will  fold  thee  to  my 
doubting  heart  and  rejoice  in  my  wondrous  news. 

Cho.  Thou  hast  no  right,  sir  stranger,  to  pollute  the 
handmaid  of  our  goddess  by  throwing  thy  arms  about  her 
holy  robes. 

Ore.  Oh  !  turn  not  from  me,  sister  mine,  sprung  from 
Agamemnoa  like  myself,  now  that  thou  hast  found  thy 
brother  beyond  all  expectation. 

Iph.  Found  my  brother  in  thej !  A  truce  to  this  idle 
Ulk  !  Why,  Argos  and  Nauplia  are  filled  with  his  presence 
now. 

Ore.  That  is  not  where  he  dwells,  poor  maid 

Iph.  Can  '  thy  mother  have  been  a  daughter  of  Spartan 
Tyndareus  ? 

Ore.  Yes,  and  my  father  a  grandson  of  Pelops. 

Iph.  What  dost  thou  say?  hast  any  proof  to  give  me  of 
this? 

Ore.   I  have  ;  ask  me  something  about  our  father's  home. 

Iph.  Nay,  'tis  surely  for  thee  to  speak,  for  me  to  answer. 

Ore.  Well,  I  will  tell  thee  first  a  story  I  heard  Electra 
tell ;  knowest  thou  ought  of  a  quarrel  'twixt  Atreus  and 
Thyestes  ? 

Iph.  I  have  heard  that'  they  fell  out  about  a  golden 
lamb. 

Ore.  Canst  thou  remember  broidering  this  on  the  fine 
texture  of  thy  web  ? 

Iph.   Dearest  brother !  thou  comest  very  near  my  heart. 

Ore.  Hast  thou  forgotten  the  picture  on  thy  loom,  the 
changing  of  the  sun-god's  course  ? 

Iph.  That  was  the  very  pattern  I  embroidered  with  fine- 
woven  thread  I 

Ore.  Next,  didst  thou  receive  the  bridal  bath  sent  by  thy 
mother  to  Aulis  ? 

1  Reading  aW  '  7;  wiih  Monk. 
*  Reading  ovi'€K  with  Barnes. 


Iph.  I    have   not  forgotten;  that  marriage   was  not   so 
happy  as  to  take  away  the  memory  of  it.* 

Ore.  Once  more,  dost  remember  giving  a  lock  of  hair  to 
be  carried  to  thy  mother? 
I  Iph.  Aye,  as  a  memorial  of  myself  for  my  tomb  in  place 

of  my  body. 

Ore.  Next  will  I  name  as  proofs  what  I  have  seen  myself ; 
the  ancient  spear  of  Pelops  in  our  father's  house,  hidden 
away  in  thy  maiden-bower,  that  spear  he  brandished  in  his 
hand  to  slay  O^nomaus  and  win  Hippodamia,  Pisa's  prize. 

Iph.  Orestes,  O  my  brother  dear,  dearer  than  aught  else 
to  me,  1  hold  thee  in  my  arms,  my  best-beloved,  far  from 
Argos,  the  home  of  our  fathers. 

Ore.  And  I  hold  thee,  whom  all  thought  dead;  while 
tears,  that  are  not  tears  of  sorrow,^  with  grief  and  joy  com- 
mingling, bedew  ahke  thy  eyes  and  mine. 

Iph.  I  left  thee  ^  in  our  halls  a  new-born  babe,  still  in  thy 
nurse's  arms,  that  fatal  day.  O  blest  in  fortune  *  past  all 
words  to  tell !  What  can  I  say  ?  These  things  have  come 
upon  us  transcending  wonder  or  description. 

Ore.  May  we  be  happy  together  for  the  future  ! 

Iph.  Good  friends,  I  feel  a  stran-e  unwonted  joy  ;  my 
only  fear  is  that  he  will  fly  from  my  arms  and  soar  away 
into  the  air. 

All  hail,  Cyclopean  hearths  and  homes  !  my  country,  dear 
Mycenx,  hail !     I  thank  thee,  yea,  I  thank  thee  both   for 

In  this  very  obscure  passage  Monk's  explanation  is  followed.  Paley 
regarding  the  remark  as  ironical  (which  is  also  Badham's  view),  trans- 
lates *♦  the  marriage  was  loo  good  a  one  to  deprive  me  of  fAaf,"  i.e.,  the 
\ovT^}a.  If,  as  is  probable,  there  is  some  corruption,  Kochly's  tW  op 
for  ob  yap  would  give  good  sense.  Nauck  suggests  as  a  possible  emen- 
dation o  xpo»'oc  ^axpo^  Cjv. 

'^  Reading  5dcpi;'  oBaKpva  with  Musgrave. 

Hermann  added  toti  at  at  the  beginning  of  1.  834  to  complete  the 
metre. 

*  Reading  6yrvx«*'  ri'xav  with  Hermann,  and  omitting  tfiov. 
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life  and  bringing  up,  for  that  thou  hast  reared  my  brother 
from  his  youth  to  be  a  light  unto  our  house. 

Ore.  Lucky  in  our  birth,  sister,  were  we,  but  our  life  has 
not  proved  so  lucky  in  its  haps. 

I  PH.  Ah  me!  how  well  I  recollect  the  day  when  my 
wretched  father  held  the  sword-blade  at  my  throat  ! 

Ore.  Horrible  !  I  seem  to  see  thee  there,  though  I  was 
not  present. 

I  PH.  I  remember,  brother,  being  taken  away  by  trickery,  as 
if  to  wed  Achilles ;  no  marriage-hymn  was  sung  ;  but  instead 
were  tears  and  wailing  at  the  altar.  Woe  for  the  water 
sprinkled  on  me  there  ! 

Ore.  And  I  repeat,  woe  for  our  father's  reckless  deed  ! 

I  PH.  Twas  no  true  father  meted  out  that  fate  to  me,  and 
now  one  trouble  is  following  on  another — 

Ore.  Yes,  if  thou  hadst  slain  thy  brother,  hapless  maid. 

I  PH.  By  some  god's  intervention.  Oh  !  that  I  should  have 
dared  so  dire  a  crime  !  Alas  !  brother,  I  ventured  on  a  fearful 
deed  ;  thou  didst  but  just  escape  an  unholy  doom,  death  at 
my  hands.  How  will  the  matter  end  ?  what  will  be  my  fate  ? 
what  means  can  I  discover  to  convey  thee  hence  from  this 
murderous  land  to  thy  home  in  Argos,  before  the  sword 
requires  thy  blood  ?  Ah,  suffering  soul !  'tis  thy  business  to 
devise  a  means  for  this.  Wilt  thou  fly  by  land,  not  on  ship- 
board, relying  on  thy  speed  of  foot  ?  Why,  then  thou  wilt 
have  death  ever  at  thy  elbow,  as  thou  farest  through  savage 
tribes  and  over  pathless  ways;  it  must  be  the  narrow 
passage  'twixt  "  the  misty  rocks  "  after  all,  a  tedious  course 
for  ships  to  run. 

Ah  me  !  a  hapless  lot  is  mine.  What  god  or  man  or  un- 
foreseen event  could  bring  about  ^  a  happy  release,  a  deliver- 
ance from  trouble  for  the  two  survivors  of  the  house  of  Atreus  ? 

Cho.  This  that  I  have  seen  with  mine  eyes,  not  merely 

*  Reading  i^avvffai  and  oraiuing  <paytl  after  'Arpetdmv  as  a  gloss  with 
Kirchhoff. 


heard  men  tell '  may  rank  with  miracles ;  'tis  stranger  than 
fiction. 

PvL.  Orestes,  it  is  natural  for  friends  to  embrace  each 
other  when  they  meet,  but  thou  must  leave  lamenting  and 
face  that  other  question  as  well,  how  we  are  to  escape  from 
this  savage  land,  with  our  safety  honourably  secured.'  For 
the  wise  man's  way,  when  once  he  gets  a  chance,  is  not  to 
indulge  in  pleasures  foreign  to  it,  abandoning  his  fortune. 

Ore.  Thou  art  right ;  and  fortune,  I  feel  sure,  is  bent  on 
helping  our  efforts  here  l^for  if  a  man  exerts  himself,  the  gods 
naturally  have  greater  power. 

I  ph.  (/o  Pylades.)  Thou  shalt  not  stop  me  or  prevent  me 
from  first  inquiring  how  Electra  fares ;  for  any  news  of  her 
will  be  ^  welcome  to  me. 

Ore.  Here  is  her  husband  {pointing  to  Pylades),  with 
whom  she  leads  a  happy  life. 

I  PH.  What  is  his  country?  who  his  sire? 

Ore.  His  father's  name  is  Strophius,  a  Phocian. 

I  PH.  Why  then,  he  is  the  son  of  Atreus'  daughter^  and 
my  kinsman  ? 

Ore.  Thy  cousin,  yes ;  my  one  loyal  friend. 

I  PH.  He  was  not  born,  when  my  father  sought  my  life. 

Ore.  No,  for  Strophius  had  no  son  for  some  time. 

Iph.   My  sister's  husband,  hail ! 

Ore.  My  saviour  too  and  no  mere  kinsman. 

Iph.  How  didst  thou  bring  thyself  to  that  awful  deed 
regarding  our  mother  ? 

Ore.  Let  us  say  nothing  of  the  deed  ;  'twas  my  vengeance 
for  my  sire. 

Iph.  What  was  her  reason  for  slaying  her  husband  ? 

Reading  kov  k\vov(t*  air'  ayyiXun',  the  joint  correction  of  Dindorf 
md  Hermann. 

'•'  Paley  retains  the  common  reading  tpiXa  yap  tarai  iratT  ifjioi^  but 
mentions  Schone's  conjecture  ^i\a  yap  iari  rdfi'  ifxoi  with  approval. 

•'  Anaxibia,  sister  of  Agamemnon. 
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Ore.    Forego   our   mother's  story;    'tis  no  tale  for  thy 
ears. 

I  PH.  I  say  no  more  ;  but  does  Argos  now  look  up  to  thee  ? 

Ore.  Menelaus  is  king,  and  I  an  exile  from  my  country. 

Iph.  Surely  our  uncle    never  so   insulted   our  afflicted 
house  ? 

Ore.  No,  but  the  fear  of  the  avenging  fiends  drives  me 
from  the  land. 

Iph.  Then  that  explains  the  story  of  thy  madness  even 
here  upon  the  beach. 

Ore.  This  is  not  the  first  time  I  have  been  seen  in  my 
misery. 

Iph.  I  understand ;  the  goddesses  were  chasing  thee  on 
account  of  thy  mother's  murder. 

Ore.  To  put  a  bloody  bridle  in  my  mouth. 

Iph.  But  why  was  it  to  this  land  thou  didst  guide  thy 
steps  ? 

Ore.  I  came  obedient  to  an  oracle  of  Phoebus. 

Iph.  Wiih  what  intent  ?    Is  it  a  secret  or  may  it  be  told  ? 

Ore.  1  will  tell  thee.  All  my  sorrows  date  from  this ;  after 
my  mother's  punishment, — of  which  I  say  nothing, — had 
devolved  on  me,  I  was  chased  into  exile  by  vengeful  fiends 
in  hot  pursuit,  till  '  Loxias  at  last  guided  my  footsteps 
to  Athens  to  make  atonement  to  the  unnamed  goddesses  ; 
for  there  is  there  a  holy  tribunal,  which  Zeus  set  up  one 
day  to  try  Ares  for  some  pollution,  it  is  said  Now,  on 
my  arrival  at  Athens,  not  one  of  my  friends  was  ready  to 
receive  me  at  first,  as  a  man  abhorred  by  Heaven ;  after- 
wards they,  who  had  pity  on  me,  supplied  me  with  stranger's 
cheer  at  a  table  apart,  being  in  the  same  room  with  me,  but 
by  their  silence  they  contrived  to  exclude  me  from  conversa- 
tion, that  I  might  keep  aloof  from  their  eating  and  drinking  ; 

'  For  the  admitted  corruption  of  the  MSS.  tv9tu  not  iroSa  I  have 
followed  Nauck  and  Wecklein  in  reading  iffr  ifiov  Tro^a,  with  Elmsley's 
correction  6ri  '^t^rt/i^'c  in  the  following  line. 


and,  filling  each  man's  cup  with  the  same  measure  of  wine 
for  all,  they  were  enjoying  themselves.  I  meantime  did  not 
presume  to  question  my  hosts,  but  was  sorrowing  in  silence 
and  pretending  not  to  notice  it,  though  grieving  bitterly  that 
I  was  my  mother's  murderer.  Moreover,  I  hear  that  amongst 
the  Athenians  my  misfortunes  have  become  the  occasion  for 
a  festival,  and  the  custom  yet  survives  of  the  people  of  Pallas 
honouring  the  pitcher.*  But  when  I  came  to  Ares'  hill 
and  2  stood  my  trial,  I  on  one  platform,  the  eldest  of  the 
vengeful  fiends  upon  the  other,  Phoebus,  having  made  his 
speech  and  heard  the  evidence  about  my  mother's  murder, 
saved  me  by  his  testimony,  and  Pallas,  counting  out  the 
votes  in  her  hand,  made  them  equal  for  me  ;  so  I  came  off 
triumphant  in  the  murder-trial.  Thereon  as  many  of  the 
avenging  fiends  as  agreed  with  the  verdict  and  were  for 
settling  there,  resolved  to  have  a  temple  close  to  the  tribu- 
nal ;  but  such  of  them  as  concurred  not  with  the  precedent, 
continued  to  persecute  me  in  restless  pursuit,  till  once  again 
I  sought  the  hallowed  soil  of  Phoebus,  and  stretching  myself 
starving  before  his  shrine,  I  swore  to  end  my  life  then  and 
there,  unless  he  who  had  ruined  me  would  find  me  salva- 
tion ;  whereupon  the  voice  of  Phoebus  pealed  from  his 
golden  tripod,  and  he  sent  me  hither  to  fetch  the  image, 
which  fell  from  heaven,  and  set  it  up  in  Attica.  Help  me 
then  to  compass  the  means  of  safety  he  has  appointed  me ; 
for  if  I  can  secure  the  image  of  the  goddess,  I  shall  not  only 
cease  from  my  mad  fits,  but  setting  out  on  well-rowed  ship 
restore  thee  to  Mycenae  once  again.  Ah  !  my  sister,  well- 
beloved  !  preserve  thy  father's  house  and  send  me  hence  in 
safety;   for  I  and  the  fortunes  of  Pelops'  race  are  utterly 

'  On  the  second  day  of  the  Athenian  festival,  the  Anthesteria,  o'iXoec 
"  the  pitcher-feast  "  was  observed  with  prizes  for  drinking-bouts. 

*  Paley  edits  tf  ^icrfv  r'  itrrriv ;  but  Kirchhoffand  Nauck  after  Elmsley, 
to  avoid  this  rare  elision  at  the  end  of  a  line,  omit  r',  making  ttrrrjv  the 
ajxxlosis  and  adding  d'  after  tiirutv. 
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undone,  unless  we  secure  the  image  of  the  goddess,  that  fell 
from  heaven. 

Cho.  Some  god's  dire  anger  once  burst  forth  against  the 
seed  of  Tantalus,  and  it  is  leading  them  through  trouble. 

I  PH.  It  was  long  my  eager  wish,  brother,  even  before  thy 
coming,  to  be  at  Argos  and  see  thee  face  to  face ;  and  my 
(desire  is  thine,  to  set  thee  free  from  suffering  and  restore 
my  father's  stricken  house,  harbouring  no  angry  thoughts 
towards  him  who  would  have  slain  me ;  for  so  should  I  be 
spared  thy  blood  and  save  my  house  ;  but  how  am  I  to 
elude  the  goddess,  and  the  king,  when  he  finds  the  stone 
pedestal  robbed  of  its  image  ?  That  is  my  fear.  How  shall 
I  escape  death?  what  account  can  I  give?  If  thou  canst 
combine  the  acts  of  carrying  off  the  image  and  placing  me 
upon  thy  gailant  ship,  the  risk  becomes  worth  running;  but, 
once  I  am  separated  from  it,  I  am  lost,  although  thou  mayest 
succeed  in  thy  enterprise  and  find  a  safe  return  ;  not  that  I 
shrink  from  death,— if  die  I  must,— when  I  have  saved  thee  ; 
no,  indeed  !  for  a  man's  loss  from  his  family  is  felt,  while  a 
woman's  is  of  little  moment. 

Ore.  I  will  never  be  thy  murderer  as  well  as  my  mother's ; 
enough  that  I  have  shed  her  blood !  With  thee  I  fain  would 
live  one  life  or  dying  share  the  self-same  fate.  [For  if  I  fall 
not  here  myself,  I  will  take '  thee  home,  or  else  remain  and 
die  with  thee. ]  Hear  my  reasoning ;  were  this  opposed  to  the 
will  of  Artemis,  how  could  Loxias  have  bidden  me  carry  the 
image  of  the  goddess  to  the  citadel  of  Pallas  ?....'  and 
see  thy  face;  wherefore,  putting  all  these  facts  together,  I  am 
hopeful  of  securing  our  return. 

'  Reading  dlut  ds  a\  ypTTip  fx,)  aifTo^  with  Canter  and  Markland,  but 
there  is  much  in  these  two  lines,  1010- 11,  to  gupport  Dindorf's  view 
that  they  are  spurious. 

*  After  line  1014  Kirchhoff,  following  Markland,  places  a  lacuna,  in 
which,  perhaps,  Orestes  was  made  to  say,  *'  I  l^elJeve  the  gods  are  on 
our  side,  since  they  have  permitted  me  to  reach  this  land  and  .  .  ." 
(Jerram.) 


Iph.  How  can  we  possibly  escape  death  and  likewise 
achieve  our  object?  That  is  the  weak'  point  [in  our  home- 
ward route  ;  that  is  what  we  must  devise."*] 

Ore.  Could  we  contrive  to  kill  the  king  ? 

Iph.  That  is  a  fearful  risk,  for  new-comers  to  slay  their 

hosts. 

Ork.   Hut  we  must  run  the  risk,  if  it  will  save  us. 

Iph.  I  commend  your  zeal,  but  you  could  not  succeed.^ 

Ore.  Well,  suppose  thou  wert  to  hide  me  stealthily  in 
yonder  fane? 

[Iph.  That  we  might  avail  ourselves  of  the  darkness,  I 
suppose,  and  escape? 

Ore.  Yes,  for  darkness  is  the  robber's  day ;  the  light  was 
made  for  truth.*] 

Iph.  There  are  guards  inside  the  temple,  whom  we  cannot 
elude. 

Ore.    Alas !    we   are   utterly   undone ;    how   are   we   to 

escape  ? 

Iph.  I  have  hit  upon  a  novel  scheme,  methinks. 

Ore.  Of  what  kind  ?  Impart  thy  thoughts  to  me.  that  I 
may  know  it  too. 

Iph.  I  will  make  a  cunning  use  of  thy.  troubles. 

Ore.  No  doubt  thou  wilt;  women  are  clever  at  inventing 
tricks. 

Iph.   I  shall  say  thou  art  a  matricide  fresh  from  Argos. 

Ore.  Make  use  of  my  misfortunes,  if  it  will  serve  thy 
turn. 


'   Reading  vo<t*i,  Markland's  emendation. 

'^  Line  1019  is  rejected  by  Paley  as  spurious,  and  it  certainly  is  tame 
and  unnecessary  to  the  sense.  Markland's  emendation  i'lit  fiovXfvaii:  is 
scarcely  preferable  to  the  MSS.  reading  t)  di  /SoyXiymj;,  and  neither  is 
satisfactory. 

'  Paley  admits  Elmsley's  correction  ^vvaiadf)v  for  ^vvai^i\v. 

*  Lines  1024-5  are  marked  spurious  by  most  editors.  In  line  1024 
trfrtu^ti/ifv  the  correction  of  Brodaeus  for  uw  f?fi/ii£v  is  here  followed. 
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Iph.  And  I  shall  tell  them  thou  art  no  proper  sacrifice 
for  the  goddess — 

Ore.  What  reason  canst  thou  give?     I  half  suspect. 

Iph.  Because  thou  art  unclean  ;  whereas  I  must  have 
what  is  pure  to  offer. 

Ore.  And  how  does  this  bring  the  goddess's  image  any 
nearer  capture. 

Iph.  It  will  be  my  wish  to  purify  thee  in  fresh  sea- 
water. 

Ore.  Still  is  the  image  left  in  the  temple,  and  that  was  our 
object  in  sailing  hither. 

Iph.  I  will  say  I  must  wash  it  also,  as  if  thou  hadst 
touched  it. 

Ore.  But  where?     Is  it  a  sea-filled  creek  thou  meanest? 

Iph.  There  where  thy  ship  is  riding  at  anchor,  moored 
with  ropes. 

Ore.   Will  the  image  be  in  thy  hands  or  some  other's  ? 
Iph.   In  mine,  for  I  alone  may  touch  it. 
Ore.   What  part  will  Pylades  have  assigned  him  in  the 
murder?  ' 

Iph.  He  will  be  described  as  having  the  same  stain  on  his 
hands  as  thou  hast. 

Ore.  Wilt  thou  do  this  unknown  to  the  king  or  with  his 
knowledge? 

Iph.  After  persuading  him,  for  I  could  never  elude  his 
vigilance. 

Ore.  Well,  at  any  rate  the  ship  is  there  with  its  oars 
ready  to  smite  the  waves.  Thy  business  must  it  be  to  see 
that  all  else  is  well  arranged.  One  thing  alone  is  wanting, 
these  ladies'  secrecy  ;  implore  them  and  find  persuasive 
arguments  ;  woman  is  gifted  with  a  power  of  moving  sym- 
pathy ;  and  for  the  rest,  all  perhaps  may  turn  out  well. 

*  1.^.,  in  the  account  to  l^e  given  of  it.  There  seems  no  reason  to 
doubt  the  MSS.  ^Jior,  though  Brodaeus  proposed  -ndvov^  Musgrave 
loKov\  anJ  Winckelmann  \opQv, 
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Iph.  Dearest  friends,  I  look  to  you  ;  on  you  my  fortunes 
are  hanging,  whether  for  weal  or  woe,  and  loss  of  fatherland 
[and  brother  and  sister  dear.]  * 

Be  this  the  text  of  what  I  have  to  say^^^^-our  womanhood, 
with  its  kindly,  feeling,  towafd^  membeTr^of-tmi^-seiv-and 
our  intense  loyalty  in  preserving  secrets,  that  affect^  us  all.^  ^  , 
For  my  sake  hold  your  peace  and  help  us  might  and  main 
to  escape  ;  an  honour  to  its  owner  is  a  trusty  tongue.  Now 
ye  see  how  a  single  chance  is  left  these  three  fast  friends, 
either  to  return  to  their  fatherland  or  die  here.  If  once  my 
safety  is  secured,  I  will  bring  thee  safe  to  Hellas,  that  thou 
mayst  also  share  my  fortune.  To  thee,  and  thee  {addressing 
different  members  of  the  Chorus)  I  make  my  prayer  by  thy 
right  hand ;  to  thee  by  thy  dear  cheek,  thy  knees,  and  all 
thou  prizest  most  at  home,  by  father,  mother,  aye,  and 
babes,  if  there  be  any  mothers  here.""  What  say  ye?  which 
of  you  assents  to  this  and  which  refuses?  Speak  ;  for  if  ye 
agree  not  to  my  proposal,  both  I  and  my  luckless  brother 

are  lost.  \.  \    \ 

Cho.  Take  heart,  dear  lady  mine  ;  only  save  thyself;  ^v\  » 
for  thou  shalt  find  me  dumb,  wherever  thou  enjoinest  silence ;  \^  j 
so  help  me  mighty  Zeus  !  ' 

Iph.  a  blessing  on  you  for  those  words  !  may  happiness 
be  yours  !  Tis  now  thy  part  and  thine  ^to  Orestes  and 
Pylades)  to  enter  the  temple,  for  our  monarch  will  soon  be 
here,  incpiiring  if  the  sacrifice  of  the  strangers  is  over. 

Dread  queen  !  that  once  didst  save  my  life  from  my 
father's  hand  and  murder  dire,  save  me  now  again,  and  these 
as  well ;  else  will  the  words  of  Loxias  cease  to  be  believed 

^  Reading  ^iXoir  r  atiK^v  ^iXraT-ijc  r«  (rvyyowr  with  Seidler,  but 
Palcy  is  probably  right  in  rejecting  this  very  weak  line  ;  the  same  editor 
remarks  that  the  next  verse  is  open  to  suspicion,  though  not  so  clearly 
an  interpolation. 

'  Dindorf  and  Kirchhoff  reject  line  1071.  Monk  reads  €i  ry  for  0Ti^\ 
but  the  verse  is  a  needless  addition  and  probably  spurious. 
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by  men  because  of  thee.  Oh  !  be  gracious  and  quit  this 
savage  shore  for  glorious  Athens;  for  'tis  not  right  that  thou 
shouldst  live  on  here,  when  a  city  so  blest  may  be  thine. 

[Exeunt  Iphigenia,  Orestes,  anti  Pvlades. 

Cho.  O  bird  by  ocean's  rocky  reefs  !  thou  halcyon,  that 
singest  thy  hard  fate  in  doleful  song,'  whose  note  the  well- 
trained  ear  can  catch,  and  know  that  thou  art  ever  moaning 
for  thy  mate;  with  thee  I  match  my  tearful  plaint,  an 
unwinged  songstress,  longing  for  the  gatherings  of  Hellas, 
for  Artemis  our  help  in  childbirth,'  whose  home  is  by  the 
Cynthian  hill  with  its  luxuriant  palm  and  sprouting  bay  and 
sacred  shoots  of  olive  pale,  welcome  to  Latona  in  her  travail,^ 
beside  the  rounded  eddying  mere,  where  tuneful  swans  do 
service  to  the  Muse.  Woe!  for  the  streams  of  tears  that 
coursed  adown  my  cheeks,  what  time  our  turrets  fell,  and  I, 
the  prey  of  oar  and  spear,  was  set  aboard  a  foeman's  ship ; 
then,  purchased  at  a  costly  price,  was  carried  to  this  foreign 
port,  where  I  minister  to  the  daughter  of  Agamemnon, 
priestess  of  the  huntress  (jueen,  serving  at  altars  on  which 
sheep  are  never  sacrificed,'  and  envying  her '  that  hath  been 
always  unhappy  ;  for  if  a  man  is  born  and  bred  in  hardships, 
he  fainteth  not  under  them  ;  but  happiness  is  subject  to 
change,'  and  to  be  afflicted  after  prosperous  days  is  a  grievous 
lot  for  mortals. 

Home  the  Argive  ship  will  bear  thee,  lady,  and  piercing 

'  oItov.  Barnes'  correction  oUrpov,  though  adopted  by  several 
editors,  is  not  very  prolxible,  as  Paley  points  out ;  for  why  should  tran- 
scribers  have  changed  an  obvious  epithet  to  a  difficult  noun? 

^  Xoxiav.     Nauck  reads  oXfiiav. 

^  Reading  w^vt  0»\ac  with  Portus  and  Markland. 

*  Reading  oif  fii/Xo^hVac  with  Musgrave.  Kochly's  'EXXtjioGi'Tai:  is 
plausible. 

*  Reading  KtlXovffa  rdv  with  Bothe  and  Monk. 

*  Paley  admits  Lenting's  correction  /i<ra/3<iX\a  S'  ev^aifiovia.  Badham 
suggests  Tif  rraXai,  retaining  the  MSS.  Sw^aifiovi^,  with  no  stop 
at  tur. 
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notes  from  mountain  Pan's  wax  fastened  reed,'  will  cheer 
the  rowers  to  their  task,  and  prophetic  Phoebus  will  bring 
his  deep-toned  lyre  with  seven  strings  and  escort  thee  with 
singing  to  fair  bright  Attica.  Thee  will  dashing  oar-blades 
speed  away,  leaving  me  still  here  ;  and  over  the  bows  of  thy 
speeding  bark  the  sheets  will  make  her  canvas  swell  against 
the  forestays  in  the  breeze.* 

Oh  !  to  tread  yon  dazzling  track  where  the  fiery  sun  goes 
gladly  forth,  and,  when  above  my  chamber-roof,  to  rest  the 
rapid  pinions  on  my  back  !  Oh  !  to  take  my  station  in  the 
dance,  where  once  at  noble  marriages '  I  circled  round  in 
friendly  strife  of  charms  *  with  my  compeers,  and  roused  them 
to  vie  with  the  rich  splendour  of  my  dress,  as  I  drew  my 
broidered  veil  about  me  and  shaded  my  cheek  with  cluster- 
ing curls. 

Tho.  Where  is  the  warder  of  these  tempre-gates,  the  maid 
of  Hellas  ?  Has  she  yet  begun  the  rites  on  the  strangers  ? 
are  their  bodies  ablaze  in  the  holy  shrine? 

Cho.  Here  she  is,  O  king,  to  explain  everything  to  thee. 

*  i,e.,  the  note  of  the  TfHnpavXniy  "  flute-player,"  who  gave  the  lime 
to  the  rowers. 

■'*  Reading — 

difii  ^'  \<rri'  tni  TrporovviQ  Kard 
irpt^tav  vTTtp  OToXov  tKTrtTaaovai  7r6c€C 
vabi^  I'jKVKOfiiroVf 

(Paley's  later  reading, ;  the  translation  also  follows  the  explanation  given 

in  his  note  aJ loc.). 

*  Reading-xopoTct^t  <rraiijvbOt  koli  Tr/ipc^poc— (Badham),  or  possibly 
irapoQH'  tvfoKtfioic  ydfioiQ  (Paley's  suggestion). 

*  Reading — 

ntpi  rroS*  iiXtaaovaa  ipiXa^ 

irpoc  iiXiKUfv  Otaaovc 

Tag  0'  djipoTrXovTOio  x^»2«C 

ei'c  ifHV  dpvvfiiva. 
In  this  way  a  hopelessly  corrupt  text  has  been  patched  up  by  Hermann, 
Markland,  and  otliers ;  but  it  still  remains  anything  but  satisfactory. 
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Tho.  Ha  !  daughter  of  Agamemnon,  why  art  thou  bear, 
mg  yon  image  of  the  goddess  in  thine  arms  from  the  sacred 
pedestal  ? 

Iph.  Stay  there,  O  king,  at  the  entrance. 
Tho.  What  news  now  in  the  temple,  Iphigenia? 
Iph.  Avaunt !  I  say  ;  {iunwi^  to  Thoas  to  explain)  'tis 
m  purity's  cause  I  utter  this  word. 

Tho.  What  is  thy  news,  requiring  such  a  preface  > 
Explain. 

Iph.  The  victims,  sire,  which  ye  had  captured  forme  are 
unclean. 

Tho.  Whac  proof  of  this  hast  thou?  or  is  it  mere  con- 
jecture ? 

Iph.  The  statue  of  the  goddess  turned  away  from  its 
position. 

Tho.  Of  its  own  accord,  or  did  an  earth(]uake  turn  it.> 
Iph.  Of  its  own  accord,  and  it  closed  its  eyes. 
Tho.  What  is  the  cause?  the  strangers'  pollution? 
Iph.  Ves,  that  and  nothing  else ;  they  have  committed  a 
crime. 

Tho.  Can  they  have  slain  one  of  mv  subjects  on  the 
beach  ? 

Iph.  They  brought  the  guilt  of  murder  with  them,— the 
guilt  of  kindred  slain 

Tho.  Who  was  their  victim  ?  I  am  desirous  of  learn- 
mg. 

Iph.  ' Twas  a  mother's  blood  they  spilt,  having  conspired 
to  stab  her.  ^ 

Tho.  O  Apollo  !  even  amongst  barbarians  none  would 
nave  had  the  heart  to  do  it. 

Iph.  They  were  hunted  from  every  corner  of  Hellas. 

Tho.  Is  this  the  reason  thou  art  carrying  the  imaee  from 
the  shrine? 

Iph.  Yes,  to  remove  it  from  the  taint  of  bloodshed  by 
placing  It  beneath  the  holy  firmament. 
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Tho.  In  what  way  didst  thou  discover  the  impurity  of 
these  strangers? 

Ii'H.  When  the  image  of  the  goddess  turned  away,  I 
questioned  them. 

Tho.  Thou  art  a  shrewd  daughter  of  Hellas  to  have 
guessed  this  so  cleverly. 

Iph.  Yea,  and  only  now  they  dangled  before  me  a  tempt- 
ing bait  to  catch  my  fancy 

Tho.  By  bringing  news  of  those  in  Argos  to  lure  thee  ? 

Iph.  Good  news  of  Orestes,  my  only  brother. 

Tho.  No  doubt  to  induce  thee  to  spare  them  for  their 
glad  tidings. 

Iph.  They  said  too  that  my  father  was  alive  and  well. 

Tho.  Naturally  thy  escape  was  a  reference  to  the  claims 
of  the  goddess. 

Iph.  Yes,  for  I  hate  all  Hellas,  that  betrayed  me. 

Tho.  What,  pray,  are  we  to  do  with  the  strangers? 

Iph.  We  must  piously  observe  the  established  custom. 

Tho.  Is  not  the  lustral  water  ready,  and  thy  knife  ? 

Iph.  My  purpose  is  to  cleanse  them  first  by  purifica- 
tion. 

Tho.  In  fresh  spring  water  or  salt  sea-spray  ? 

Iph.  The  sea  washes  away  from  man  all  that  is  ill. 

Tho.  True,  they  would  then  be  holier  victims  for  the 
goddess. 

Iph.  Yes,  and  this  would  suit  my  own  views  belter. 

Tho.  Well,  do  not  the  waves  dash  full  upon  the  temple- 
walls? 

Iph.  Solitude  is  necessary  ;  for  we  have  other  duties  to 
perform. 

Tho.  Take  them  where  thou  wilt ;  I  have  no  wish  to 
witness  what  may  not  be  told. 

Iph.  I  must  also  purify  the  image  of  the  goddess. 

Tho.  Yes,  if  any  taint  has  come  upon  it  from  the 
matricides. 
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Iph.  Had  there  been  none,  I  should  never  have  removed 
it  from  its  pedestal. 

Tho.  Thy  piety  and  forethought  are  right. 

Iph.  Let  me  have  the  things  thou  knowest  I  require. 

Tho.  Tis  for  thee  to  name  those  wants. 

Iph.   Load  the  strangers  with  fetters. 

Tho.  Whither  could  they  escai)e  from  thee  ? 

Iph.  Good  faith  is  quite  unknown  among  Hellenes. 

Tho.  (/o  his  sen^ants,)  Away,  and  bind  them,  sirrahs  ! 

Iph.  Next  let  them  bring  the  strangers  forth. 

Tho.  It  shall  be  done. 

Iph.  After  drawing  a  veil  over  their  heads— 
Tho.  In  presence  of  the  radiant  sun.' 

Iph.  Send  some  of  thy  attendants  with  me. 

Tho.   Here  are  those  who  will  form  thy  escort. 

Iph.  Also  dispatch  a  messenger  to  warn  the  citizens. 

Tho.  What  will  happen  ? 

Iph.  To  remain  indoors,  all  of  them. 

Tho.  Lest  they  meet  ^  with  murderers  ? 

Iph.  Aye,  for  such  things  bring  pollution. 

Tho.  {to  a  servant.)  Hence  and  proclaim  this  ! 

Iph.^  Above  all  must  my  friends — 

Tho.  Thou  meanest  me. 

Iph.  Keep  wholly  out  of  sight. 

Tho.  Thou  takest  good  heed  for  the  city's  weal. 

Iph.  No  wonder. 

Tho.  No  wonder  the  whole  city  looks  up  to  thee.* 

'  i.e.y  to  avoid  polluting  the  sun  by  exposing  a  murderer  to  its  rays. 
^  Reading  avvavTbiKnv  with  Elmsley. 

*  The  reading  and  arrangement  of  lines  1 2 10-14  follows  that  of  Jerram, 
based  upon  conjectures  and  alterations  by  Elmsley  and  Hermann,  e.g.\ 
7€  hi  IS  read  for  oiinQ  m  1.  12 12,  and  ei'rorwf  is  inserted  in  1.  1214  ; 
also  lines  1 212- 13  are  transposed.  These  changes,  though  somewhat 
sweeping,  are  less  so  than  most  which  have  been  attempted. 

*  Dindorf  rejects  1.  1214  as  an  interpolation,  urorwc  was  assigned  to 
Iphigenia  by  Hermann  to  complete  the  metre  ;  Schone  admits  ^, 
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Iph.  Do  thou  stay  here   before  the  shrine  to  help  the 
goddess.* 

Tho.  With  what  object  ? 

Iph.  Purify  the  building  with  torches. 

Tho.  That  thou  mayst  find  it  pure  on  thy  return  ? 

Iph.  As  soon  as  the  strangers  pass  out  — 

Tho.  What  must  I  do? 

Iph.   Hold  thy  robe  before  thine  eyes. 

Tho.  To  avoid  the  murderer's  taint? 

Iph.   But  if  I  appear  to  be  tarrying  over  long — 

Tho.  Is  there  to  be  any  limit  to  my  waiting  ? 

Iph.  Feel  no  surprise. 

Tho.  Take  thine  own  time  and  serve  the  goddess  well. 

Iph.  Oh  may  this  purification  have  the  end  I  wish  ! 

'I'ho.  I  add  my  prayers  to  that.  [Exit  Thoas. 

Iph.  Behold,  I  see  the  strangers  just  leaving  the  temple 
with  ornaments  for  the  goddess  and  young  lambs  for  me 
to  purge  the  taint  of  blood  by  shedding  more ;  with  blazing 
torches  too,  and  all  else  that  I  myself  prescribed  for  the 
cleansing  of  the  strangers  and  the  goddess. 

Away  from  this  pollution,  citizens  !  each  warden  of  the 
temple-gates  keeping  pure  his  hands  in  Heaven's  service ; 
whoso  is  eager  to  marry  a  wife ;  all  women  labouring  with 
child  ;  hence  !  hence  !  away  !  that  this  pollution  cross  not 
your  path. 

{Aside.)  Virgin  Queen,  daughter  of  Zeus  and  Latona!  if  I 
wash  the  murderers  of  their  guilt  and  sacrifice  where  'tis  right 
I  should,  thy  temple  will  be  pure  for  thy  habitation,  and  we 
shall  be  blest ;  more  I  say  not,  but  still  my  meaning  is  plain 
to  thee,  goddess,  and  to  those  like  thee  who  know  the  rest. 

[Exit  Iphigenia. 

Cho.  Fair  was  the  child   Latona  bore   one  day  in  the 

'   Paley's  suggeste(J  restoration  of  this  passage  is  extremely  plausible  ; 
ayviffai  \pi)  abv  fiiXaOpov. 
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fruitful  vales  of  Delos,  a  babe  with  golden  hair,'  well  skilled 
in  harping  and  ^  his  darling  archery,  and,  leaving  the  scene  of 
her  glorious  travail,  she  brought  him  from  that  sea-beat  ridge 
to  the  peak  of  Parnassus,  parent  '  of  gashing  streams,  where 
Dionysus  holds  his  revels.     There  'neath  the  shade  of  leafy 
bays  a  speckled  snake  with  blood-red   eyes,  armoured  in 
gleaming  scales,'  an  earth-born  monster,  huge,  terrific,  kept 
guard  oer  the  oracle  beneath  the  ground  ;  but  thou,  whilst 
yet  a  babe  still  struggling  in  thy  mother's  arms,  didst  slay 
him,  }  hcebus,  and  enter  on  most  holy  prophecy,  and  thou 
sittest  on  the  golden  tripod,  thy  throne  of  truth,  dispensing 
Heaven  s  oracles  to  men  from  beneath  the  sanctuary,  in  thy 
home  at  earth's  centre,  hard  by  the  founts  of  Castaly. 

But  when  Apollo's'  coming  had  dispossessed  Earth's 
daughter,  Ihemis,  of  the  holy  oracles,  her  mother  raised  a 
brood  of  nightly  phantoms  seen  in  dreams,  telling  to  many 
a  mortal  wight,  as  he  lay  asleep «  in  the  darkness,  what  has 
been  and  yet  shall  be ;  and  Earth,  jealous  for  her  daughter's 
sake,  robbed  Phoebus  of  the  honour  of  his  oracles  ;  but  he 
the  prince,  went  hurrying  off  to  Olympus  and  twined  his 
childish  arms  round '  Zeus's  throne,  beseeeching  him  to  take 

finite^vth'"^  *«'/^-'^s  ^  gloss  with  Musgrave.     Kirchhoff  thinks  a 
read  J    V;  7  "''"''  Xov.o.o.a.,  such  as  Tncr,  ;  and  he  would 

2JT.^     "V"   •  ''^^'  ^'"'  ''  '^  P^^^'^'^  »«  understand  the  passage 
without  these  alterations.  passage 

J  Reading   ^  Weil's  excellent  correction  of  a.  which  latter  would 
introduce  a  most  awkward  allusion  to  Artemis. 

'^   Reading  ^larfp'  i,\  Seidler's  correction  of  ^inrrip. 
For  Karaxa\,o,,  which  mo.t  editors  regard  as  spurious,  l^adham's 
TeXiL?    -^''^-"^''^^--^-Cis  the  mo.  iLppyofa  host  oJ 

^'   Reading  arrn^a.aar  'A:roXXa>..  with  Seidler  instead  of  «,r^. 

e^^'^^::r^tr^^        '''  '''''^  ^-  Badham.^.,.  ...... 
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from  his  Pythian  home  the  visions  nightly  sent  by  angry 
Earth  ;  and  Zeus  smiled  to  see  his  son  come  straight  to  him, 
because  he  would  keep  his  worship,  rich  in  precious  gifts  • 
and  he  nodded  his  locks,  promising  to  stop  the  voices  heard 
at  night,  and  took  from  mortals  the  divination^  of  darkness, 
restoring  his  honours  to  Loxias,  and  to  mortals  their  conti- 
dence  in  the  oracles  he  chanted  on  his  throne  amid  the 
throng  of  pilgrims. 

Mfs.  Guardians  of  the  temple  and  ministers  of  the  altar, 
where  is  Thoas  the  king  of  this  land?  throw  wide  those 
bolted  doors  and  call  the  monarch  outside  the  building. 

Cho.  \\'hat  is  wrong?  if  I  may  speak  unbidden. 

Mes.  The  pair  of  youths  have  disappeared,  seeking  to  fly 
the  land,  by  the  tricks  of  Agamemnon's  child,  and  they  have 
taken  the  sacred  statue  in  the  hold  of  their  ship. 

Cho.  Incredible  !  But  the  king  of  the  land,  whom  thou 
wishest  to  see,  has  already  left  the  shrine  in  hot  haste. 

Mes.  Whither  away?  for  he  must  be  told  what  is  happen- 
ing. 

Cho.  We  know  not ;  but  set  off  in  pursuit,  and,  when  thou 
hast  found  him,  tell  thy  news. 

Mes.  See  how  treacherous  women  are!  Ve^  have  had 
some  share  in  these  doings. 

Cho.  Art  mad  ?  What  have  we  to  do  with  the  strangers' 
escape?  Away  and  lose  no  time  in  reaching  thy  master's 
gates ! 

Mes.  Not  until  some  one  makes  this  point  quite  clear, 
whether  the  ruler  of  the  land  is  in  the  shrine  or  not. 

What  ho  !  unbar  the  doors  !  to  those  inside  I  call ;  tell  my 
master  I  am  here  at  the  gate  with  heavy  news  for  him. 

Tho.  {appearing  at  the  temple  door.)  Who  is  raising  this 
uproar  at  the  temple,  battering  the  doors  and  spreading 
panic  within  ? 

*   Reading  ^nvrotrvvav  with  Markland  for  XaOovviap  of  MSS. 
^  Paley  reads  iuT«Tri  y'  Cor  n'tTtfrri  6'. 
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Mes.  These  women  tried  to  get  me  away,  asserting 
falsely '  that  thou  wert  gone  forth,  though  in  the  temple  all 
the  time. 

Tho.  What  did  they  expect  to  gain?  What  was  their 
object  ? 

Mes.  I  will  tell  thee  about  them  later;  listen  now  to  the 
matter  in  hand.  The  maid  Iphigenia,  who  used  to  be  the 
priestess  here,  has  fled  the  land  with  the  strangers,  taking  the 
goddess's  holy  image  with  her ;  that  cleansing  was  all  a  sham. 

Tho.   How  now?  what  evil  influence  possessed  her?^ 

Mes.  In  her  eflbrts  to  save  Orestes.  Yes,  that  will 
astonish  thee. 

Tho.  Which  Orestes?  him  whom  the  daughter  of 
Tyndareus  bare? 

Mes.  Him  whom  our  goddess  consecrated  to  herself  at 
her  altar. 

Tho.  Miraculous  event !    How  can  I  find  too  strong  a 

name  for  thee  ? 

Mks.  Turn  not  thy  attention  thither,  but  listen  to  me; 
and,  when  thou  hast  heard  all  and  weighed  the  matter, 
devise  a  means  of  pursuit  to  hunt  the  strangers  down. 

Tho.  Say  on,  for  thy  words  are  good  ;  'tis  no  short  voyage 
they  have  before  them,  that  so  they  can  escape  my  ships. 

Mes.  As  soon  as  we  reached  the  beach  where  the  ship  of 
Orestes  was  moored  in  hiding,  the  daughter  of  Agamemnon 
signed  to  us,  whom  thou  sentest  with  her  to  carry  fetters  for 
the  strangers,  to  stand  aloof,  as  if  she  were  about  to  light 
the  mystic  flame  and  offer  the  cleansing  rites,  which  she  had 
come  to  perform.  Holding  in  her  hands  the  cord  that 
bound  the  strangers,  she  went  on  behind  them.  This  seemed 
suspicious,  sire,   but  thy  attendants  were  satisfied.     After 

^  Reading,  as  Paley  does  with  Pierson,  ^tv^ut^  \iyov<xai  fi^  aiH' 
(iTrifKavvov  dofivji'. 

■^  Regarded  from  Iphigenia's  point  of  view,  this  may  also  mean  "  what 
favouring  circumstance  obtainijig?" 
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a  while,  to  make  us  think  she  was  really  doing  something 
unusual,  she  lifted  up  her  voice  and  began  chanting  magic 
spells  m  a  strange  tongue,  as  if  forsooth  she  were  cleansing 
them  of  their  blood-guiltiness.    Now  after  we  had  continued 
sittmg  a  long  time,  it  occurred  to  us  that  the  strangers  might 
have  broken  loose  and  slain  her  and  taken  to  flight ;  still  as 
we  were  afraid  of  witnessing  what  we  ought  not  to  have  seen 
we  remained  seated  in  silence,  until  at  last  the  same  proposal 
^as  made  by  all  of  us,  to  go  to  them,  although  no  leave  was 
given.     And  there  we  see  the  hull  of  a  ver  sel  of  Hellas  with 
winged  broadside  of  oar-blades  fitted  to  it,  and  fifty  sailors 
oar  in  hand,  at  the  tholes,  and  the  youths,  now  free,  standing 
astern  the  ship;  while  some  were  steadying  the  prow  with 
poles,  others  hanging  the  anchor  to  the  cat-heads,  and  the 
rest  hauling  in  cables,'  getting  ladders  ready  the  while  and 
lettmg  them  down  into  the  sea  for  the  strangers'  use.     Now 
when  we  saw  their  crafty  tricks,  we  laid  hold  of  the  stranger 
maid  and  the  haw.sers  recklessly,  trying  at  the  same  time  to 
unship  the  helm  from  the  gallant  craft  through  its  rudder- 
port ;  and  words  passed  between  us  :    *'  What  pretext  have 
ye  for  this  stealthy  raid  on  images  and  priestesses  from  our 
land  ?  who,  and  whose  son  art  thou  that  seekest  to  smuggle 
this  maiden  hence?"     And  answer  came,  "I  am  Orestes, 
the  son  of  Agamemnon,  this  maiden's  own  brother,  that  thou 
ma>^t  learn  the  truth  ;  for  she  whom  I  am  taking  hence  with 
me  is  the  sister  I  once  lost  from  my  home."     None  the  less 
we  held  the  stranger  maid  and  were  for  forcing  her  to  follow 
us  to  thee,  and  that  was  how  my  cheeks  came  by  these 
fearful  blows ;  for  they  had  no  weapons  in  their  hands,  nor 
yet  had  we ;  but  there  was  sturdy  buffeting  of  fists,  and  'like- 
wise feet  were  aimed  at  side  and  heart  by  both  those  youths,  [so 

'  Line  1352  has  been  suspected  by  some  editors  ;  if  it  be  omitted  and 
Kipchhofi's  St^oiTig  read  for  St  Sdvrtg,  all  difficulty  is  removed.  Paley 
supposes  some  confusion  to  have  arisen  from  the  combination  of  two 
readings. 
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we  closed  with  them  and  were  at  once  exhausted  *].  Then 
we  fled  to  the  chff,  most  terribly  rharked,  covered  with 
bloody  weals,  some  on  their  heads  and  others  on  their  eyes  ; 
but  once  stationed  on  the  rocks,  we  fought  more  cautiously 
and  began  by  pelting  them  with  stones;  but  archers,  posted  oh 
the  stern,  kept  us  off  with  arrows,  compelling  us  to  retire  to 
a  distance.  Meantime  a  monster  wave  had  driven  the  vessel 
shoreward,  and  as  the  maiden  '  feared  to  wet  her  feet,  Orestes 
took  his  sister  on  his  left  shoulder,  and,  stepping  into  the 
sea,  he  leapt  upon  the  ladder  and  set  her  down  inside  the 
gallant  ship,  with  the  image  of  the  daughter  of  Zeus,  which 
fell  from  heaven.  Anon  a  voice  was  heard  s[)eaking  from 
the  vessel's  midst,  "  Ye  miiriners  of  Hellas !  grip  your  oars  and 
dash  the  billows  into  foam,  for  now  the  prize  is  ours,  which  we 
sailed  to  the  Euxine  Sea  to  win,  through  the  jaws  of  the 
clashing  rocks." 

With  deep-drawn  sighs  of  joy  they  smote  the  brine,  and 
the  ship  made  way,  so  long  as  she  was  inside  the  haven,  but, 
meeting  a  furious  surge,  as  she  was  crossing  the  harbour- bar, 
she  began  to  labour ;  for  on  a  sudden  a  tempestuous  wind 
arose  and  forced  her '  shoreward  stern  foremost ;  *  and  the 
rowers  tugged  and  strained  to  fight  the  wave,  but  still  its  back- 
ward wash  would  drive  their  ship  to  land  again.  Then 
Agamemnon's  daughter  rose  and  prayed,  "  O  daughter  of 
Latona,  save  me,  bring  thy  priestess  unto  Hellas  out  of  this 
savage  land,  and  pardon  my  theft.  As  thou,  O  goddess, 
lovest  thy  brother,  so  believe  that  I  too  love  my  kiih  and 

*  This  verse  is  corrupt,  or  more  probably  spurious,  as  Paley  hokls  ;  of 
the  numerous  emendations  proposed  not  one  can  be  called  in  the 
slightest  degree  probable.     Hermann  suggests  wc  np  IwaTrrm'. 

^  Reading    TrapOtvift    with    Badham,    who    thus   supplied    the  MSS. 
lacuna. 

'  Reading  aKOiffog  with  Wecklein  for  the  corrupt  t-fu/f  of  the 
MSS. 

*  Reading  iraXtfiirpvfii'tic'r,  Hermann's  restoration  from  Hcs>chrt»«. 
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km."  Therewith  the  sailors  sung  their  paean  to  second  the 
maiden's  prayer,  and,  baring  their  arms  from  the  shoulder 
down,  gripped  their  oars  tightly  at  the  boatswain's  cry.  But 
ever  nearer  to  the  rocks  the  ship  drew  on,  and  some  sprang 
mto  the  sea,  others  began  fastening  twisted  nooses  to  the 
shore;  while  I  was  straightway  sent  hither  to  thee,  my  liege, 
to  announce  what  had  befallen  there.  So  haste  thee  hence 
with  gyves  and  cords  ;  for,  imless  the  waves  grow  calm,  those 
strangers  have  no  hoj)e  of  safety. 

It  is  Poseidon,  majestic  ruler  of  the  main,  who  is  regarding 
Ilium  with  favour  but  frowning  on  the  race  of  Pelops  ;  and 
now,  it  seems,  he  will  deliver  up  into  thy  hands  and  the 
hands  of  thy  subjects  the  son  of  Agamemnon  with  his  sister, 
for  she  stands  convicted  of  faithlessness  to  the  goddess 
in  forgetting  the  sacrifice  at  Aulis.'  [Exit  Messenger. 

Cho.  Alas  for  thee,  Iphigenia  !  once  more  within  the 
tyrant's  clutch  thou  wilt  be  slain  with  thy  brother. 

Tho.  Ho  :  every  dweller  in  this  foreign  land,  up  and 
bridle  your  steeds  and  gallop  to  the  l)each  !  there  await  the 
stranding  of  the  Hellenes'  ship,  and  then  hunt  the  godless 
wretches  eagerly  with  the  help  of  the  goddess.  Go,  you 
others,  and  launch  my  swiftest  galleys,  that  we  may  either 
overhaul  ihem  by  sea  or  ride  them  down  by  land  and  hurl 
them  headlong  from  a  })recipice  or  impale  their  limbs  on 
stakes. 

{Turning  to  the  Chorus.)  As  for  you  women,  their 
accomplices  herein,  I  will  punish  you  hereafter,  when  1  have 
leisure,  but  now  with  the  present  business  before  me,  I  will 
not  remain  idle. 

Ath.  Whither,  King  Thoas,  whither  art  thou  carrying 
this  pursuit  ?    Hearken  to  the  words  of  Athena  who  is  here 

'  Editors  regard  11.  14 18-9  with  some  suspicion  as  they  stand,  and 
it  is  difficult  to  see  how  the  Greek  can  bear  the  obvious  meaning, 
liadham's  suggestion  »/^rou  roin'  kv\iCi  lifti'iifiortvToi'Viay  is  intelligible, 
with  Kochly's  and  Nauck's  further  emendation  dfiinifi  'I'uroi;. 
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Cease  pursuing  or  sending  soldiers  streaming  after  them  ; 
for  Orestes  was  destined  by  Apollo's  oracle  to  come  hither, 
first  to  escape  the  fury  of  the  avenging  fiends,  and  then  to 
convey  his  sister  home  to  Argos  and  the  sacred  image  to 
my  land,  [a  respite  from  his  present  afflictions].'  This 
I  say  to  thee ;  and  for  Orestes,  whom  they  ihinkest  to  catch 
at  sea  and  slay,  e'en  now  is  Poseidon  guiding  him  hence  on 
his  ship  for  my  sake,  smoothing  the  surHice  of  the  deep. 

Orestes,— thou  hearest  the  voice,  for  it  is  a  goddess  speak- 
ing, although  thou  art  not  here,— mark  well  my  hests,  take 
the  image  and  thy  sister,  and  go  hence ;  and  when  thou  art 
come  to  Athens,  that  god-built  town,  thou  wilt  find  a  spot 
upon  the  utmost  bounds  of  Attica,  bordering  on  Carystus' 
ridge,  a  holy  place  called  Halae  by  my  people.  There 
build  a  temple  and  set  up  the  image,  named  after  the  Taurian 
land  and  the  labours  long  endured  by  thee  in  ranging  Hellas 
to  and  fro  through  the  goading  of  avenging  fiends.  Hence- 
forth shall  mortal  men  chant  her  praises  as  Artemis  the  Taurian 
goddess.  Ordain  this  law  also ;  when  the  people  celebrate 
her  festival,  the  priest,  to  compensate  her  for  thy  sacrifice, 
must  hold  his  knife  to  a  human  throat  and  blood  must  flow 
to  satisfy  the  sacred  claims  of  the  goddess,  that  she  may  have 
her  honours. 

As  for  thee,  Iphigenia,  thou  must  keep  her  temple-keys 
at  Brauron's  hallowed  path  of  steps;'  there  shalt  thou  die  and 
there  shall  they  bury  thee,  honouring  thee  with  offerings  of 
robes,  e'en  all  the  finely-woven  vestments  left  in  their  homes 
by  such  as  die  in  childbirth.  (To  Thoas.)  And  I  charge 
thee  send  these  daughters  of  Hellas  on  their  way  hence 
because  of  their  righteous  decision  ' I  saved  thee 

'  Line  1442  is  rejjarded  by  Kirchhoff  and  most  editors  as  spurious. 
*''  Said  to  refer  to  steps  cut  in  the  rock  leading  to  the  temple  of 
Artemis  at  Brauron. 

'  Kirchhoflf  and  others  after  Bro<laeus  mark  a  lacuna  after  1.  1468, 
though  yvii^ni:  i^iKaiai:  ovptK  mi^ht  connect  with  what  preceded^  signi' 
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once  before,  Orestes,  when  I  allotted  the  votes  equally  on 
the  hill  of  Ares  ;  and  this  shall  be  an  ordinance  ; '  whoever 
secures  an  equal  division  of  votes  wins  his  case.  So  bear 
thy  sister  from  the  land,  son  of  Agamemnon,  and  thou,  Thoas, 
be  no  longer  angr}'. 

Tho.  Whoso  hears  the  voice  of  God  and  disobeys  is  no 
sane  man,  O  queen  Athena.  For  my  part,  I  am  not  wroth 
with  Orestes  or  his  sister,  though  he  has  taken  the  image 
hence  ;  for  what  credit  is  there  in  sirugglmg  with  the  mighty 
gods?  Let  them  go  with  the  goddess's  image  to  thy  land  and 
there  erect  it  to  their  joy.  Moreover  I  will  send  these 
women  to  Hellas,  their  happy  home,  as  thou  commandest 
me,  and  will  check  my  spear  which  I  am  lifting  against  the 
strangers,  and  stop  the  sailing  of  my  ships,  since  this  is  thy 
good  pleasure,  goddess. 

Ath.  Well  said ;  for  necessity  is  stronger  than  thee,  aye, 
and  than  the  gods. 

Go,  ye  breezes,  waft  the  son  of  Agamemnon  on  his  way 
to  Athens ;  and  I  myself  will  share  his  voyage,  keeping  the 
image  of  my  sister  safe. 

Cho.  Go  and  luck  go  with  you,  happy  in  your  preser- 
vation !  ^ 

Hail  to  thee  :  Pallas  Athena,  name  revered  by  deathless 
gods  as  well  as  mortal  men  !  we  will  perform  all  thy  bidding ; 
for  very  welcome  and  unlooked  for  are  the  words  I  have 
heard. 

Most  holy  Victory  :  possess  my  life  and  never  grudge  thy 
crown  ! 

fying  the  just  decision  of  the  Chorus  in  agreeing  to  help  Iphigenia  in 
saving  Orestes  and  Pylades;  but  the  words,  which  follow,  show  no  such 
connection,  the  transition  to  Orestes  being  too  abrupt  and  inconsequent. 

'  Reading  with  Markland  Kai  fofiiafi'  ttrrai  roSi  (Kbchly  vofiifxov). 

*  Connecting  ri/j.-  (rw^o/x.-wjc  with  fioipac,  rather  than  with  Artemis  or 
Iphigenia,  as  Reishe  and  Paley  respectively  do  ;  but  the  phrase  rPjg 
out:ofiiinji-  fioifMf^  i'vai,  "  to  be  of  the  number  of  the  saved,"  is  quoted  by 
Musgrave  from  Aristides,  the  orator,  and  perhaps  that  is  the  meaning 
here. 
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DRAMATIS   PEKhuN/t. 

A(;a.mf.mxon. 

ArrENDAXT,  A\  Old  Man. 
Chorus  of  Women  ok  Chalcis. 
Men  EL  A  us. 

Cl.VTEMNESTRA. 
Il'lIIC.ENIA. 

Achilles. 
Messenger. 


Scene.— The  seacoast  at  Aulis. 


Ac  A.  Old  man,  come  hither  and  stand  before  my 
dwelling. 

Att.  I  come ;  what  new  schemes  now,  king  Agamemnon  ? 

Aga.  Thou  shalt  hear. 

AiT.  I  am  all  eagerness.  'Tis  little  enough  sleep  old  age 
allows  me  and  keenly  it  watches  o'er  my  eyes. 

Aga.  What  can  that  star  be,  steering  his  course  yonder  ? 

Arr.  Sirius,  still  shooting  o'er  the  zenith  on  his  way  near 
the  Pleiads'  sevenfold  track. 

[Aga.]  '  The  birds  are  still  at  any  rate  and  the  sea  is  calm  ; 
[hushed  are  the  winds,  and  silence  broods  o'er  this  narrow 

firth. 

[Arr.]  Then  why  art  thou  outside  thy  tent,  why  so  rest- 
less, my  lord  Agamemnon  ?]  All  is  yet  quiet  here  in  Aulis, 
the  watch  on  the  v/alls  is  not  yet  astir.     Let  us  go  in. 

Aga.  I  envy  thee,  old  man,  aye,  and  every  man  who  leads 
a  life  secure,  unknown  and  unrenowned ;  but  little  I  envy 

those  in  office. 

Att.  And  yet  'tis  there  we  place  the  be-all  and  end-all  of 

existence.^ 

Aga.  Aye,  but   that    is  where  the  danger  comes;   and 

'  The  arrangement  of  the  following  lines  is  uncertain.  Monk,  omit- 
ting n.  10-13,  (Tiyai  r—dvaK  as  interpolated,  gives  the  whole  passage 
down  to  1.  16,  aTtixijjfifv  tVw,  to  the  aged  attendant.  Paley  considers 
this  the  most  likely  arrangement. 

^  Others  join  itravOa  (iiov,  "in  this  position  in  life.'' 
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amb.fon,    sweet   .hough  it  seems,  briogs  sorrow  with  its 
near   approach.     At  one   time   the    unsatisfied   claims  of 
^^  Heaven  upset  our  hfe.  at  another  the  numerous  peevish 
tancies  of  our  subjects  shatter  it. 

An.   I  hke  not  these  sentiments  in  one  who  is  a  chief. 
It  was  not  to  enjoy  all  blessings  .hat  Atreus  begot  thee  O 
Agamemnon ;    but    thou   must   needs  experien<:e  joy  and 
sorrow  ahke  mortal  as  thou  art.     E'en  though  thou  like  it 
not,  th.s  IS  what  the  go.Is  <lecree  ;  but  tho,.,  after  letting  thy 
taper  spread  its  light  abroad,  writest  the  letter  which  is  still 
-n  thy  hands  and  then  erasest  the  same  words  again,  sealing 
and   re.openmg  the  scroll,  then  flinging  the  tablet  to  the 
ground  w.th  floods  of  tears  and  leaving  nothing  undone  in 
hy   aimless    lH;hav.our   to  stamp   thee   mad.     What   is  it 
troubles  thee?  what  news  is  there  aff^ecting  thee,'  my  liege' 
Come  share  wMh  me  ,hy  story ;  ,0  a  loyal  and  trusty  heart 
v.lt  thou  be  telhng  ,t ;  for  Tyndarcus  sent  me  that  day  to 
form  part  of  thy  wife's  dowry  and  to  wait  upon  the  bride 
With  loyalty. 

Aga.  Leda,  the  daughter  of  Thestius,  had  three  children 
maidens  Pha.be,  Clytemnestra  my  wife,  and  Helen  ;  this  last' 
it  was  who  had  for  wooers  the  foremost  of  the  favoured  sons 
of  Hellas;  but  terrible  threats  of  spilling  his  rival's  blood 
were  uttered  by  each  of  them,  should  he  fail  to  win  the  maid 
Novv  the  matter  filled  Tyndareus,  her  father,  with  perplexity  ' 
at  length  th.s  thought  occurred  to  him;  the  suitors  shouM 
swear  unto  each  other  and  join  right  hands  thereon  and 
pour  libafons  w,th  burnt-sacrifice,  binding  themselves  by 
this  curse,      U  hoever  wins  the  child  of  Tyndareus  for  wife 
him  will  we  assist,  in  case  a  rival  takes  her  from  his  house 
and  goes  h.s  way,  robbing  her  husband  of  his  rights;  and  we 

'  TO  0,\6r,^ior  of  the  MSS.,  but  the  verse  is  proba!,Iy  corrupt    bein^ 
regarded  by  Hermann  and  Dindorfas  a  gloss  on  ro  caxi        ^  '         ^ 
TTif,  ero.,  but  Monk's  irapa  aa,  -what  news  has  reached  lhee?'» 
IS  a  plausible  emendation.  culucu  mecr 
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will  march  against  that  man  in  armed  array  and  raze  his 
city  to  the  ground,  Hellene  no  less  than  barbarian." 

Now  when  they  had  once  pledged  their  word  and  old 
Tyndareus  with  no  small  cleverness  had  beguiled  them  by 
his  shrewd  device,  he  allowed  his  <laughter  to  choose  from 
among  her  suitors  the  one  towards  whom'  the  breath  of 
love  might  fondly  waft  her.  Her  choice  fell  on  Menelaus ; 
would  she  had  never  taken  him  !  Anon  there  came  to 
Lacedaemon  from  Phrygia's  folk  the  man  who,  legend  says, 
adjudged  the  goddesses'  dispute  ;  in  robes  of  gorgeous  hue, 
ablaze  with  gold,  in  true  barbaric  pomp ;  and  he,  finding 
Menelaus  gone  from  home,  carried  Helen  off  with  him  to  his 
steading  on  Ida,  a  willing  paramour.  Goaded  to  frenzy 
Menelaus  flew  through  Hellas,  invoking  the  ancient  oath 
exacted  by  Tyndareus  and  declaring  the  duty  of  helping  the 
injured  husband.  VVIiereat  the  chivalry  of  Hellas,  brandish- 
ing their  spears  and  donning  their  harness,  came  hither  to 
the  narrow  straits  of  Aulis  with  armaments  of  ships  and 
troops,  with  many  a  steed  and  many  a  car,  and  they  chose 
me  to  captain  them  all  ^  for  the  sake  of  Menelaus,  since  I 
was  his  brother.  Would  that  some  other  had  gained  that 
distinction  instead  of  me  !  But  after  the  army  was  gathered 
and  come  together,  we  still  remained  at  Aulis  weather-bound  ; 
and  Calchas,  the  seer,  bade  us  in  our  perplexity  sacrifice  my 
own  begotten  child  Iphigenia  to  Artemis,  whose  home  is  in 
this  land,  declaring  that  if  we  offered  her,  we  should  sail  and 
sack  the  Phrygians'  capital,  but  if  we  forbore,  this  was  not 
for  us.'  When  I  heard  this,  I  commanded  Talthybius  with 
loud  proclamation  to  disband  the  whole  host,  as  I  could  ^ 
never   bear  to   slay   daughter   of  mine.      Whereupon    my 

'  Reading  Jir»/>wilh  Boissonade  and  Monk.  Hermann  retaining  oroi> 
gives  the  sense  as,  **  whosesoever  love,  acceptable  to  her,  impelled  her  to 
choose  him." 

^  Paley  reads  nam  for  MSS.  rgra.     Others  gives  Kc'tpra. 

^  Nautk  rejects  1.  93. 
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brother,  bringing  every  argument  to  bear,  persuaded  me  nt 
last  to  face  the  crime ;  so  I  wrote  in  a  folded  scroll  and  sent 
to  my  wife,  bidding  her  despatch  our  daughter  to  me  on  the 
pretence  of  wedding  Achilles,  at  the  same  time  magnifvin<r 
his  exalted  rank  and  saying  that  he  refused  to  sail  with' the 
Achaeans,    unless    a   bride   of    our   lineage    should   go   to 
l^hthia.     Yes,  this  was  the  inducement  I  offe^-ed  my  wif.- 
inventing,  as  I  did,  a  sham  marriage  for  the  maiden.    Of  all 
the  Achaeans  we  alone  know  the  real  truth,  Calchas,  Odysseus 
Menelaus  and  myself;  but  that  which  I  then  decided  wrongly' ' 
I  now  rightly  countermand  again  in  this  scroll,  wliich  thou' 
old  man.  hast  found  me  opening  and  resealing  beneath  thJ 
shade  of  night.     Up  now  and  away  with  this  missive  to 
Argos,  and   I  will   tell  thee  by  word  of  mouth  all   that  is 
written  herein,  the  contents  of  the  folded  scroll,  for  thou  art 
loyal  to  my  wife  and  house. 

Arr.  Say  on  and  make  it  plain,  that  what  my  tongue 
utters  may  accord  with  what  thou  hast  written. 

Aga.  "  Daughter  of  Leda,  in  addition  to  my  first  letter^  I 
now  send  thee  word  not  to  despatch  thy  daughter  to  Eubcea's 
embosomed  wing,  to  the  waveless  bay  of  Aulis  ;  for  after  all 
we  will  celebrate  our  child's  wedding  at  another  time." 

AiT.  And  how  will  Achilles,  cheated  of  his  bride,  curb 
the  fury  of  his  indignation  against  thee  and  thy  wife? 
Aga.  Here  also  is  a  danger.' 
Att.  Tell  me  what  thou  meanest. 

Aga.  It  is  but  his  name,  not  himself,  that  Achilles  is 
lending,  knowing  nothing  of  the  marriage  or  of  my  scheming 
or  my  professed  readiness  to  betroth  my  daughter  to  him  fo" 
a  husband's  embrace.^ 

'  Paley  follows  Musgrave  in  assigning  these  words  to  Agamemnon 
assuming  that  the  k.ng  passes  over  the  servant's  last  remark  and  adds  i 
new  cause  of  alarm,  v,z.,  the  fraud  that  is  being  practised  on  Achilles. 

Lmes   124-32   are   rejected    by   some   editors.      Hennig  supposes 
them  to  be  the  work  of  the  younger  Euripides. 


395 


i 


Arr.  A  dreadful  venture  thine,  king  Agamemnon  !  thou 
that,  by  promise  of  thy  daughter's  hand  to  the  son  of  the 
goddess,  wert  for  bringing  the  maid  hither  to  be  sacrificed 
for  the  Danai. 

Aga  Woe  is  me!  ah  woe!  I  am  utterly  distraught; 
bewilderment  comes  o'er  me. 

Away  !  hurry  thy  steps,  yielding  nothing  to  old  age. 
Att.  In  haste  I  go,  my  liege. 

Aga.  Sit  not  down  by  woodland  founts;  scorn  the 
witcheries  of  sleep. 

Att.  Hush  !' 

Aga.  And  when  thou  passest  any  place  where  roads 
diverge,  cast  thine  eyes  all  round,  taking  heed  that  no  mule- 
wain  pass  by  on  rolling  wheels,  bearing  my  daughter  hither 
to  the  ships  of  the  Danai,  and  thou  see  it  not. 

Att.  It  shall  be  so. 

Aga.  Start  then  from  the  bolted  gates,"  and  if  thou  meet 
the  escort,  start  ihem  back  again,  and  drive  at  full  speed  to 
the  abodes  of  the  Cyclopes. 

Arr.  But  tell  me,  how  shall  my  message  find  credit  with 
thy  wife  or  child  ? 

Aga.  Preserve  the  seal  which  thou  bearest  on  this  scroll. 
Away !  already  the  dawn  is  growing  grey,  lighting  the  lamp 
of  day  yonder  and  the  fire  of  the  sun's  four  steeds  ;  help  me 
in  my  trouble.  [e^/^  Attendant. 

None  of  mortals  is  prosperous  or  happy  to  the  last,  for 
none  was  ever  born  to  a  painless  life.      [£xif  Agamemnon. 

Cho.  To  the  sandy  beach  of  sea-coast  Aulis  I  came  after 
a  voyage  through  the  tides  of  Euripus,  leaving  Chalcis  on 
its  narrow  firth,  my  city  which  feedeth  the  waters  of  far- 

'  The  old  man  cuts  short  Agamemnon's  warnings,  as  being  an  un- 
called-for reflection  on  his  own  loyalty. 

-'  Paley  retains  the  MSS.  K\y9piou  ^'  Unpfia,  omitting  vip  with  Monk 
in  I.  150;  VVecklein,  reading  t^ojo/iw^oic  to  agree  with  vofiiratc,  retains 
I'll',     llemiann  transposes  the  verse  after  1.  152,  and  so  Nauck  edits. 
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famed  Arethusa  near  the  sea,  [that  I  mi.-lit  behold  the  army 
of  the  Achaeans  and  the  ships  rowed  by  those  god-like 
heroes ;  for  our  husbands  lell  us  that  fair  haired  Menelaus 
and  high-born  Agamemnon  are  leading  them  to  Troy  on  a 
thousand  ships  in  ([uest  of  the  lady  Helen,  whom  herdsman 
Paris  carried  off  from  the  banks  of  reedy  Eurotas,— his 
guerdon  from  Ai)hrodite,  when  that  (jueen  of  Cyprus  entered 
beauty's  lists  with  Hera  and  Pallas  at  the  gushing  fount.'  ] 

Through  the  grove  of  Artemis,  rich  with  sacrifice,  I  sped 
my  course,   the  red    blush    mantling  on   my  cht-eks  from 
maiden  modesty,  in  my  eagerness  to  see  the  soldiers'  camp, 
the  tents  of  the  mail-clad  Danai,  and  their  gathered  steeds. 
P  Two  chieftains  there  I  saw  met  together  in  council ;  one 
was  Aias,  son  of  Oileus ;  the  other  Aias,  son  of  Telamon,  crown 
of  glory  to  the  men  of  Salamis ;  and  I  saw  Protesilaus  and 
Palamedes,  sprung  from  the  son  of  Poseidon,  sitting  there 
amusing   themselves    with    intricate    figures   at    draughts; 
Diomedes    too   at    his    favourite    sport    of  hurling   qiioits; 
and   Meriones,  the   War-god's  son,  a  marvel  to  mankind,' 
stood  at  his  side ;  likewise  I  beheld  the  offspring  of  Laertes,* 
who  came  from  his  island  hills,  and  with  him  Nireus,  hand-' 
somestofall  Achxans  ;  Achilles  next,  that  nimble  runner, 
swift  on  his  feet  as  the  wind,  whom  Thetis  bore  and  Chiron 
trained  ;  him   I  saw  upon  the  beach,  racing  in  full  armour 
along  {he  shingle,  and  straining  every  nerve  to  beat  a  team 
of  four  horses,   as  he  sped  round  the  track  on  foot ;  and 
Eumelus,  the  grandson  of  Pheres,  their  driver,  was  shouting 
when  I  saw  him,  goading  on  his  goodly  steeds,  with  their  bits 
of  chased  gold-work ;  whereof  the  centre  pair,  that  bore  the 
yoke,  had  dappled  coats  picked  out  with  white,  while  the 

'  Dindorf,  with  whom  Paley  agrees,  regards  II.  171-84  as  the  work 
of  a  later  hand,  and  gives  good  reasons  for  his  opinion. 

^  The  whole  of  the  following  long  passage  from  I.  192-302  is  inclose<I 
m  brackets  by  Paley.  Dindorf  and  Hermann  condemn  the  greater  part, 
retammg  a  few  lines  here  and  there. 


trace-horses,  on  the  outside,  facing  the  turning-post  in  the 
course,'  were  bays  with  spotted  fetlocks.  Close  beside  them 
Peleus'  son  leapt  on  his  way,  in  all  his  harness,  keeping 
abreast  the  rail  by  the  axle-box. 

Next  I  sought  the  countless  fleet,  a  wonder  to  behold,  that 
I  might  f^ll  my  girlish  eyes  with  gazing,  a  sweet '  delight. 
The  warlike  Myrmidons  from  Phthia  held  the  right  wing 
with  fifty  swift  cruisers,  upon  whose  sterns,  right  at  the  ends, 
stood    Nereid   goddesses   in   golden    effigy,   the   ensign    of 
Achilles'  armament.     Near  these  were  moored  the  Argive 
ships  in  e(pial  numbers,  o'er  which  Mecisteus'  son,  whom 
Takius  his  grandsire  reared,  and  Sthenelus,  son  of  Capa- 
neus,    were   in    command  ;    next    in   order,    Theseus'   son 
was  stationed  at  the  head  of  sixty  ships  from  Attica,  having 
the  goddess  Pallas  set  in  a    winged  car  drawn    by  steeds 
with  solid  hoof,  a  lucky  sight  for  mariners.     Then  I  saw 
Bceotia's  fleet  of  fifty  sails  decked  with  ensigns ;  these  had 
Cadmus  at  the  stern  holding  a  golden  dragon  at  the  beaks 
of  the  vessels,  and   earth-born   Leitus  was   their   admiral. 
Likewise  there  were  ships  from  Phocis ;  and  from  Locris  came 
the  son  of  Oileus  with  an  equal  contingent,  leaving  famed 
Thronium's  citadel  ;  and  from  Mycenae,  the  Cyclopes'  town, 
Atreus'sonsenta  hundred  well-manned  galleys,  his  brother' 
being  with  him  in   command,  as  friend  with   friend,   that 
Hellas  might  exact    vengeance  on  her,  who  had  fled  her 
home    to    wed   a    foreigner.     Also    I    saw   upon    Gerenian 
Nestor's  prows  from  Pylos  the  sign  of  his  neighbour  Alpheus, 
four-footed  like  a  bull.     Moreover  there  was  a  scjuadron  of 

»  To  turn  the  post  without  losing  ground  would  require  the  driver  to 
rein  in  his  near  trace-horse  and  let  the  outer  one  come  round  on  a  curve, 
*•  facing  the  turning-post." 

^  The  reading  fitiXipov  aBoiai^  of  the  MSS.  cannot  be  right,  nor  are 
any  of  the  proposed  emendations  much  more  probable;  in  the 
absence  of  anything  more  intelligible,  Markland's  fifiXtxop  is  here 
adopted. 

^  Paley  reads  aM^c  with  Markland  for  'A^pafTrof  of  the  old  copies. 
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twelve  ^nianian  sail  under  King  Gouneus ;  and  next  the 
lords  of  Elis,  stationed  near  them,  whom  all  the  people 
named  Epeians ;  and  Eurytus  was  lord  of  these;  likewise  he 
led  the  Taphian   warriors  with   the    white   oar-blades,   the 
subjects  of  Meges,  son  of  Phyleus,  who  had  left  the  isles  of 
the   Echinades,  where  sailors  cannot  land.     Lastly,    Aias, 
reared  in  Salamis,  was  joining  his  right  wing  to  the  left '  of 
those  near  whom  he  was  posted,  closing  the  line  with  his 
outermost  ships— twelve  barques  obedient  to  the  helm.— as 
I  heard  and  then  saw  the  crews  ;  no  safe  return  shall   he 
obtain,   who  bringeth   his  barharic  boats  to   grapi)le   Aias. 
There  I  saw'  the  naval  armament,  but  some  things  I  heard 
at  home  about  the  gathered  host,  whereof  I  still  have  a  recol- 
lection. 

Arr.  (as   Menllaus  H'/rsfs  a   letter  from  him.)   Strange 
'  daring  thine,  Menelaus,  where  thou  hast  no  right. 

Mkn.  Stand  back  !  thou  carriest  loyalty  to  thy  master  too 
far. 

Att.  The  very  reproach  thou  hast  for  me  is  to  my  credit. 
Men.  Thou  shalt  rue  it,  if  thou  meddle  in  matters  that 
concern  thee  not. 

Arr.  Thou  hadst  no  right  to  open  a  letter,  which  1  was 
carrying. 

Men.  No,  nor  thou  to  be  carr\'ing  sorrow  to  all  Hellas. 

Att.  Argue  that  point   with  others,  but  surrender  that 
L'tter  to  me. 

Men.   I  shall  not  let  go. 

Arr.  Nor  yet  will  I  let  loose  my  hold. 
^         Men.  Why  then,  this  staff  of  mine  will  be  dabbling  thy 
head  with  blood  ere  long. 

Air.  To  die  in  my  master's  cause  were  a  noble  death. 

'  This  line  is  corrupt,  and  perhajis  the  next  also.  The  attempted 
version  follows  Weil. 

'*  The  word  uiov  before  ildofiai'  is  probably  a  gloss  on  that  verb.  .Some 
editors  adopt  Hermann's  olor,  but  there  is  no  certainty  in  it. 


^^EN.  Let  go  !  thou  art  too  wordy  for  a  slave. 

Att.  {seeing  Agam  em non  approaching. )  Master,  he  is  wrong- 
ing  me ;  he  snatched  thy  letter  violently  from  my  grasp, 
Agamemnon,  and  will  not  heed  the  claims  of  right. 

Aga.  How  now?  what  means  this  uproar  at  the  gates, 
this  indecent  brawling? 

Men.  My  tale,  not  his,  has  the  better  right  to  be  spoken. 

Aga.  Thou,  Menelaus  !  what  quarrel  hast  thou  with  this 
aian,  why  art  thou  haling  him  hence  ?      [^Exit  Attendant. 

Men.  Look  me  in  the  face  !  Be  that  the  prelude  to  my 
story. 

Aga.  Shall  I,  the  son  of  Atreus,  close  my  eyes  from  fear? ' 

Men.  Seest  thou  this  scroll,  the  bearer  of  a  shameful 
message  ? 

Aga.   I  see  it,  yes;  and  first  of  all  surrender  it. 

Men.  No,  not  till  1  have  shewn  its  contents  to  all  the 
Danai. 

Aga.  A\'hat !  hast  thou  broken  the  seal  and  dost  know 
already  what  thou  shouldst  never  have  known? 

Men.  Yes,  I  opened  it  and  know  to  thy  sorrow  the  secret 
machinations  of  thy  heart. 

Aga.  Where  didst  thou  catch  my  servant?  Ye  gods! 
what  a  shameless  heart  thou  hast  I 

Men.  I  was  awaiting  thy  daughter's  arrival  at  the  camp 
from  Argos. 

Aga.  What  right  hast  thou  to  watch  my  doings  ?  Is  not 
this  a  proof  of  shamelessness  ? 

Men.  My  wish  to  do  it  gave  the  spur,  for  I  am  no  slave 
to  thee. 

Aga.  Infamous !  Am  I  not  to  be  allowed  the  manage- 
ment of  my  own  house  ? 

Men.  No,  for  thou  thinkest  crooked  thoughts,  one  thing 
now,  another  formerly,  and  something  different  presently. 

'  The  point  lies  in  the  play  on  the  name  'Arpcyt*  i'^  1  **  the  fearless," 
*' shall  1  the  son  of  fearlessness  fear,  etc.?" 
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Aga.  Most  exquisite  refining  on  evil  themes  !  *    A  hateful 
"^  thing  the  tongue  of  cleverness  I 

Men.  Aye,  but  a  mind  unstable  is  an  unjust  possession, 
disloyal  to  friends.     Now  I  am  anxious  to  test  thee,  and 
seek  not  thou  from  rage  to  turn  aside  from  the  truth,  nor 
will  I  on  my  part  overstrain'  the  case.     Thou  rememberest 
when  thou  wert  all  eagerness  to  captain  the  Danai  against 
Troy,  making  a  pretence  of  declining,  though  eager  for  it  in 
thy  heart;  how  humble  thou  wert  then!  taking  each  man  by 
the  hand  and  keeping  open  doors  for  every  fellow-townsman 
who  cared  to  enter,  affording  each  in  turn  a  chance  to  speak 
with  thee,  even  though  some  desired  it  not,  seeking  by  these 
vi-  methods  to  purchase  popularity  from  all  bidders  ;  then  when 
thou  hadst  secured    the    command,   there  came  a  change 
over  thy  manners ;  thou  wert  no  longer  so  cordial  as  before 
to  whilom  friends,  but  hard  of  access,  seldom  to  be  found  at 
home.     But  the  man  of  real  worth  ought  not  to  chan^^e  his 
manners  in  the  hour  of  prosperity,  but  should  then  show 
himself  most  staunch  to  friends,  when  his  own  good  fortune 
can  help  them  most  efifectually.     This  was  the  first  cause  I 
had  to  reprove  thee,  for  it  was  here  I  first  discovered  thy 
villainy ;  but  afterwards,  when  thou  camest '  to  Aulis  with 
all  the  gathered  hosts  of  Hellas,  thou  wert  of  no  account  ; 
no  !  the  want  of  a  favourable  breeze  filled  thee  with  conster- 
nation  at  the  chance  dealt   out   by   Heaven.*      Anon  the 
Danai  began  demanding  that  thou  shouldst  send  the  fleet 
away  instead  of  vainly  toiling  on  at  Aulis  ;  what  dismay  and 
confusion  was  then  depicted  in  thy  looks,  to  think  that  thou, 
%   with  a  thousand  ships  at  thy  command,  hadst  not  occupied 

'    Reading  (v  KfKAfi^^tvaat  Tromifm'  with  Ruhnken  and  .Monk. 

-   Reading  ovrt  rarartioi  with  Hermann. 

'   Reading  tiXOtt;  with  Monk. 

^  Nauck,  following  Dindorfs  suggestion,  regards  11.  351  and  354  5 
as  interpolations,  foisted  in  to  supply  gaps  in  the  .MSS.,  and  he  there- 
fore omits  them,  marking  a  lacuna  after  I.  353. 
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the  plains  of  Priam  witii  thy  armies  !    And  thou  wouldst  ask 
my  counsel,  "What  am  I  to  do?  what  scheme  can  I  devise 
where  find  one?"  to  save  thyself  being  stripped  of  thy  com^ 
mand  and  losing  ,hy  fair  fame.     Next  when  Calchas  bade 

ha^.h^n^  ^-    r°M"u'"  ''"''^''  '°  •'^«^"''^'  declaring 
that  the  Dana,  should  then  sail,  thou  wert  overjoyed,'  and 

didst  gladly  undertake  to  offer  the  maid,  and  of  thine  own 
accord-never  allege  compulsion  !-thou  art  sending  word 
i  r       t  '"'""P^'^h  thy  daughter  huher  on  pretence  of 
weddmg  Achilles.     This  is  the  same  air  that  heard  thee  say 
«t ;    and  after  all  thou  turnest  round  and  hast  been  caught 
recastuig  thy  letter  to  this  effect,  "I  will  no  longer  be  my 
daughter  s  murderer."     Exactly  so  !  =    Countless  others  have 
gone  through  this  phase  in  their  conduct  of  public  affairs  • 
they  make  an  efiort  while  in  power,  and  then  retire  dis-' 
honourably,  sometimes  owing  to  the  senselessness   of  the 
citizens,  sometimes  deservedly,  because  they  are  too  feeble  ^ 
of  themselves  to  maintain  their  watch  upon  the  state      For 
my  part,  I  am  more  sorry  for  our  unhappy  Hellas,  whose 
purpose  was  to  read  these  worthless  foreigners  a  lesson,  while 
now  she  will  let  them  escape  and  mock  her,  thanks  to  thee 
and  thy  daughter.     May  I  never  then  appoint  a  man  to  rule  '^ 

mycountry  or  lead  its  warriors  because  ofhis  kinship!'  Abihty 
IS  what  the  general  must  have  ;  since  any  man,  with  ordinary 
intelligence,  can  govern  a  stale.' 

'   Line  359  is  regarde.1  by  Nauck  as  spurious 
^   ^  This  line  wa,  tl,us  transposed  by  Paley  from  its  usual  position  after 

finlf^'^BothVh-    ^,D''"'-f.P™P°»'=d  -^X'^ra   ,.,  ironical  "veiy 
spi^lous.  "  "'"""''  ""'  "'  °'»"''<'  '»  '"^"--''•s  text  I 

vil  ^"T '?«'"^™-"'P''''"  '"  "'''  line;  perhaps  MonVs  a^liy' d,. 
r«,.C  ^r«r.  (Nauck  ap„  for  06.).  supplies  the  required  sense  {!est. 

,x.       °r,'5u"Tf"'  P-n^uation.     Monk  retains  the  stop  after 
gifted,  IS  a  ruler.       Ilennig  condemns  1.  374. 
"•  D  D 
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Cho.  For  brethren  to  come  to  words  and  blows,  whene'er 
they  disagree,  is  terrible. 

Ag.v  I  wish  to  rebuke  thee  in  turn,*  briefly,  not  lifting 
mine  eyes  too  high  in  shameless  wise,  but  in  more  sober 
fashion,  as  a  brother ;  for  it  is  a  good  man's  way  to  be  con- 
siderate.    Prithee,  why  this  burst  of  fury,  these  bloodshot 
eyes?  who  wrongs  thee?  what  is  it  thou  wantest?    Thou 
art  fain  to  win  a  virtuous  bride.     Well,   I  cannot  supply 
thee ;  for  she,  whom  thou  once  hadst,  was  ill  controlled  by 
thee.     Am  I  then,  a  man  who  never  went  astray,  to  suffer 
for  thy  sins?  or  is  it  my  popularity  that  galls  thee?    No  !  it 
is  the  longing  thou  hast  to  keep  a  fair  wife  in  thy  embrace, 
casting  reason  and  honour  to  the  winds.     A  bad  man's 
pleasures  are  like  himself.      Am   I    mad,  if  I  change  to 
^    wiser   counsels,   after   previously   deciding   amiss?     Thine 
is   the   madness  rather   in   wishing   to   recover   a   wicked 
wife,  once  thou  hadst  lost  her,— a  stroke  of  Heaven-sent  luck. 
Those  foolish  suitors  swore  that  oath  to  Tyndareus  in  their 
longing  to  wed  ;  but  Hope  was  the  goddess  that  led  them 
on,'  I  trow,  and  she  It  was  that  brought  it  about  rather  than 
thou  and  thy  mightiness.     So  take  the  field  with  them  ;  they 
are  ready  for  it '  in  the  folly  of  their  hearts ;  for  the  deity  is 
not  without  insight,  but  is  able  to  discern  where  oaths  have 
been  wrongly  pledged  or  forcibly  extorted.     I  will  not  slay 
my  children,  nor*  shall  thy  interests  be  prospered  by  justice 
^4  in  thy  vengeance  for  a  worthless  wife,  while  I  am  left  wasting, 
night  and  day,  in  sorrow  for  what  I  did  to  one  of  my  own 

^  Paley  follows  Markland  in  reading  av  for  MSS.  iv. 

*  Reading  hy^  ^'  with  Matthiae  for  MSS.  17  df  y\ 

*  Paley  adopts  Monk's  kVoi/xoi  d'  ihi  for  y  olfiai  S'  fi<ry,  but  follows 
Dindorfs  punctuation  in  not  making  these  words  parenthetical.  Her- 
mann gives  tyv/iOi,  fnopiav  tUy  0p€»'w»/,  '*  thou  wilt  find  out  their  folly, 

I  expect." 

*  In  this  difficult  ami  much  emended  passage  Lenting's  xov  for  roi, 
Reiske's  irapd  StKiji;,  and  rt/iwpi'g,  dat.  for  nom.,  are  the  readings 
followed. 
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flesh  and  blood,  contrary  to  all  law  and  justice.  There  is 
thy  answer  shortly  given,  clear  and  easy  to  understand  ;  and 
if  thou  wilt  not  come  to  thy  senses,  I  shall  do  the  best  for 
myself. 

Cho.  This  differs  from  thy  previous  declaration,  but  there  V- 
is  good  in  it, — thy  child's  reprieve. 

Men.  Ah  me,  how  sad  my  lot  !     I  have  no  friends  then  "^ 
after  all. 

Aga.  Friends  thou  hast,  if  thou  seek  not  their  destruction.  "^ 

Men.  Where  wilt  thou  find  any  proof  ihat  thou  art  sprung 
from  the  same  sire  as  I  ? 

Aga.  Thy  moderation,  not  thy  madness  do  I  share  by 
nature. 

Men.  Friends  should  sympathize  with  friends  in  sorrow. 

Aga.  Claim  my  help  by  kindly  service,  not  by  paining  me. 

Men.  So  thou  hast  no  mind  to  share  this  trouble  with 
Hellas  ? 

Aga.  No,  Hellas  is  diseased  like  thee  according  to  some 
god's  design. 

Men.  Go  vaunt  thee  then  on  thy  sceptre,  after  betraying 
thine  own  brother  !  while  ^  I  will  seek  some  different  means 
and  other  friends. 

Mes.  (entering  hurriedly.)  Agamemnon,  lord  of  all  Helle- 
nes !  I  am  come  and  bring  thee  thy  daughter,  whom  thou 
didst  call  Iphigenia  in  thy  home  ;  and  her  mother,  thy  wife 
Clytemnestrn,  is  with  her,  and  the  child  Orestes,  a  sight  to 
gladden  ^  thee  after  thy  long  absence  from  thy  palace ;  but, 
as  they  had  been  travelling  long  and  far,  they  are  now 
refreshing  their  tender  feet  at  the  waters  of  a  fair  spring, 
they  and  their  horses,  for  we   turned   these  loose  in   the 

•  Lines  413-41  are  regarded  by  Kirchhoff  as  the  work  of  a  much 
later  age.  Nauck  incloses  them  in  brackets,  but  Paley,  Monk,  and 
Hermann  agree  in  retaining  them  as  probably  genuine. 

*  Reading  aJf  re  rfo^eiijc  with  Hermann  for  dJrrrt  ;  if  wore  is  retained 
the  meaning  apparently  is  **  therefore,  mayst  tnou  rejoice  at  seeing  him," 
involving  rather  an  awkward  parenthesis. 
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grassy  meadow  to  browse  their  fill ;  but  I  am  come  as  their 
forerunner  to  prepare  thee  for  their  reception  ;  for  the  army 
knows  already  of  thy  daughter's  arrival,  so  quickly  did  the 
rumour  spread  ;  and  all  the  folk  are  running  together  to  the 
sight,  that  they  may  see  thy  child  ;  for  Fortune's  favourites 
enjoy  a  world-wide  fame  and  have  all  eyes  fixed  on  them. 
*'Is  it  a  wedding"?  some  ask,  "or  what  is  happening?  or 
has  king  Agamemnon  from  fond  yearning  summoned  his 
daughter  hither?"  From  others  thou  wouldst  have  heard: 
**They  are  presenting  the  maiden  to  Artemis,  queen  of 
Aulis,  previous  to  marriage ;  who  can  the  bridegroom  be, 
that  is  to  lead  her  home  ?  " 

Come,  then,  begin  the  rites, — that  is  the  next  step, — by 
getting  the  baskets  ready;  crown  your  heads;  prepare  the 
wedding-hymn,  thou  and'  prince  Menelaus  wifh  thee;  let 
flutes  resound  throughout  the  tents  with  noise  of  dancer's 
feet ;  for  this  is  a  happy  day,  that  is  come  for  the  maid. 

Aga.  Thou  hast  my  thanks  ;  now  go  within  ;  for  the  rest 
it  will  be  well,  as  Fate  proceeds.  ^Exit  Messenger. 

Ah,  woe  is  me  !  unhappy  wretch,  what  can  I  say?  where 
shall  I  begin?  Into  what  cruel  straits  have  I  been  plunged  ! 
Fortune  has  outwitted  me,  proving  far  cleverer  than  any 
cunning  of  mine.  What  an  advantage  humble  birth  pos- 
sesses !  for  it  is  easy  for  her  sons  to  weep  and  tell  out  all 
their  sorrows  ;  while  to  the  high-born  man  come  these  same 
sorrows,  but  we  have  dignity  throned  o'er  our  life  and  are  the 
people's  slaves.^  I,  for  instance,  am  ashamed  to  weep,  nor 
less,  poor  wretch,  to  check  my  tears  at  the  awful  pass  to 

'  r€  was  adiled  by  Hermann,  because  Menelaus  could  only  be  invited 
to  take  part  in  the  ceremony  as  an  assistant,  all  important  duties  dcvolv* 
ing  on  the  bride's  parents. 

*  The  meaning  seems  to  be  that  though  both  classes  have  the  same 
sorrows,  the  high-bom  are  prevented  by  their  sense  of  dignity  from 
giving  way  to  any  outward  expression  of  them  for  iheir  relief.  In  1.  450 
'oy«ov,  the  reading  restored  from  Plutarch,  is  followed  rather  than  the 
old  Sq^iov. 
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which  I  am  brought.  Oh  !  what  am  I  to  tell  my  wife  ?  how 
shall  I  welcome  her?  with  what  face  meet  her?  for  she  too 
has  undone  me  by  coming  uninvited  in  this  my  hour  of 
sorrow;  yet  it  was  but  natural  she  should  come  with  her 
daughter  to  prepare  the  bride  and  perform  the  fondest 
duties,  where  she  will  discover  my  villainy.  And  for  this 
poor  maid-  why  maid?  Death,  melhinks,  will  soon  make 
her  his  bride ;— how  I  pity  her !  Thus  will  she  plead  to 
me,  I  trow ;  "  My  father  will  thou  slay  me  ?  Be  such 
the  wedding  thou  thyself  mayst  find,  and  whosoever  is  a 
friend  to  thee  "  !  while  Orestes,  from  his  station  near  us,  will 
cry  m  childish  accents,  inarticulate,  yet  fraught  with  meaning  "^ 
Alas !  to  what  utter  ruin  Paris,  the  son  of  Priam,  the  cause 
of  these  troubles,  has  brought  me  by  his  union  with  Helen ! 

Cho.  I  pity  her  myself,  in  such  wise  as  a  woman,  and 
she  a  stranger,  may  bemoan  the  misfortunes  of  royalty. 

Uv.ii.  {offering  his  hand.)    Thy  hand,    brother!    let    me 
grasp  it. 

Aga.   I  give  it ;  thine  is  the  victory,  mine  the  sorrow.   ^ 
Men.  By  Pelops  our  reputed  grandsire  and  Atreus  our 
father  I  swear  to  tell  thee  the  truth  from  my  heart,  without 
any  covert  purpose,  but  only  what  I  think.     The  sight  of 
thee  in  tears  made  me  pity  thee,  and  in  return  I  shed  a  tear 
for   thee  myself;  I    withdraw   from   my  former  proposals 
ceasing  to  be  a  cause  of  fear  to  thee ;  yea,  and  I  will  put 
myself  in  thy  present  position ; '  and  I  counsel  thee    slay 
not  thy  child  nor  prefer  my   interests  to  thine  ;   for  it  is 
not  just  that  thou  shouldst  grieve,  while  I  am  glad,  or  that  ^ 
thy  children  should  die,  while  mine  still  see  the  light  of  day 
What  IS  It,  after  all,  I  seek  ?     If  I  am  set  on  marriage,  could 
I  not  find  a  bride  as  choice  elsewhere  ?     Was  I  to  lose  a 
brother,-the  last  I  should  have  lost,— to  win  a   Helen 
getting  bad  for  good  ?    I  was  mad,  impetuous  as  a  youth,  till 
J  Reading  .r^  of  MSS.     KirchhofT proposed  .>',  ,...,  ^  i  share  thy 
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I  perceived,  on  closer  view,  what  slaying  children  really 
meant.  Moreover  I  am  filled  with  comi)assion  for  the  hap- 
less maiden,  doomed  to  bleed  that  I  may  wed,  when  I 
reflect  that  we  are  kin.  What  has  thy  daughter  to  do  with 
Helen?  Let  the  army  be  disbanded  and  leave  Aulis;  dry 
those  streaming  eyes,  brother,  and  provoke  me  not  to  tears. 
Whatever  concern  thou  hast  in  oracles  that  affect  thy  child, 
let  it  be  none  of  mine ;  into  thy  hands  I  resign  my  share 
therein.  A  sudden  change,  thou'lt  say,  from  my  fell  pro- 
posals  !  A  natural  course  for  me ;  affection  for  my  brother 
caused  the  change.  These  are  the  ways  of  a  man  not  void 
of  virtue,  to  pursue  on  each  occasion  what  is  best. 

Cho.  a  generous  speech,  worthy  of  Tantalus,  the  son  of 
Zeus  !     Thou  dost  not  shame  thy  ancestry. 

Aga.  I  thank  thee,  Menelaus,  for  this  unexpected  sugges- 
tion ;  'tis  an  honourable  proposal,  worthy  of  thee. 

Men.  Sometimes  love,  sometimes  the  selfishness  of  their 
families  causes  a  quarrel  between  brothers  ;  I  loathe  a  rela- 
tionship of  this  kind  which  is  bitterness  to  both.» 

Aga.  Tis  useless,  for  circumstances  compel  me  to  carry 
out  the  murderous  sacrifice  of  my  daughter. 

Men.  How  so?  who  will  compel  thee  to  slay  thine  own 
child  ? 

Aga.   The  whole  Achaean  army  here  assembled. 
Men.  Not  if  thou  send  her  back  to  Argos. 
Aga.  I  might  do  that  unnoticed,  but  there  will  be  another 
thing  I  cannot. 

Men.  What  is  that?  Thou  must  not  fear  the  mob  too 
much. 

Aga.  Calchas  will  tell  the  Argive  host  his  oracles. 
Men.  Not  if  he  be  killed  ere  that,— an  easy  matter. 

^  Lines  508-10  are  rejected  by  most  editors  as  an  interpolation  ; 
omitting  them,  Agamemnon's  speech  goes  on  naturally  at  I.  511. 
Hermann,  retaining  them,  replaces  yi  by  U  and  continues  them  to 
Agamemnon. 


IPHIGENIA  AT  AULIS. 


407 


Aga.  The  whole  tribe  of  seers  is  a  curse  with  its  ambition. 
Men.   Yes,   and   good   for   nothing   and    useless,    when 
amongst  us. 

Aga.  Has  the  thought,  which  is  rising  in  my  mind,  no 
terrors  for  thee? 

Men.   How  can  I  understand  thy  meaning,  unless  thou 
declare  it  ? 

Aga.  The  son  of  Sisyphus  knows  all. 
Men.  Odysseus  cannot  possibly  hurt  us. 
Aga.   He  was  ever  shifty  by  nature,  siding  with  the  mob. 
Men.  True,  he  is  enslaved  by  the  love  of  popularity,  a 
fearful  evil. 

Aga.  Bethink  thee  then,  will  he  not  arise  among  the 
Argives  and  tell  them  the  oracles  that  Calchas  delivered, 
saying  of  me  that  I  undertook  to  offer  Artemis  a  victim,  and 
after  all  am  proving  false?  Then,  when  he  has  carried  the 
army  away  with  him,  he  will  bid  the  Argives  slay  us  and 
sacrifice  the  maiden ;  and  if  I  escape  to  Argos,  they  will 
come  and  destroy  the  place,  razing  it  to  the  ground,  Cyclo- 
pean walls  and  all.  That  is  my  trouble.  Woe  is  me !  to 
Hhat  straits  Heaven  has  brought  me  at  this  pass  1  Take 
one  precaution  for  me,  Menelaus,  as  thou  goest  through  the 
host,  that  Clytemnestra  learn  this  not,  till  I  have  taken  my^ 
child  and  devoted  her  to  death,  that  my  affliction  may  be 
attended  with  the  fewest  tears.  {Turning  to  the  Chorus.) 
And  you,  ye  stranger  dames,  keep  silence.   \^Exit  Menei.aus.  /v 

Cho.  Happy  they  who  find  the  goddess  come  in  moderate  ' 
might,  sharing  with  self-restraint  in  Aphrodite's  gift  of  j 
marriage  and  enjoying  calm  and  rest  from  frenzied  passions, 
wherein  the  Love-god,  golden-haired,  stretches  his  charmed 
bow  with  arrows  twain,  and  one  is  aimed  at  happiness, 
the  other  at  life's  confusion.  O  lady  Cypris,  queen  of 
beauty  .'far  from  my  bridal  bower  I  ban  the  last.  Be  mine 
delight  in  moderation  and  pure  desires,  and  may  I  have  a 
share  in  love,  but  shun  excess  therein  ! 
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^  Men's  natures  vary,  and  their  habits  differ,  but  true  virtue 
I  i5  always  manifest.  Likewise  the  training  that  comes  of  edu- 
cation conduces  greatly  to  virtue ;  for  not  only  is  modesty 
wisdom,  but  it  has  also  the  rare  grace'  of  seeing  by  its 
better  judgment  what  is  right ;  whereby  a  glory,  ever  young, 
is  shed  o'er  life  by  reputation.  A  great  thing  it  is  to  follow 
virtue's  footsteps,— for  women  in  their  secret  loves  ;  while 
lA  men  again  an  inborn  sense  of  order,  shown  in  countless 
pvays,-  adds  to  a  city's  greatness. 

[Thou  earnest,  O  Paris,  to  the  place  where  thou  wert 
reared  to  herd  the  kine  amid  the  white  heifers  of  Ida,  piping 
in  foreign  strain  and  breathing  on  thy  reeds  an  echo  of  the 
Phrygian  airs  Olympus  played.  Full-uddered  cows  were 
browsing  at  the  spot  where '  that  verdict  'twixt  goddesses  was 
awaiting  thee,— the  cause  of  thy  going  to  Hellas  to  stand 
before  the  ivory  palace,  kindling  love  in  Helen's  tranced 
eyes  and  feeling  its  flutter  in  thine  own  breast ;  whence  the 
fiend  of  strife  brought  Hellas  with  her  chivalry  and  ships  to 
the  towers  of  Troy. 

Oh  !  great  is  the  bliss  the  great  enjoy.  Behold  Iphigenia, 
the  king's  royal  child,  and  Clytemnestra,  the  daughter  of 
Tyndareus ;  how  proud  their  lineage  !  how  high  their 
pinnacle  of  fortune!  These  mighty  ones,  whom  wealth 
attends,  are  very  gods  in  the  eyes  of  less  favoured  folk. 

Halt  we  here,  maidens  of  Chalcis,  and  lift  the  queen  from 
her  chariot  to  the  ground  without  stumbling,  supporting 
her  gently  in  our  arms,  with  kind  intent,  that  the  renowned 
daughter  of  Agamemnon  but  just  arrived  may  feel  no  fear ; 

•  iKaWdeaovaaf  xap**'.  Liddell  and  Scott  render  as  alx)ve.  Paiey 
follows  Hermann  in  rendering  **a  compensating  pleasure."  The  whole 
of  this  chorus  is  so  full,  however,  of  corruption,  and  possibly  inter- 
polation, that  it  is  not  unlikely  that  this  phrase  was  not  of  Euripides' 
coining. 

^Reading   Koafiog    u'wi-  o  nvfH07r\Tt9,)c  with    Markland,    but   here 
again  it  is  hopeless  to  recover  the  true  reading. 
^  Reading  oGi  with  Hartung. 
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strangers  ourselves,  avoid  we  aught   that  may   disturb  or 
frighten  the  strangers  from  Argos.] » 

Cly.  I  take  this  as  a  lucky  omen,  thy  kindness  and 
auspicious  greetmg,  and  have  good  hope  that  it  is  to  a  happy 
marriage  I  conduct  the  bride.  (To  Atteudants.)  Take  from 
the  chanot  the  dowry  I  am  bringing  for  my  daughter  and 
convey  it  within  with  careful  heed. 

My  daughter,  leave  the  horse-drawn  car,  planting  thy 
fa  tering  footstep  delicately.^  ( To  tfu  Chorus.)  Maidens^ 
take  her  m  your  arms  and  lift  her  from  the  chariot,  and  let 
one  of  you  give  me  the  support  of  her  hand,  that  I  may  quit 
my  seat  in  the  carriage  with  fitting  grace. 

[Some  of  you  stand  at  the  horses'  heads ;  for  the  horse  has 
a  timid  eye,  easily  frightened  ;  here  take  this  child  Orestes 
son  of  Agamemnon,  babe  as  he  still  is. 

What!  sleeping,  little  one,  tired  out  by  thy  ride  m  the 
chariot  ?  Awake  to  bless  thy  sister's  wedding ;  for  thou,  my 
gallant  boy,  shalt  get  by  this  marriage  a  kinsman  gallant  as 
thyself,  the  Nereid's  godlike  offspring.  Come  hither  to  thy 
mother,  my  daughter,  Iphigenia.  and  seat  thyself  beside  me 
and  stationed  near  show  my  happiness  to  these  strangers  • 
yes,  come  hither  and  welcome  the  sire  thou  lovest  so  deariy.l  * 
Hail  !  my  honoured  lord,  king  Agamemnon  !  we  have 
obeyed  thy  commands  and  are  come.' 

'  The  whole  passage  from  1.  574-606  is  regarded  by  Paley  and  Dindorf 
as  an  mterpolation  ;  while  most  editors  concur  in  regarding  Jl.  cgg-606 
as  undoubtedly  spurious. 

=»  kHAov  Miv^Q  if  ufia,  but  Hermanns  r«i\ov  d<T^\u.c  yaual  is 
tempting.  ^     k   a  ^«*    •» 

*  vfaytSfc,  viv  so  Pierson  for  rtapi^ataiv. 

*  The  passages  inclosed  in  brackets  are  regarded  by  Paley  and 
D.ndorf,  and,  in  the  main,  by  Kirchhoff,  as  spurious.  Monk  only  omits 
II.  627-30,  and  II.  635-7.  ^ 

'  These  two  lines  were  placed  here  by  Porson  instead  of  after  the 
next  distich  ;  the  same  critic  read  irporrtiaXu,  and  ^.piftaXni'  instead  of 
TTifHfiaXu,  and  irpoafiaXily  ;  both  of  which  changes  are  followed  in  the 
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[Iph.  {throiving  herself  into  Agamkmnon's  arms)  Be  not 
wroth  with  me,  mother,  if  I  run  from  thy  side  and  throw 
myself  on  my  father's  breast. 

O  my  father !  I  long  to  outrun  others  and  embrace  thee 
after  this  long  while;  for  I  yearn  to  see  thy  face;  be  not 
wroth  with  me. 

Cly.  Thou  mayst  do  so,  daughter  ;  for  of  all  the  children  I 
V-  have  born,  thou  hast  ever  loved  thy  father  best.] 

Iph.  I  see  thee,  father,  joyfully  after  a  long  season. 

Aga.  And  I  thy  father  thee  ;  thy  words  do  ec^ual  duty  for 
both  of  us. 

Iph.  All  hail,  father !  thou  didst  well  in  bringing  me  hither 
to  thee. 

Aga.  I  know  not  how  I  am  to  say  yes  or  no  to  that,  my 
child. 

Iph.  Ha  !  how  wildly  thou  art  looking,  spite  of  thy  joy  at 
seeing  me. 

Aga.  a  man  has  many  cares  when  he  is  king  and  general 
too. 

Iph.  Be  mine,  all  mine  to-day;  turn  not  unto  moody 
thoughts. 

Aga.  Why  so  I  am,  all  thine  to-day;  I  have  no  other 
thought. 

Iph.  Then  smooth  thy  knitted  brow,  unbend  and  smile. 

Aga.  Lo  !  my  child,  my  joy  at  seeing  thee  is  even  as  it  is. 

Iph.  And  hast  thou  then  the  tear-drop  streaming  from 
thy  eyes  ? 

Aga.  Aye,  for  long  is  the  absence  from  each  other,  that 
awaits  us. 

Iph.  I  know  not,  dear  father  mine,  I  know  not  of  what 
thou  art  speaking.' 

translation,  though  Paley,  while  mentioning  the  second,  has  not  actually 
adopted  it  in  his  text. 

^  This  line  is  corrupt,  though  the  sense,  so  far,  is  preserved.  Din- 
dorf  suspects  11.  652-5,  and  it  certainly  is  difficult  to  see  the  connection 
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Aga.  Thou  art  moving  my  pity  all  the  more  oy  speaking 
so  sensibly. 

Iph.  My  words  shall  turn  to  senselessness,  if  that  will 
cheer  thee  more. 

Aga.  (Aside.)  Ah,  woe  is  me  !  this  silence  is  too  much. 
{To  Iphigenia.)     Thou  hast  my  thanks. 

Iph.  Stay  with  thy  children  at  home,  father. 

Aga.  My  own  wish!'  but  to  my  sorrow  I  may  not 
humour  it. 

Iph.   Ruin  seize  their  warring  and  the  woes  of  Menelaus  ! 

Aga.  First  will  that,  which  has  been  my  life-long  ruin, 
bring  ruin  unto  others.' 

Iph.   How  long  thou  wert  absent  in  the  bays  of  Aulis  ! 

Aga.  Aye,  and  there  is  still  a  hindrance  to  my  sending 
the  army  forward. 

Iph.  Where  do  men  say  the  Phrygians  live,  father? 

Aga.  In  a  land  where  I  would  Paris,  the  son  of  Priam, 
ne'er  had  dwelt. 

Iph.  'Tis  a  long  voyage  thou  art  bound  on,  father,  after 
thou  leavest  me. 

[Aga.  Thou  wilt  meet  thy  father  again,  my  daughter. 

Iph.  Ah  !  would  it  were  seemly  that  thou  shouldst  take 
me  as  a  fellow-voyager  !]  ^ 

Aga.  Thou  too  hast*  a  voyage  to  make  to  a  haven  where 
thou  wilt  remember  thy  father. 

of  1.  652  with  what  precedes.     Paley  suggests  that  several  lines  have 
been  lost. 

'  drXw  yf  TO  OiXnv  S',  but  the  words  are  probably  corrupt. 
aXXovc  6\ii  TrpotrO'  afii  SioXinavr'  txfi.     None  of  the  various  pro- 
posed emendations  are  great  improvements  on  this  readmg  of  Person's, 
though  it  is  hardly  likely  that  this  is  what  Euripides  wrote. 

'  These  two  lines,  665-6  are  corrupt,  probably  interpolated,  in  Paley's 
opinion.  Omitting  them,  1.  667  comes  in  very  properly.  To  obtain 
any  sense  in  the  first  of  them,  Weil's  correction,  ig  ravrov  avBii;,  w 
t'vyartp,  i'f^dg  jrarfu  has  been  adopted  ;  the  meaning  being,  "we  shall 
meet  after  death." 

*  Reading  aXX'  tort,  Hermann's  correction  for  MSS.  airdQ  n. 
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Iph.  Shall  I  sail  thiiher  with  my  mother  or  alone  ? 

Aga.  All  alone,  without  father  or  mother. 

Iph.  What !  hast  thou  found  me  a  new  home,  father  ? 

Aga.  Enough  of  this !  'tis  not  for  girls  to  know  such  things. 

Iph.  Speed  home  from  Troy,  I  pray  thee,  father,  as  soon 
as  thou  hast  triumphed  there. 

Aga.  There  is  a  sacrifice  I  have  first  to  offer  here. 

Iph.  Yea,  'tis  thy  duty  to  heed  religion  with  aid  of  holy 
rites.  * 

Aga.  Thou  wilt  witness  it,  for  thou  wilt  be  standing  near 
the  laver. 

Iph.  Am  I  to  lead  the  dance  then  round  the  altar,  father  ? 

Aga.  (Aside.)  I  count  thee  happier  than  myself  because 
thou  knowest  nothing.  {To  Iphigenia.)  Go  within  into 
the  presence  of  maidens,  after  thou  hast  given  me  thy 
hand  and  one  sad  kiss,  on  the  eve  of  thy  lengthy  sojourn 
far  from  thy  father's  side. 

Bosom,  cheek,  and  golden  hair  !  ah,  how  grievous  ye 
have  found  Helen  and  the  Phrygians'  city  !  I  can  no  more  ; 
the  tears  come  welling  to  my  eyes,  the  moment  I  touch  thee. 

[Exit  Iphigenia. 

{Turning to  Clytemnestra.)  Herein  I  crave  thy  pardon, 
daughter  of  Leda,  if  I  showed  excessive  grief  at  the  thought 
of  resigning  my  daughter  to  Achilles  ;  for  though  we  are 
sending  her  to  taste  of  bliss,  still  it  wrings  a  parent's  heart, 
when  he,  the  father  who  has  toiled  so  hard  for  them,  com- 
mits his  children  to  the  homes  of  strangers. 
V-  Cly.  I  am  not  so  void  of  sense  ;  bethink  thee,  I  shall  go 
through  this  as  well,  when  I  lead  the  maiden  from  the 
chamber  to  the  sound  of  the  marriage-hymn  ;  wherefore  I 
chide  thee  not ;  but  custom  will  combine  with  time  to  make 
the  smart  grow  less. 

As  touching   him,    to   whom   thou    hast    betrothed   our 

'  Monk  interprets   "in  a  matter  of  religion  thou  must  consult  the 
priests."     Paley  inclines  to  the  view  that  11.  674-7  are  interpolated. 


daughter,  I  know  his  name,  'tis  true,  but  would  fain  learn 
his  lineage  and  the  land  of  his  birth. 

Aga.  There  was  one  ^gina,  the  daughter  of  Asopus. 

Cly.  Who  wedded  her?  some  mortal  or  a  god? 

Aga.  Zeus,  and  she  bare  ^acus,  the  prince  of  (Enone.' 

Cly.  What  son  of  ^acus  secured  his  father's  halls  ? 

Aga.  Peleus,  who  wedded  the  daughter  of  Nereus. 

Cly.  With  the  god's  consent,  or  when  he  had  taken  her  in 
spite  of  gods  ? 

Aga.  Zeus  betrothed  her,  and  her  guardian  gave  con- 
sent. 

Cly.  Where  did  he  marry  her  ?  amid  the  billows  of  the 
sea  ? 

Aga.  In  Chiron's  home,  at  sacred  Pelion's  foot. 

Cly.  What !  the  abode  ascribed  to  the  race  of  Centaurs  ? 

Aga.  It  was  there  the  gods  celebrated  the  marriage-feast 
of  Peleus. 

Cly.  Did  Thetis  or  his  father  train  Achilles  ? 

Aga.  Chiron  brought  him  up,  to  prevent  his  learning  the 
ways  of  the  wicked. 

Cly.  Ah  !  wise  the  teacher,  still  wiser  the  father,  who 
intrusted  his  son  to  such  hands. 

Aga.  Such  is  the  future  husband  of  thy  daughter. 

Cly.  a  blameless  lord ;  but  what  city  in  Hellas  is  his  ? 

Aga.  He  dwells  on  the  banks  of  the  river  Apidanus,  in 
the  borders  of  Phthia. 

Cly.  Wilt  thou  convey^  our  daughter  thither? 

Aga.  He  who  takes  her  to  himself  will  see  to  that. 

Cly.  Happiness  attend  the  pair  !  Which  day  will  he 
marry  her  ? 

Aga.  As  soon  as  the  full  moon  comes  to  give  its  blessing. 

Cly.  Hast  thou  already  offered  the  goddess  a  sacrifice  to 
usher  in  the  maiden's  marriage? 

*  The  old  name  of  /Egina. 

*  drraUiQt  so  Dobree  for  inrdiii. 
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Aga.  I  am  about  to  do  so ;  that  is  the  very  thing  I  was 
engaged  in. 

Cly.  Wilt  thou  celebrate  the  marriage-feast  thereafter? 

Aga.  Yes,  when  I  have  offered  a  sacrifice  required  by 
Heaven  of  me. 

Cly.  But  where  am   I  to  make  ready  the  feast  for  the 
women  ? 

Aga.  Here  beside  our  gallant  Argive  ships. 

Cly.   Finely  here  !  but  still  I  must ; '  good  come  of  it  for 
all  that ! 

Aga.  I  will  tell  thee,  lady,  what  to  do  ;  so  obey  me  now. 

Cly.  Wherein?     for    I    was   ever   wont    to   yield   thee 
obedience. 

Aga.  Here,  where  the  bridegroom  is,  will  I — 

Cly.  Which  of  my  duties  will  ye  perform  in  the  mother's 
absence  ? 

Aga.  Give  thy  child  away  with  help  of  Danai. 

Cly.  And  where  am  1  to  be  the  while? 

Aga.  Get  thee  to  Argos,  and  take  care  of  thy  unwedded 
(laughters. 

Cly.  And  leave   my  child?     Then  who   will    raise   her 
bridal  torch  ? 

Aga.  I  will  provide  the  proper  wedding  torch. 

Cly.  That  is  not  the  custom  ;  but  thou  thinkest  lightly  of 
these  things. 

Aga.  It  is  not  good  thou  shouldst  be  alone  among  a 
soldier-crowd. 

Cly.  It  is  good  that  a  mother  should  give  her  own  child 
away. 

Aga.  Aye,  and  that  those  maidens  at  home  should  not  be 
left  alone. 

Cly.  They  are  in  safe  keeping,  pent  in  their  maiden- 
bowers. 

'   Reading    KaXdi    y\    ai'ayraiwt   H',   as    Paley    edits  on   his    own 
correction. 


Aga.  Obey. 

Cly.  Nay,  by  the  goddesc-queen  of  Argos  !  go,  manage 
matters  out  of  doors  ;  but  in  the  house  it  is  my  place  [to 
decide  what  is  proper  for  maidens  at  their  wedding.]  ^ 

Aga.  Woe  is  me !  my  efforts  are  baffled ;  I  am  dis- 
appointed in  my  hope,  anxious  as  I  was  to  get  my  wife  out 
of  sight ;  foiled  at  every  point,  I  form  my  plots  and  subtle 
schemes  against  my  best-beloved.  [But  I  will  go,  in  spite 
of  all,  with  Calchas  the  priest,  to  inquire  the  goddess's  good 
pleasure,  fraught  with  ill-luck  as  it  is  to  me,  and  with  trouble 
to  Hellas.]^  He  who  is  wise  should  keep  in  his  house  a 
good  and  useful  wife  or  none  at  all. 

Cho.  They  say  the  Hellenes'  gathered  host  will  come  in 
arms  aboard  their  ships  to  Simois  with  its  silver  eddies,  even 
to  Ilium,  the  plain  of  Troy  beloved  by  Phoebus;  where  famed 
Cassandra,  I  am  told,  whene'er  the  god's  resistless  prophecies 
inspire  her,  wildly  tosses  her  golden  tresses,  wreathed  with 
crown  of  verdant  bay.  And  on  the  towers  of  Troy  and 
round  her  walls  shall  Trojans  stand,  when  sea-borne  troops 
with  brazen  shields  row  in  on  shapely  ships  to  the  channels 
of  the  Simois,  eager  to  take  Helen,  the  sister  of  that  heavenly 
pair  whom  Zeus  begat,  from  Priam,  and  bear  her  back  to 
Hellas  by  toil  of  Achaea's  shields  and  spears;  encircling 
Pergamus,  the  Phrygians'  town,  with  murderous  war  around 
her  stone-built  towers,  dragging  men's  heads  backward  to 
cut  their  throats,  and  sacking  the  citadel  of  Troy  ^  from  roof 
to  base,  a  cause  of  many  tears  to  maids  and  Priam's  wife ; 


'  This  line  is  rejected  by  Monk  as  spurious  ;  Hermann  proposes  to 
read  rv^<pinim  trap  htur,  and  without  some  such  emendation  it  is  difficult 
to  find  any  meaning  in  it. 

*  Lines  746-8  are  rejected  by  Monk,  whom  most  editors  follow. 

'  The  words  iroXinfiu  Tpoiaf;  are  omitted  by  Monk  as  a  gloss  on  ttoXiv. 
Hartung  regards  11.  77383  as  interpolated,  and  there  is  certainly  much 
in  them  that  Euripides  can  scarcely  have  written ;  both  Dindorf  and 
Kirchhoff  reject  large  portions  of  what  follows  1.  773. 
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and  Helen,  the  daughter  of  Zeus,  shall'  weep  in  bitter  grief, 
because  she  left  her  lord. 

Oh  !  ne'er  may  there  appear  to  me  or  to  my  children's 
children  the  prospect  which  the  wealthy  Lydian  dames  and 
Phrygians  brides  will  have,'  as  at  their  looms  they  hold  con- 
verse: "Say  who  will  pluck  this  fair  blossom  from  her  ruined 
country,  tightening  his  grasp  on  lovely  tresses  till  the  tears 
flow  ?  'Tis  all  through  thee,  the  offspring  of  the  long-necked 
swan ;  if  indeed  it  be  a  true  report  that  Leda  bare  '  thee  to 
a  winged  bird,  when  Zeus  transformed  himself  thereto,  or 
whether,  in  the  pages  of  the  poets,  fables  have  carried  these 
tales  to  men's  ears  idly,  out  of  season." 

AcH.  Where  in  these  tents  is  Achaea's  general  ?   Which  of 

his  servants  will  announce  to  him  that  Achilles,  the  son  of 

Peleus,  is  at  his  gates  seeking  him  ?    For  this  delay  at  the 

Euripus  is  not  the  same  for  all  of  us;  there  be  some,  for 

instance,  who,  though   still  unwed,  have  left  their  houses 

desolate  and  are  idling  here  upon  the  beach,  while  others  are 

married  and  have  children;*  so  strange  the  longing  for  this 

expedition  that  has  fallen  on  their  hearts  by  Heaven's  will.' 

My  own  just  plea  must  I  declare,  and  whoso  else  hath  any 

wish  will  speak  for  himself.     Though  I   have  left  Pharsalia 

and  Peleus,  still    I   linger «  here   by  reason  of  these  light 

breezes  at  the   Euripus,  restraining  my  Myrmidons,  while 

they  are  ever  instant  with  me  saying,  "Why  do  we  tarry, 

Achilles  ?  how  much  longer  must  we  count  the  days  to  the 

start  for  Ilium?  do  something,  if  thou  art  so  minded;  else 

lead  home  thy  men,  and  wait  not  for  the  tardy  action  of  these 

Atridce." 


t(T«rm.     Hermann  gives  datrai,  "shall  know  to  her  cost." 
^  Perhaps  Tyrrwhitl's  nxn<Tov<Ti  should  be  read  for  (TTi,<Tov<Ti. 
Reading  mro'  with  Musgrave  for  *ri;x€i'. 
Reading  rai  TralSat;  with  Musgrave  for  diraih^. 
'^  r,)a6f  (rrpantai:  ovk  dnv  Statu  rtv6i;.     Hennig  rejects  II.  805.9. 
«  Kirchhoff  marks  a  lacuna  of  three  lines  after  1.  812  on  the  authority 
of  one  MS.  ;  it  is  possible,  however,  that  the  passage  is  continuous,  and 
an  attempt  has  been  made  here  to  treat  it  as  such. 


IPHIGENIA  AT  AULIS. 

Cly.  Hail  to  thee,  son  of  the  Nereid  goddess  !  I  heard 
thy  voice  from  within  the  tent  and  therefore  came  forth. 

AcH.  O  modesty  revered  !  who  can  this  lady  be  whom  I 
behold,  so  richly  dowered  with  beauty's  gifts  ? 

Cly.  No  wonder  thou  knowest  me  not,  seeing  I  am  one 
thou  hast  never  before  set  eyes  on ;  I  praise  thy  reverent 
address  to  modesty. 

AcH.  Who  art  thou,  and  wherefore  art  thou  come  to  the 
mustering  of  the  Danai,— thou,  a  woman,  to  a  fenced  camp 
of  men  ? 

Cly.  The  daughter  of  Leda  I ;  my  name  Clytemnestra  ; 
and  my  husband  king  Agamemnon. 

AcH.  Well  and  shortly  answered  on  all  important  points  ! 
but  it  ill  befits  that  I  should  stand  talking  to  women. 

Cly.  Stay  ;  why  seek  to  tly  ?  give  me  thy  hand,  a  prelude 
to  a  happy  marriage. 

AcH.  What  is  it  thou  sayest  ?  I  give  thee  my  hand  ?  Were 
I  to  lay  a  finger  where  I  have  no  right,  I  could  neV  meet 
Agamemnon's  eye. 

Cly.  The  best  of  rights  hast  thou,  seeing  it  is  my  child 
thou  wilt  wed,  O  son  of  the  sea-goddess,  whom  Nereus 
begat. 

AcH.  What  wedding  dost  thou  speak  of?  words  fail  me, 
lady ;  can  thy  wits  have  gone  astray  and  art  thou  inventing 
this?  ^ 

Cly.  All  men  are  naturally  shy  in  the  presence  of  new 
relations,  when  these  remind  '  them  of  their  wedding. 

AcH.  Udy,  I  have  never  wooed  daughter  of  thine,  nor 
have  the  sons  of  Atreus  ever  mentioned  marriage  to  me. 

Clv.  What  can  it  mean?  thy  turn  now  to  marvel  at  my 
words,  for  thine  are  passing  strange  to  me. 

AcH.   Hazard  a  guess;  that   we  can   both   do  in    this 

'  P/;3J'o''lYoIIeoiiann  and  Dindorf;  if  ^./ir,;^^rocc  be  retained 
from  the  MhS.,  the  meaning  must  l,e  -  when  they  call  their  marriage  to 
mm<l     ;  the  latter  is  preferred  by  Kirchhoff  and  Monk 
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matter;  for  it  may  be  we  are  both  correct  in  our  state- 
ments/ 

Cly.  What !  have  I  suffered  such  indignity  ?  The  mar- 
riage I  am  courting  has  no  reality,  it  seems ;  I  am  ashamed 
of  it. 

AcH.  Some  one  perhaps  has  made  a  mock  of  thee  and 
me  ;  pay  no  heed  thereto  ;  make  hght  of  it. 

Cly.  Farewell ;  I  can  no  longer  face  thee  with  unfaltering 
eyes,  after  being  made  a  liar  and  suffering  this  indignity. 

AcH.  Tis  "farewell"  too  I  bid  thee,  lady;  and  now  I  go 
within  the  tent  to  seek  thy  husband. 

Att.  {calling  through  the  tent-door.)  Stranger  of  the  race 
of  ^acus,  stay  awhile  !  Ho  there  !  thee  I  mean,  O  goddess- 
born,  and  thee,  daughter  of  Leda. 

Ach.  Who  is  it  calling  through  the  half-opened  door? 
what  fear  his  voice  betrays  ! 

Att.  a  slave  am  I  ;  of  that  I  am  not  proud,  for  fortune 
permits  it  not. 

Ach.  Whose  slave  art  thou  ?  not  mine ;  for  mine  and 
Agamemnon's  goods  are  separate. 

Arr.  I  belong  to  this  lady  who  stands  before  the  tent,  a 
gift  to  her  from  Tyndareus  her  father. 

Ach.  I  am  waiting ;  tell  me,  if  thou  art  desirous,  why 
thou  hast  stayed  me. 

Att.  Are  ye  really  all  alone  here  at  the  door? 

Cly.  To  us  alone  wilt  thou  address  thyself;  come  forth 
from  the  king's  tent. 

AiT.  {coming  out.)  O  Fortune  and  my  own  foresight, 
preserve  whom  I  desire  ! 

Ach.  That  speech  will  save  '  them— in  the  future ;  it  has 
a  certain  pompous  air. 

^  *>.,  we  may  both  be  right,  but  at  cross  purposes.     Markland  pro- 
poses ixPev66fif0a,  «♦  we  may  both  have  been  deceived  in  what  we  say." 

^  Reading  (roKfii,  Monk's  correction  for  ap  wnn.     Others  read  avoifff 
with  Markland,  or  ovifnn  with  Bockh. 
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Cly.  Delay  not  for  the  sake  of  touching  my  right  hand,  if 
there  is  aught  that  thou  wouldst  say  to  me. 

Ait.  Well,  thou  knowest  my  character  and  my  devotion 
to  thee  and  thy  children. 

Cly.  I  know  thou  hast  grown  old  in  the  service  of  my 
house. 

Att.  Likewise  thou  knowest  it  was  in  thy  dowry  king 
Agamemnon  received  me. 

Cly.  Yes,  thou  camest  to  Argos  with  me,  and  hast  been 
mine  this  long  time  past. 

Att.  True  ;  and  though  I  bear  ihee  all  goodwill,  I  like  ^ 
not  thy  lord  so  well. 

Cly.  Come,  come,  unfold  whate'er  thou  hast  to  say. 

Att.  Her  father,  he  that  begat  her,  is  on  the  point  of 
slaying  thy  daughter  with  his  own  hand — 

Cly.  How  ?  Out  upon  thy  story,  old  dotard  !  thou  art 
mad. 

Att.  Severing  with  a  sword  the  hapless  maid's  white 
throat. 

Cly.  Ah,  woe  is  me  !     Is  my  husband  haply  mad  ? 

Att.  Nay;  sane,  except  where  thou  and  thy  daughter  are 
concerned  ;  there  he  is  mad. 

Cly.  What  is  his  reason?  what  vengeful  fiend  impels 
him  ? 

Att.  Oracles, — at  least  so  Calchas  says,  in  order  that  the 
ho.st  may  start — 

Cly.  Whither  ?  Woe  is  me,  and  woe  is  thee,  thy  father's 
destined  victim  ! 

Att.  To  the  halls  of  Dardanus,  that  Menelaus  may  recover 
Helen. 

Cly.  So  Helen's  return  then  was  fated  to  affect  Iphigenia  ? 

Ait.  Thou  knowest  all ;  her  father  is  about  to  offer  thy 
child  to  Artemis. 

Cly.  But  that  marriage, — what  pretext  had  it  for  bringing 
me  from  home  ? 
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Att.  An  inducement  to  thee  to  bring  thy  daughter  cheer- 
fully, to  wed  her  to  Achilles. 

Cly.  On  a  deadly  errand  art  thou  come,  my  daughter, 
both  thou,  and  I,  thy  mother. 

Att.  Piteous  the  lot  of  both  of  you, — and  fearful  Aga- 
memnon's venture. 

Cly.  Alas  !  I  am  undone ;  my  eyes  can  no  longer  stem 
their  tears. 

Att.  What  more  natural  '  than  to  weep  the  loss  of  thy 
children  ? 

Cly.  Whence,  old  man,  dost  say  thou  hadst  this  news? 

Ait.  I  had  started  to  carry  thee  a  letter  referring  to  the 
former  writing. 

Cly.   Forbidding  or  combining  to  urge  my  bringing  the 
child  to  her  death  ? 

Att.  Nay,  forbidding  it,   for  thy   lord  was  then  in   his 
sober  senses. 

Cly.   How  comes  it  then,  if  thou  wert  really  bringing  me 
a  letter,  that  thou  dost  not  now  deliver  it  into  my  hands  ? 

An.  Menelaus  snatched  it  from  me,— he  who  caused  this 
trouble. 

Cly.  Dost  thou  hear  that,  son  of  Peleus,  the  Nereid's 
child  ? 

AcH.   I  have  l^een  listening  to  the  tale  of  thy  sufferings, 
and  I  am  indignant  to  think  I  was  used  as  a  tool. 

Cly.  They  will  slay  my  child ;  they  have  tricked  her  with 
thy  marriage. 

AcH.   Like  thee  I  blame  thy  lord,  nor  do  I  view  it  with 
mere  indifference. 

Cly.  [No  longer  will  I  let  shame '  prevent  my  kneeling 


'   Reading  with  Wecklein  ('tirfp  aXV  tlgi^.     Paley  retains  the   old 
reading  t'nnp  aXyuvbv.     Ilartung  gives  oi  ydo  aXoyoi-  ifrrt.      Kirchhoft" 

'  Reading  ovKtr'  al^KT'tinn^tfa^a,  a  conjecture  of  Nauck  and   Her- 
mann .s.      Paley  regards  II.  900-2  as  spurious. 
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to  thee,  a  mortal  to  one  goddess-born  ;  why  do  I  affect 
reserve?  whose  interests  should  I  consult  before  my  child  s  ?] 
{Throwing  herself  before  Achilles.)  Oh  !  help  me,  goddess- 
born,  in  my  sore  distress,  and  her  that  was  called  thy  bride, 
— in  vain,  'tis  true,  yet  called  she  was.  For  thee  it  was  I 
wreathed  her  head  and  led  her  forth  as  if  to  marriage,  but 
now  it  is  to  slaughter  I  am  bringing  her.  On  thee  will 
come  reproach  because  thou  didst  not  help  her  ;  for  ^ 
though  not  wedded  to  her,  yet  wert  thou  the  loving  husband 
of  my  hapless  maid  in  name  at  any  rate.  By  thy  beard, 
right  hand,  and  mother  too  I  do  implore  thee  ;  for  thy  name 
it  was  that  worked  my  ruin,  and  thou  art  bound  to  stand  by 
that.  Except  thy  knees  I  have  no  altar  whereunto  to  fly  ; 
and  not  a  friend  stands '  at  my  side.  'I'hou  hast  heard  the 
cruel  abandoned  scheme  of  Agamemnon  ;  and  I,  a  woman, 
am  come,  as  thou  seest,  to  a  camp  of  lawless  sailor-folk,  bold 
in  evil's  cause,  though  useful  when  they  list;  wherefore  if 
thou  boldly  stretch  forth  thine  arm  in  my  behalf,  our  safety  is 
assured ;  but  if  thou  withhold  it,  we  are  lost. 

Cho.  a  wondrous  thing  is  motherhood,  carrying  with  it 
a  potent  spell,  wherein  all  share,  so  that  for  their  children's 
sake  they  will  endure  affliction. 

AcH.'*^  My  proud  spirit  is  stirred  to  range  aloft,  but  it 
has  learnt  to  grieve  in  misfortune  and  rejoice  in  high  pros- 
perity with  equal  moderation.  [For  these  are  the  men  who 
can  count  on  ordering  all  their  life  aright  by  wisdom's  rules. 


'  Reading  7r^\at  with  Markland  for  MSS.  ytXy,  a  conjecture  adopted 
by  Hermann  and  Monk. 

*''  On  the  following  speech  Paley  has  this  remark  :  "there  are  very 
grave  reasons  for  doubting  whether  the  genuine  speech  of  Achilles  has 
not  been  su|)erseded,  either  wholly  or  in  part,  by  the  verses  of  a  cunning 
imitator."  The  reasoning  throughout  is  extremely  difficult  to  follow,  if 
indeed  possible,  and  there  are  numerous  exceptional  phrases.  Dindorf 
Incloses  large  portions  of  this  speech  in  brackets,  but  it  is  hard  to  see 
why  he  decides  one  part  to  be  more  suspicious  than  another. 
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True,  there  are  cases  where  'tis  pleasant  not  to  be  too  wise,  but 
there  are  others,  where  some  store  of  wisdom  helps.]  Brought 
up  in  godly  Chiron's  halls  myself,  I  learnt  to  keep  a  single 
heart;  and   provided   the  Atridae  lead   aright,  I  will  obey 
them  ;  but  when  they  cease  therefrom,  no  more  will  I  obey. 
Nay,  but  here  and  in  Troy  I  will  show  the  freedom  of  my 
nature,  and,  as  far  as  in  me  lies,  do  honour  to  Ares  with  my 
spear.     [Thee,  lady,  who  hast  suffered  so  cruelly  from  thy 
nearest  and  dearest,  will  I,  by  every  effort  in  a  young  man's 
power,  set  right,  investing  thee  with  that  amount  of  pity,] 
and  never  shall  thy  daughter,  after  being  once  called   my 
brule,  die  by  her  father's  hand,  for  I  will  not  lend  myself  to 
thy  husband's  subtle  tricks;  no  !  for  it  will  be  my  name  that 
kills  thy  child,  although  it  wieldeth  not  the  steel.     Thy  own 
husband  is  the  actual  cause,  but  I  shall  no  longer  be  guilt- 
^*  less,  if,  because  of  me  and  my  marriage,  this  maiden  perishes, 
[she  that  hath  suffered  past  endurance  and  been  the  victim 
of  affronts  most    strangely    undeserved.     So    am    I    made 
the  poorest  wretch    in    Argos  ;    I  a  thing  of   naught,   and 
Menelaus  countmg  for  a  man  !  No  son  of  Peleus  I,  but  the 
issue  of  a  vengeful  fiend,  if  my  name  shall '  serve  thy  husband 
for  the  murder.     Nay !  by  Nereus,  who  begat  my  mother 
Thetis,   m  his  home  amid  the  flowing  waves,   never  shall 
king  Agamemnon  touch  thy  daughter,  no  !  not  even  to  the 
laying  of  a  finger-tip  upon  her  robe;  else  will  Sipylus,'-'  that 
frontier  town  of  barbarisu),  the  cradle  of  those  chieftains'  line 
be  henceforth  a  city  indeed,   while  Phthia's  name  will  no' 
where  find  mention.      Calchas,  the  seer,   shall  rue  begin- 
ning  the  sacrifice  with   his  barley-meal  and  lusiral  water 
Why,  what  is  a  seer?     A  man  who  with  luck  tells  the  truth 
sometimes,  with  frequent  falsehoods,  but  when    his   luck 

'   Reading  ^i/*»Wi  with  Schafer. 

•'  A  mountain  in  Lydia.  near  which  was  shown  the  grave  of  Tantalus 
the  ancestor  of  the  Atrida.  ;  the  town  of  the  same  name  was  swallowed 
up  m  very  early  tunes  by  an  earthquake. 
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deserts  him,  collapses  then  and  there.     It  is  not  to  secure  a 
bride  that  1  have  spoken  thus,— there  be  maids  unnumbered 
eager  to  have   my  love,'— no  !    but  king  Agamemnon  has '' 
put  an  insult  on  me ;  he  should  have  asked  my  leave  to  use 
my  name  as  a  means  to  catch  the  child,  for  it  was  V  chiefly 
who  induced  Clytemnestra  to  betroth  her  daughter  to  me ; 
verily  1  had  yielded  this  to  Hellas,  if  that  was  where  our 
going  to  Ilium  broke  down;  I  would  never  have  refused  to  ^ 
further  my  fellow-soldiers'  common  interest.     But,  as  it  is,  I  . 
am  as  naught  in  the  eyes  of  those  chieftains,  and  little  they 
reck  of  treating  me  well  or  ill.     My  sword  shall  soon  know 
if  any  one  is  to  snatch  thy  daughter  from  me,  for  then  will  I 
make  it  reek  with  the  bloody  stains  of  slaughter,  ere  it  reach 
Phry-ia.'     Calm  thyself  then;    as   a  god  in  his  might    I 
appeared  to  thee,  without  being  so,  but  such  will  I  show 

myself  fur  all  that. 

Cho.  Son  of  Peleus,  thy  words  are  alike  worthy  of  thee 
and  that  sea-born  deity,  the  holy  goddess.] 

Cly.  Ah  !  would  I  could  find  words  to  utter  thy  praise 
without  excess,  and  yet  not  lose  the  graciousness  thereof  by 
stinting  it ;  for  when  the  good  are  praised,  they  have  a  feel- 
ing, as  it  were,  of  hatred  for  those  who  in  their  praise 
exceed  the  mean.  But  I  am  ashamed  of  intruding  a  tale  of 
woe,  since  my  affliction  touches  myself  alone  and  thou  art  not 
affected  by  troubles  of  mine ;  but  still  it  looks  well  for  the  )^ 

^  Reading  ov  for  ih  and  regarding  fivpiai—Torfiiv  as  parenthetical, 
which  in  the  main  is  the  view  taken  by  Nauck  and  Klotz  of  this  very 
unsatisfactory  passage.     Paley,  regarding  it  as  an  interpolation,  disdains 

to  emend  it. 

^  I.e.,  it  was  my  rank,  etc.,  as  descril)ed  by  Agamemnon,  that  carried 
the  day,  and,  such  being  the  case,  I  ought  to  have  had  some  voice  in 
the  matter.     (Paley.) 

■•   Person,  whom  Monk  follows,  corrects  this  passage  thus  : 

01',  irpiv  «t<T  ♦piiyac 
tX^iii'  ^I'ov,  KtiXiaiv  a'lfiaroQ  x*^''***' 
an  ingenious  but  not  absolutely  necessar>'  emendation. 


p 
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man  of  ^vorth  to  assist  the  unfortunate,  even  when  he  is  not 
connected  with  them,     \\-herefore  pity  us,  for  our  sufferings 
cry  for  p,ty ;  m  the  first  place,  I  have  harboured  an  idle 
hope   m  thinking   to  have    thee   wed    my  daughter;   and 
next,  perhaps,  the  slaying  of  my  child  will  be  to  thee  an  evil 
omeii   in  thy  wooing  hereafter,  against  which   thou   must 
guard  thyself.     Thy  words  were  good,  both  first  and  last ; 
or  If  thou  will  It  so,  my  daughter  will  be  saved.     Wilt  have 
her  dasp  thy  knees  in  suppliant  wise ?    "I-is  no  maids  part ; 
yet  If  ,t  seem  good  to  thee,  why  come  she  shall  with  the 
modest  look  of  free-born  maid ;  but  if  I  shall  obtain  the 
self-same  end  from  thee  without  her  coming,  then  let  her 
abide  w.thm,  for  there  is  dignity  in  her  reserve;  still  reserve 
must  only  go  as  far  as  the  case  allows. 

[.ACH.'  Bring  not  thou  thy  daughter  out  for  me  to  sec, 
^  lady,  nor  let  us  mcur  the  reproach  of  the  ignorant ;  for  an 
army,  when  gathered  together  without  domestic  duties  to 
employ  it,  loves  the  evil  gossip  of  malicious  tongues.     After 
al^  should  ye  supplicate  me,  ye  will  attain  a  like  result  as  if 
I  had  neer  been  supplicated  ^  for  I  am  myself  engaged  in 
a  mighty  struggle  to  rid  you  of  your  troubles.     One  thing 
be  sure  thou  hast  heard ;  I  will  not  tell  a  lie ;  if  I  do  that  or 
idly  mock  thee,  may  I  die,  but  live  if  I  preserve  the  maid. 
Clv.  Bless  thee  for  ever  succouring  the  distressed  ' 
AcH.   Hearken  then  to  me,  that  the  matter  may  succeed. 
Clv.  What  IS  thy  proposal  ?  for  hear  thee  I  must. 

AcH    Let  us  once  more  urge  '  her  father  to  a  better  frame 
of  mind. 

Clv.  He  is  something  of  a  coward,  and  fears  the  army 
too  much.  ' 

'  Paley  regards  11.  998-1035  as  spurious,  |»inting  out  much,  thai, 
in  his  opinion,  stamps  them  .ns  the  work  of  a  later  hand 

Reading  ^.  for  i,,  as  Paley  suggests  5  Nauck  gives  a„«r,.T«f 
€.1-,  to  avoid  the  un-Attic  */ .  .  .  ^c. 

■'  Reading  TTuOufiiy. 
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AcH.  Still  argument  o'erthroweth  argument. 

Cly.  Cold  hoi)e  indeed  ;  but  tell  me  what  I  must  do. 

AcH.  Entreat  him  first  not  to  slay  his  children,  and  if  he 
is  stubborn,  come  to  me.  For '  if  he  consents  to  thy 
request,  my  intervention  need  go  no  further,  since  this 
consent  insures  thy  safety.  I  too  shall  show  myself  in  a  better 
light  to  my  friend,  and  the  nrmy  will  not  blame  me,  if  I  arrange 
the  matter  by  reason  rather  than  force  ;  while,  should  things 
turn  out  well,  the  result  will  prove  satisfactory  both  to  thee 
and  thy  friends,  even  without  my  interference. 

Clv.  How  sensibly  thou  speakest !  I  must  act  as 
seemeth  best  to  thee ;  but  should  I  fail  of  my  object,  where 
am  I  to  see  thee  again?  whither  must  I  turn  my  wretched 
steps  and  find  thee  ready  to  champion  my  distress  ? 

AcH.  I  am  keeping  watch  to  guard  thee,  where  occasion 
calls,  that  none  see  thee  passing  through  the  host  of  Danai 
with  that  scared  look.  Shame  not  thy  father's  house ;  for 
Tyndareus  deserveth  not  to  be  ill  spoken  of,  being  a  mighty 
man  in  Hellas.^ 

Cly.  Tis  even  so.^  Command  me ;  I  must  play  the  slave 
to  thee.  If  there  are  gods,  thou  for  thy  righteous  dealing  wilt 
find  them  favourable  ;  if  there  are  none,  what  need  to  toil?] 

[Exet^nt  Achilles  ani/  Clytfmnestra. 

Cho.  What  wedding-hymn  was  that  which  raised  its 
strains  to  the  sound  of  Libyan  flutes,  to  the  music  of  the 
dancer's  lyre,  and  the  note  of  the  pipe  of  reeds  ? 

Twas  in  the  day  Pieria's  fair-tressed  choir  came  o'er  the 
slopes  of  Pelion  to  the  marriage-feast  of  Peleus,  beating  the 
ground  with  print  of  golden  sandals  at  the  banquet  of  the 
gods,  and  hymning  in  dulcet  strains  the  praise  of  Thetis  and 

'  Dindorf  marks  IL  1017-23  as  spurious;  •'the  only  wonder  is," 
says  Paley,  '•  that  he  tolerated  the  preceding  part." 

'^  Line  1032  is  inclosed  in  brackets  by  Nauck. 

'  ttrrtv  rdS.  So  Paley  ;  but  others,  with  Markland,  read  tarai  rdS' 
i.t.,  •*  I  will  do  as  you  say." 
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the  son  of  /Eacus,  o'er  the  Centaurs'  hill,  down  through  the 
woods  of  Pelion 

There  was  the  Dardanian  boy,  Phrygian  Oanymede,  whom 
Zeus  dehghts  to  honour,  drawing  off  the  wine  he  mixed  in 
the  depths  of  golden  bowls;  while,  along  the  gleaming  sand, 
the  fifty  daughters  of  Nereus  graced  the  marriage  with  their 
dancing,  circling  in  a  mazy  ring. 

Came  too  the  revel-rout  of  Centaurs,  mounted  on  horses, 
to  the  feast  of  the  gods  and  the  mixing  bowl  of  Bacchus, 
leaning  on  fir-trees,  with '  wreaths  of  green  foliage  round 
their  heads  ;  and  loudly  cried  the  prophet  Chiron,  skilled  in 
arts  inspired  by  Phoebus ;  **  Daughter  of  Nereus,  thou  shalt 
l)ear  a  son," — whose  name  he  gave; — **adazzlin*  light  to 
Thessaly ;  for  he  shall  come  with  an  army  of  Myrmidon 
spearmen  to  the  far-famed  land  of  Priam,  to  set  it  in  a  blaze, 
his  body  cased  in  a  suit  of  golden  mail  forgeil  by  Hephaestus, 
a  gift  from  his  goddess-mother,  even  from  Thetis  who 
bore  him." 

Then  shed  the  gods  a  blessing  on  the  marriage  of  the 
high-born  bride,  who  was  first  of  Nereus'  daughters,  and  on 
tlie  wedding  of  Peleus.  But  thee "'  will  Argives  crown, 
wreathing  the  lovely  tresses  of  thy  hair,  like  a  dappled"' 
mountain  hind  brought  from  some  rocky  cave  or  a  heifer 
undefiled,  and  staining  with  blood  thy  human  throat ;  though 
thou  wert  never  reared  like  these  amid  the  pii)ing  and 
whistling  of  herdsmen,  but  at  thy  mother's  side,  to  be  decked 
one  day  by  her  as  the  bride  of  a  son  of  Inachus.  [*  Where 
now  does  the  face  of  modesty  or  virtue  avail  aught  ?^ 
i-seeing  that  godlessness  holds  sway,  and  virtue  is  neglected 

'  Reading  ava  S'  iXdran;  <tvv  with  Weil. 

'^  />.,  Iphigenia. 

'  Reading  lioXidv  for  /  aXidi-  wilh  Scaliger,  with  Monk's  additmji  of 
t\a<lHn\  and  his  further  correction  'opttav  »/. 

*  From  here  to  the  end  of  the  chorus  is  regarded  by  Paley  as  spurious. 

■*  Omitting  the  words  ^riamr /x*'  ^*^  probable  gloss  on<T0i>^i  (MSS. 
a'Jtvkiy) ;  so  Paley  and  Weil. 


by  men  and  thrust  behind  them,  lawlessness  o'er  law  pre- 
vailing, and  mortals  no  *  longer  making  common  cause  to 
keep  the  jealousy  of  gods  from  reaching  them.] 

Clv.  (reappearing  from  the  tent.)  I  have  come  from  the 
tent  to  look  out  for  my  husband,  who  went  away  and  left  its 
shelter  long  ago  ;  while  that  poor  child,  my  daughter,  hear- 
ing of  the  death  her  father  designs  for  her,  is  in  tears, 
uttering  in  many  keys  her  piteous  lamentation.  {Catching 
sight  of  Agamfmnon.)  It  seems  I  was  speaking  of  one  not 
far  away ;  for  there  is  Agamemnon,  who  will  soon  be  detected 
in  the  commission  of  a  crime  against  his  own  child. 

Aga.  Daughter  of  Leda,  'tis  lucky  I  have  found  thee 
outside  the  tent,  to  discuss  with  thee  in  our  daughter's 
absence  subjects  not  suited  for  the  ears  of  maidens  on  the 
eve  of  marriage. 

Cly.  What,  pray,  is  dependent  on  the  present  crisis  ? 

Aga.  Send  the  maiden  out  to  join  her  father,  for  the 
lustral  water  stands  there  ready,  and  barley-meal  to  scatter 
with  the  hand  on  the  cleansing  flame,  and  heifers  to  be 
slain  in  honour  of  the  goddess  Artemis,  to  usher  in  the 
marriage,  their  black  blood  spouting  from  them. 

Clv.  Thoui^h  fair  the  words  thou  usest,  I  know  not  how 
I  am  to  name  thy  deeds  in  terms  of  praise. 

[Come^  forth,  my  daughter ;  full  well  thou  knowest  what 
is  in  thy  father's  mind  ;  take  the  child  Orestes,  thy  brother, 
and  bring  him  with  thee  in  the  folds  of  thy  robe. 

Behold  !  she  comes,  in  obedience  to  thy  summons.  My- 
self will  speak  the  rest  alike  for  her  and  me. 

Aga.  My  child,  why  weepest  thou  and  no  longer  lookest 
cheerfully?  why  art  thou  fixing  thine  eyes  upon  the  ground 
and  holding  thy  robe  before  them  ? 

[Clv.]  Alas  !  with  which  of  my  woes  shall  I  begin?  for  I 

'   Paley  follows  Hermann  in  inserting /ir/  to  complete  the  metre. 
'  Paley  thinks  11.    1117-23  were  mterpolated  by  way  of  making  the 
entrance  of  Iphigenia  wilh  Orestes  (cf.  1.  1241)  appear  less  abrupt. 
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may  treat  them  all  as  first,  [or  i)ut  them  last  or  midway  any- 
where].' 

Aga.   How   now?     1   find  you  all  alike,   confusion  and 
alarm  in  every  eye. 

Cly.  My  husband,  answer  frankly   the   questions  I  ask 
thee. 

Aga.  There  is  no  necessity  to  order  me ;  I  am  willin 
to  be  questioned. 

Cly.  Dost  thou  mean  to  slay  thy  child  and  mine  ? 

Aga.    {starting.)      Ha !    these   are    heartless  words,    un- 
warranted suspicions  ! 

Cly.  Peace  !  answer  me  that  question  first 

Aga.  Put  a  fair   question   and    thou   shalt   have   a   (air 
answer. 

Cly.    I    have  no  other  questions  to  put ;   give  me  no 
other  answers. 

Aga.  O  fate  revered,  O  destiny,  and  fortune  mine ! 
Cly.  Aye,  and  mine  and  this  maid's  too  ;  the  three  share 
one  bad  fortune. 
Aga.  Whom  have  I  injured  } 

Cly.  Dost  thou  ask  me  this  question?    A  thought  like 
that  itself  amounts  to  thoughtlessness. 
Aga.   Ruined  !  my  secret  out ! 

Cly.  [I  know  all  ;  I  have  heard  what  thou  art  bent  on 
dom.j:  to  ine.] '  Thy  very  silence  and  those  frequent  groans 
are  a  confession  ;  tire  not  thyself  by  telling  it. 

Aga.  Lo  !    I  am  silent ;    for,  if  I  tell  thee  a  falsehood, 

needs  must  I  add  effrontery  to  misfortune. 

\      Cly.  Well,  listen  ;  for  I  will  now  unfold  my  meaning  and 

\no  longer  employ  dark  riddles.     In  the  first  place,— to  re- 

i  Woach  thee  first  with  this,— it  was  not  of  my  own  free  will 

I  but  by  force  that  thou  didst  ta'ce  and  wed  me,  after  slaying 

•  This  line  was  rejected  by  Monk,  whom  most  editors  follow. 

*  Paley  regards  this  line  as  spurious ;  the  use  of  ai',  where  no  em- 
phasis seems  intendetl,  is  his  main  reason  for  rejecting  it. 
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Tantalus,  my  former  husband,  and  dashing  *  my  babe  on  the 
ground  alive,  when  thou  hadst  torn  him  from  my  breast  with 
brutal  violence.  Then,  when  those  two  sons  of  Zeus,  who 
were  likewise  my  brothers,  came  flashing  on  horseback  to 
war  with  thee,  Tyndareus,  my  aged  sire,  rescued  thee  because 
of  thy  suppliant  prayers,  and  thou  in  turn  hadst  me  to  wife. 
Once  reconciled  to  thee  upon  this  footing,  thou  wilt  bear 
me  witness  I  have  been  a  blameless  wife  to  thee  and  thy 
family,  chaste  in  love,  an  honour  to  thy  house,  that  so  thy 
coming  in  might  be  with  joy  and  thy  going  out  with  gladness. 
And  'tis  seldom  a  man  secures  a  wife  like  this,  though  the 
getting  of  a  worthless  woman  is  no  rarity. 

Besides  three  daughters,  of  one  of  whom  thou  art  heart- 
lessly depriving  me,  I  am  the  mother  of  this  son  of  thine. 
If  anyone  asks  thee  thy  reason  for  slaying  her,  tell  me, 
what  wilt  thou  say  ?  or  must  I  say  it  for  thee  ?  "  It  is  that 
Menelaus  may  recover  Helen."  An  honourable  exchange, 
indeed,  to  pay  a  wicked  woman's  price  in  children's  lives  ! 
'Tis  buying  what  we  most  detest'  with  what. wcJiold 
dear.  Again,  if  thou  go  forth  with  tlie  host,  leaving  me  in  thy 
halls,  and  art  long  absent  at  Troy,  what  will  my  feelings  be  at 
home,  dost  think  ?  when  I  behold  each  vacant  chair  and  her 
chamber  now  deserted,  and  then  sit  down  alone  in  tears, 
making  ceaseless  lamentation  for  her,  *'  Ah  !  my  child,  he  that 
begat  thee  hath  slain  thee  himself,  he  and  no  one  else,  nor 
was  it  by  another's  hand." '  to  thy  home,  after  leaving 


y- 


V 


'  Reading  npoaov^KraQ  wiStf)  (Scaliger)  and  K^v  (Musgrave)  for  the 
MSS.  at^  TrpwfovptaaQ  ttoX/^,  which  Hermann  explains  as  meaning  "  hav- 
ing added  him  to  your  share  in  the  division  of  the  spoils."  Hartung 
gives  TrpofTiopiaai:. 

^  Reading  Tax^^l<rTa  roltri. 

Paley  thinks  a  line  has  here  fallen  out  to  the  effect,  '•  How  wilt 

thou  d.ire  to  return  to  thy  wife  and  .  .  ."     Monks  rejects  1.   1179; 

omitting  it,  the  sense  might  be  continuous,  thus  ;  •'  Thy  father  was  the 

real  murderer  and  no  one  else  ;  for  it  only  needed  a  slight  excuse  on  /A^ 


430 


EURIPIDES. 


[L.  1 1 80-1243 


such  a  price  to  be  paid  ;  for  it  needs  '  now  but  a  trifling  pre- 
text for  me  and  the  daughters  remaining  to  give  thee  the  re- 
/ception  it  is  right  thou  shouldst  receive.  1  adjure  thee  by  the 
^f  gods,  compel  me  not  to  sin  against  thee,  nor  sin  thyself.  Go 
to ;  suppose  thou  sacrifice  the  child  ;  what  prayer  wilt  thou 
utter,  when  'tis  done  ?  what  will  the  blessing  be  that  thou  wilt 
invoke  upon  thyself  as  thou  art  slaying  our  daughter?  an  ill 
^  returning  maybe,  seeing  the  disgrace  that  speeds  thy  going 
forth.  Is  it  right  that  I  should  pray  for  any  luck  to 
attend  thee?  Surely  we  should  deem  the  gods  devoid  of 
^  sense,  if  we  harboured  a  kindly  feeling  towards  murderers. 
Shalt  thou  embrace  thy  children  on  thy  coming  back  to 
Argos?  Nay,  thou  hast  no  right.  Will  any  child  of  thine 
e'er  face  thee,  if  thou  have  surrendered  one  of  them  to  death  ?^ 
Has  this  ever  entered  into  thy  calculations,  or  does  thy  one 
^  duty  consist  in  cairying  a  scei)tre  about  ana  marching  at  the 
head  of  an  army?  when  thou  mightest  have  made  this  fair  pro- 
posal among  the  Argives  ;  "  Is  it  your  wish,  A(  haeans,  to  sail 
for  Phrygia's  shores  ?  Why  then,  cast  lots  whose  daughter 
has  to  die."  For  that  would  have  been  a  fair  course  for 
thee  to  pursue,  instead  of  picking  out  thy  own  child  for  the 
victim  and  presenting  her  to  the  Danai ;  or  Menelaus,  inas- 
much as  it  was  his  concern,  should  have  slain  Hermione 
for  her  mother.  As  it  is,  I,  who  still  am  true  to  thee,  must 
lose  my  child ;  while  she,  who  went  astray,  will  return  with 
her  daughter,  and  live  in  happiness  at  Sparta.  If  I  am 
wrong  in  aught  herein,  answer  me ;  but  if  my  words  have 
been  fairly  urged,  do  not  still '  slay  thy  child,  who  is  mine 
too,  and  thou  wilt  be  wise. 

part,  and  the  sacrifice  ini<;ht  have  l>een  prevented  ,  ,  ,";  but  this  is 
extremely  awkward,  and  PaJey's  view  is  preferable. 

'    Reading  iviti  with  Reiske. 

'  Reading  mi*/  ff^wr  xpo^fif  j'oi",  as  Nauck  edits  from  the  joint  correc- 
tion of  Martung  an<l  Ehiisley. 

^  The  reading  a{h)pted  1>y  Paley  is  11  ^*  iv  X.Xtrrar  ra/i3,  /ii}jc/n  .  .  . 
for  the  admittedly  corrupt  reading  of  the  MSS. 
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Cho.  Hearken  to  her,  Agamemnon,  for  to  join  in  saving 
thy  children's  lives  is  surely  a  noble  deed  ;  none  would 
gainsay  this. 

Iph.*  Had  I  the  eloquence  of  Orpheus,  my  father,  to  move 
the  rocks  by  chanted  spells  to  follow  me,  or  to  charm  by 
speaking  whom  I  would,  I  had  resorted  to  it.  But  as  it  is, 
I'll  bring  my  tears,— the  only  art  I  know;  for  that  I  might 
attempt.  And  about  thy  knees,  in  suppliant  wise,  I  twine 
my  limbs,— these  limbs  thy  wife  here  bore.  Destroy  me 
not  before  my  time,  for  sweet  it  is  to  look  upon  the  light,  ^ 
and  force  me  not  to  visit  scenes  below.  I  was  the  first  to 
call  thee  father,  thou  the  first  to  call  me  child  ;  the  first  was 
I  to  sit  upon  thy  knee  and  give  and  take  the  fond  caress. 
And  this  was  what  thou  then  wouldst  say,  "Shall  I  see  thee, 
my  child,  livinga  happy  prosperous  life  in  a  husband's  home 
one  day,  in  a  manner  worthy  of  myself?  "  And  I  in  my  turil 
would  ask,  as  I  hung  about  thy  beard,  whereto  I  now  am 
clinging,  "  How  shall  I  see  thee?  Shall  I  be  giving  ihee  a 
glad  reception  in  my  halls,  father,  in  thy  old  age,  repaying 
all  thy  anxious  care  in  rearing  me?' 

I  remember  all  we  said,  'tis  thou  who  hast  forgotten  and 
now  wouldst  take  my  life.  By  Pelops,  I  entreat  thee  spare 
me,  by  thy  father  Atreus  and  my  mother  here,  who  suffers 
now  a  second  time  the  pangs  she  felt  before  when  bearing  f 
lue  !  What  have  I  to  do  with  the  marriage  of  Paris  and 
Helen?  why  is  his  coming  to  prove  my  ruin,  father?  I^ok 
upon  me ;  one  glance,  one  kiss  bestow,  that  this  at  least  I 
may  carry  to  my  death  as  a  memorial  of  thee,  though  thou 
heed  not  my  pleading.^ 

{Holding  tip  the  babe  Orrstes.)  Feeble  ally  though  thou 
art,  brother,  to  thy  loved  ones,  yet  add  thy  tears  to  mine 
and  entreat  our  father  for  thy  sister's  life ;  even  in  babes  y 

Paley  thinks  that  Iphigenia  now  advances  on  to  the  stage  with  the 
child  Orestes,  and  throws  herself  at  Agamemnon's  knees. 
*  Nauck  incloses  1.  1240  in  brackets  as  suspicious. 
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*  there  is  a  natural  sense  of  ill.  O  father,  see  this  speechless 
supplication  made  to  thee;  pity  me;  have  mercy  on  my 
tender  years  !  Yea,  by  thy  beard  we  two  fond  hearts  implore 
thy  pity,  the  one  a  babe,  a  full-grown  maid  the  other.  Hy 
summing  all  my  pleas  in  one,  I  will  prevail  in  what  I  say. 
To  gaze  upon  yon  light  is  man's  most  cherished  gift ;  that  life 
below  is  nothingness,  and  whoso  longs  for  death  is  mad. 
-   Better  live  a  life  of  woe  than  die  a  death  of  glory  ! 

Cho.  Ah,  wretched  Helen  !  Awful  the  struggle  that  has 
come  to  the  sons  of  Atreus  and  their  children,  thanks  to 
thee  and  those  marriages  of  thine. 

Aga.   While  loving  my  own  children,   I   yet  understand 
what  should  move  my  pity  and  what  should  not ;  I  were  a 
madman  else.     Tis  terrible  for  me  to  bring  myself  to  this, 
nor  less  terrible  is  it  to  refuse,  daughter ;  for  I  must  fare  the 
same.'     Ye  see   the  vastness  of  yon   naval   host,  and    the 
^  numbers  of  bronze-clad  warriors  from  Hellas,  who  can  neither 
make  their  way  to  Ilium's   towers  nor  raze  the  far-famed 
citadel  of  Troy,  unless  I  offer  thee  according  to  the  word  of 
Calchas  the  seer.     [^Some  mad  desire  possesses  the  host 
of  Hellas  to  sail  forthwith  to  the  land  of  the  barbarians,  and 
put  a  stop  to  the  rape  of  wives  from   Hellas,  and  they  will 
slay  my  daughters  in  Argos  as  well  as  you  and  me,  if  I  dis- 
regard the  goddess's  behests.     It  is  not  Menelaus  who  hath 
\)-  enslaved  me  to  him,  child,  nor  have  I  followed  wish  of  his; 
nay,  'tis  Hellas,  for  whom  I  must  sacrifice  thee  whether  I 
will  or  no ;  to  this  necessity  1  bow  my  head  ;  for  her  freedom 
must  be  preserved,  as  far  as  any  help  of  thine,  daughter, 
or  mine  can  go  :  nor  must  they,  who  are  the  sons  of  Hellas, 
be  pillaged  of  their  wives  by  barbarian  robbery.] 

[Agamemnon  rushes  from  the  stiv^e, 

'  Paley  follows  Kirchhoffin  reading  rai'ra.  Others  retain  rovTo  and 
render  **  1  must  do  this  deed." 

^  The  following  passage  from  I.  1264-75  «^  regarded  by  Dindorfas 
spurious.     Ilennig  thinks  1.  1269  and  II.  1271-75  ^^^  genuine. 
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Cly.  My  child  !     Ye  stranger  ladies  ! 

Woe  is  me  for  this  thy  death  !  Thy  father  flies,  surrender- 
ing thee  to  Hades. 

I  PH.  Woe  is  me,  O  mother  mine!  for  the  same  strain 
hath  fallen  to  both  of  us  in  our  fortune.  No  more  for  me 
the  light  of  day  !  no  more  the  beams  of  yonder  sun  !  Woe 
for  that  snow-beat  glen  in  Phrygia  and  the  hills  of  Ida, 
where  Priam  once  exposed  a  tender  babe,  torn  from  his 
mother's  arms  to  meet  a  deadly  doom,  e'en  Paris,  called  the 
child  of  Ida  in  the  Phrygians'  town.  Would  Priam  ne'er 
had  settled  him,  the  herdsman  reared  amid  the  herds,  beside 
that  water  crystal-clear,  where  are  fountains  of  the  Nymphs 
and  their  meadow  rich  with  blooming  flowers,  where 
hyacinths  and  rose-buds  blow  for  goddesses  to  gather ! 
Hither  one  day  came  Pallas  and  Cypris  of  the  subtle  heart, 
Hera  too  and  Hermes  messenger  of  Zeus, — Cypris,  proud  of 
the  longing  she  causes;  PalLas  of  her  prowess;  and  Hera  of 
her  royal  marriage  with  king  Zeus  ; — to  decide  a  hateful 
strife  about  their  beauty ;  but  it  is  my  death,  maidens, — 
fraught,  'tis  true,  with  glory  to  the  Danai, — that  Artemis  has 
received  as  an  offering,  before  they  begin  the  voyage  to 
Ilium.' 

0  mother,  mother !  he  that  begat  me  to  this  life  of  sorrow 
has  gone  and  left  me  all  alone.  Ah  !  woe  is  me !  a  bitter,  bitter 
sight  for  me  was  Helen,  evil  Helen  !  to  me  now  doomed  to 
bleed  and  die,  slaughtered  by  an  impious  sire.  V- 

1  would  this  Aulis  had  never  received  in  its  havens  here 
the  sterns  of  their  bronze-beaked  ships,  the  fleet  which  was 
speeding  them  to  Troy;  and  would  that  Zeus  had  never 
breathed  on  the  Euripus  a  wind  to  stop  the   expedition,^^ 

'  Reading  ^uv  for  fiiv  and  ifiov  for  t/ioi,  also  irpo9t<fiaT  for  wpi>Ovfid  &* 
in  this  hopelessly  corrupt  passage.  Monk,  rejecting  oi'ofin .  .  .  ^avm^ataiv^ 
assigns  the  next  two  lines  to  the  Chorus,  merely  altering  tcopai  to  copa, 
but  this  is  scarcely  likely  to  be  the  solution  of  the  difficulty. 

■"'  Reading  vofitrq.     The  whole  of  this  passage  (1.  1323-29)  is  pro- 

II.  F  F 
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tempering,  as  he  doth,  a  different  breeze  to  different  men 
so  that  some  have  joy  in  setting  sail,  and  sorrow  some,  and 
others  hard  constraint,  to  make  some  start  and  others  stay 
and  others  furl  their  sails  ! 

Full  of  trouble  then,  it  seems,  is  the  race  of  mortals,  full 
of  trouble  verily  ;  and  'tis  ever  Fate  s  decree  that  man  should 
find  distress. 

Woe  !  woe  to  thee,  thou  child  of  Tyndareus,  for  the 
suffering  and  anguish  sore,  which  thou  art  causin-  the 
Danai  !  ^ 

Cho.  I  pity  thee  for  thy  cruel  fate, -a  fate  I  would  thou 
ne  er  hadst  met  ! 

I  PH.  O  mother  that  bare  me!  I  see  a  throng  of  men 
approaching. 

Clv.  It  is  the  goddess-born  thou  seest,  child,  for  whom 
thou  camest  hither. 

IPH.  {ca/Ihtg  into  t,ie  tent.)   Open  the   tent-door  to  me 
servants,  that  I  may  hide  myself  ' 

Cly.  Why  seek  to  fly,  my  child.? 
I  PH.  I  am  ashamed  to  face  Achilles. 
Clv.  Wherefore  .> 

I  PH.  The  luckless  ending  to  our  marriage  causes  me  to 
feel  abashed. 

Cly.  No  time  for  affectation  now  in  face  of  what  has 
chanced.  Stay  then ;  reserve  will  do  no  good,  if  only  we 
can ' 

AcH.  Daughter  of  Leda,  lady  of  sorrows  ! 
Cly.  No  misnomer  that. 

AcH.  A  fearful  cry  is  heard  among  the  Argives. 
Cly.  What  is  it  ?  tell  me. 

bably  more  or  less  corrupt,  and  the  construction  suspiciously  harsh  • 
possibly  the  text  has  suffered  from  interpolations  and  glosses  on  the 
onginal. 

»  The  sentence  is  left  unfinished,  owing  to  the  sudden  address  of 
Achilles  ;  possibly  it  would  have  run  "if  only  we  can  enlist  his  aid." 
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AcH.  It  concerns  thy  child. 

Cly.  An  evil  omen  for  thy  words. 

AcH.  They  say  her  sacrifice  is  necessary. 

Cly.  And  is  there  no  one  to  say  a  word  against  them  ? 

AcH.  Indeed  I  was  in  some  danger  myself  from  the 
tumult. 

Cly.  In  danger  of  what  ?  kind  sir. 

AcH.  Of  being  stoned. 

Cly.  Surely  not  for  trying  to  save  my  daughter? 

AcH.  The  very  reason. 

Cly.  Who  would  have  dared  to  lay  a  finger  on  thee  ? 

AcH.  The  men  of  Hellas,  one  and  all. 

Cly.  Were  not  thy  Myrmidon  warriors  at  thy  side  ? 

AcH.  They  were  the  first  who  turned  against  me. 

Cly.  My  child  !  we  are  lost,  undone,  it  seems. 

AcH.  They  taunted  me  as  the  man  whom  marriage  had 
enslaved, 

Cly.  And  what  didst  thou  answer  them? 

AcH.  I  craved  the  life  of  her  I  meant  to  wed,  — 

Cly.  Justly  so. 

AcH.  The  wife  her  father  promised  me. 

Cly.  Aye,  and  sent  to  fetch  from  Argos. 

AcH.  But  I  was  overcome  by  clamorous  cries. 

Cly.  Truly  the  mob  is  a  dire  mischief.  ^ 

AcH.  But  1  will  help  thee  for  all  thai. 

Cly.  Wilt  thou  really  fight  them  single-handed  ? 

AcH.  Dost  see  these  warriors  here,  carrying  my  arms  ? 

Cly.  Bless  thee  for  thy  kind  intent ! 

AcH.  Well,  I  shall  be  blessed.    V 

Cly.  Then  my  child  will  not  be  slaughtered  now  ? 

AcH.  No,  not  with  my  consent  at  any  rate. 

Cly.  But  will  any  of  them  come  to  lay  hands  on  the  maid  ? 

AcH.  Thousands  of  them,  with  Odysseus  at  their  head. 

Cly.  The  son  of  Sisyphus  ? 

AcH.  The  ver)'  same. 
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Cly.  Acting  for  himself  or  by  the  army's  order? 
^V  AcH.  By  their  choice— and  his  own. 

Cly.  An  evil  choice  indeed,  to  stain  his  hands  in  blood  ! 

AcH.  But  I  will  hold  him  back. 

Cly.  Will  he  seize  and  bear  her  hence  against  her  will  ? 

AcH.  Aye,  by  her  golden  hair  no  doubt. 

Cly.  What  must  I  do,  when  it  comes  to  that  ? 

AcH.  Keep  hold  of  thy  daughter. 

Cly.  Be  sure  that  she  shall  not  be  slain,  as  far  as  that 
can  help  her. 

AcH.  Believe  me,  it  will  come  to  this.' 

I  PH.  Mother,  hear  me  while  I  speak,  for  I  see  that  thou 

art  wroth  with  thy  husband  to  no  purix)se ;    'tis  hard  for 

us  to  persist  in  impossibilities.     Our  thanks  are  due  to  this 

stranger  for  his  ready  help;  but  thou  must  also  see  to  it 

that  he  is  not  reproached  by  the  army,  leaving  us  no  better 

off  and  himself  involved  in  trouble.     Listen,  mother ;  hear 

what  thoughts  have  passed  across  my  mind.     I  am  resolved 

to  die ;   and  this  I  fain  would  do  with  honour,  dismissing 

from  me  what  is  mean.     Towards  this  now,  mother,  turn  thy 

thoughts,  and   with  me  weigh   how  well   I  speak  j    to  me 

the   whole  of  mighty    Hellas  looks;    on  me  the  passage 

1  o'er  the  sea  depends ;  on  me  the  sack  of  Troy ;  and  in 
my  power  it  lies  to  check  henceforth  barbarian  raids  on 
happy  Hellas,  if  ever  in  the  days  to  come  they  seek  to  seize 
her  daughters,  when  once  they  have  atoned  by  death  ^  for 
the  violation  of  Helen's  marriage  by  Paris.  All  this  deliver- 
ance will  my  death  insure,  and  my  fame  for  setting  Hellas 
free  will  be  a  happy  one.  Besides,  I  have  no  right  at  all 
to  cling  too  fondly  to  my  life ;  for  thou  didst  not  bear  me 

"V  for  myself  alone,  but  as  a  public  blessing  to  all  Hellas. 

*  ».^.,  to  an  actual  appeal  to  force. 

^  Lines  1381-2  are  corrupt.  The  corrections  here  followetl  are 
raod'  for  TOi;  in  1.  1381,  and  6\iOp<ft  yafiov,  01/  Hermann's  emencblion  of 
o\(9poVf  i'iin-ip'  in  1.  1382. 
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What !  sliall  countless  warriors,  armed  with  shields,  those 
myriads  sitting  at  the  oar,  find  courage  to  attack  the  foe  and 
die  for  Hellas,  because  their  fatherland  is  wronged,  and  ray    ^ 
one  life  prevent  all  this?  What  '  kind  of  justice  is  that? 
could  I  find  a  word  in  answer  ?     Now  turn  we  to  that  other  / 
point.     It  is  not  right  that  this  man  should  enter  the  lists/ 
with  all  Argos  or  be  slain  for  a  woman's  s;ike.     Better  a/ 
single  man  should  see  the  light  than  ten  thousand  women.l/ 
If  Artemis  is  minded  to  take  this  body,  am  I,  a  weak  mortal, 
to  thwart  the  goddess?     Nay,  that  >vere  impossible.     To 
Hellas  I  resign  it ;  offer  this  sacrifice  and  make  an  utter  end  , 
of  Troy.    This  is  my  enduring  monument ;  marriage,  mother- 1  * 
hood,  and  fame, — all  these  is  it  to  me.     And  it  is  but  right, 
mother,    that    Hellenes    should   rule    barbarians,  but  not 
barbarians    Hellenes,   those  being  slaves,  while   these   are  ( 
free.  i 

Cho.  Thou  playest  a  noble  part,  maiden;  but  sickly  are 
the  whims  of  Fate  and  the  goddess. 

AcH.  Daughter  of  Agamemnon  !  some  god  was  bent  on 
blessing  me,  could  1  but  have  won  thee  for  my  wife.  In  thee  I 
reckon  Hellas  happy,  and  thee  in  Hellas ;  for  this  that  thou 
hast  said  is  good  and  worthy  of  thy  fatherland  ;  [since  thou, 
abandoning  a  strife  with  heavenly  powers,  which  are  too 
strong  for  thee,  has  fairly  weighed  advantages  and  needs  ]  * 
But  now  that  I  have  looked  into  thy  noble  nature,  I  feel  still 
more  a  fond  desire  to  win  thee  for  my  bride.  Look  to  it ; 
for  I  would  fain  serve  thee  and  receive  thee  in  my  halls ; 
and  witness  Thetis,  how  I  grieve  to  think  I  shall  not  save 
thy  life  by  doing  battle  with  the  Danai.  Reflect,  I  say ;  a 
dreadful  ill  is  death. 


*  Reading  Hermann's  correction  of  this  corrupt  line, 

ri  TO  SiKaiov  rovro  y'  ;  ap^  *X**'f*'  ^^  avniirtiv  tirog ; 

^  These  two  lines  1409-10  are  rejected  by  Monk  ;  Dindorf  thinks  the 
entire  passage  from  1.  1408-33  spurious,  an  opinion  in  which  Paleydoes 
not  concur. 
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IPH.  This  I  say,  without  regard  to  anyone.'     Enough  that 
the  daughter  of  Tyndareus  is  causing  wars  and  bloodshed  ' 
by  her  beauty;  then  be  not  slain  thyself,  sir  stranger,  nor 
seek  to  slay  another  on  my  account ;  but  let  me,  if  I  can, 
save  Hellas.  ' 

ACH.  Heroic  spirit !  I  can  say  no  more  to  this,  since 
thou  art  so  minded  ;  for  thine  is  a  noble  resolve ;  why  should 
not  one  avow  the  truth?  Yet  will  I  speak,  for  thou  wilt 
haply  change  thy  mind ;  that  thou  mayst  know  then  what 
my  offer  .s,  I  will  go  and  place  these  arms  of  mine  near 
the  altar,  resolved  not  to  permit  thy  death  but  to  prevent  it  • 
for  brave  as  thou  art,  at  sight  of  the  knife  held  at  thy 
throat,  thou  wilt  soon  avail  thyself  of  what  I  said.  [So  I  will 
not  let  thee  pensh  through  any  thoughtlessness  of  thine,  but 
W.1I  go  to  the  temple  of  the  goddess  with  these  arms  and 

T    VT^  "'^'"•^ "  l^-^-''  Achilles. 

IPH.  Mother,  why  so  silent,  thine  eyes  wet  with  tears? 
CLv.  I  have  reason,  woe  is  me  !  to  be  sad  at  heart. 
IPH.  Forbear ;  make  me  not  a  coward  ;  here  in  one  thin-^ 
obey  me.  ° 

Clv.  Say  what  it  is,  my  child,  for  at  my  hands  thou  shalt 
neer  suffer  mjury. 

IPH    Cut  not  off  the  tresses  of  thy  hair  for  me,  [nor  clothe 
thyself  m  sable  garb.'J 

Cly   Why,  my  child,  what  is  it  thou  hast  said  ?    Shall  I 
when  I  lose  thee, * 

IPH.  -Lose"  me,  thou  dost  not;  I  am  saved  and  thou 
renowned,  as  far  as  I  can  make  thee. 
Cly.  How  so  ?     Must  I  not  mourn  thy  death  ? 

'  The  words  oWi.  o/rH/„.Xa/3oi;p,„  have  small  MSS.  authority,  ami 
were  probably  inserted  by  a  grammarian  to  complete  the  verse 

Line*  I43l-3are  rejected  by  Monk.   Nauck,  on  Dindorfs  authority, 
also  incloses  1.  ,426  and  11.  ,429-33  in  brackets.  ^* 

^  Tins  hne  was  rejected  by  Hermann,  Burges.  and  most  other  editors. 
The  aposiopesis  may  be  supplie.1  by  -  forbear  to  mourn." 


I  PH.  By  no  means,  for  I  shall  have  no  tomb  heaped  o'er 

me. 

Clv.  What,  is  not  the  act  of  dying  held  to  imply  burial? 

I  PH.  The  altar  of  the  goddess,  Zeus's  daughter,  will  be 
my  tomb. 

Cly.  Well,  my  child,  I  will  let  thee  persuade  me,  for  thou 
sayest  well. 

I  PH.  Aye,  as  one  who  prospereth  and  doeth  Hellas  service. 

Cly.  What  message  shall  I  carry  to  thy  sisters? 

I  PH.   Put  not  mourning  raiment  on  them  either. 

Cly.  But  is  there  no  fond  message  I  can  give  the  maidens 
from  thee? 

I  PH.  Yes,  my  farewell  words  ;  and  promise  me  to  rear  this 
babe  Orestes  to  manhood. 

Clv.   Press  him  to  thy  bosom  ;  'tis  thy  last  look. 

Ipil  O  thou  that  art  most  dear  to  me!  thou  hast  helped 
thy  friends  as  thou  hadst  means.  ' 

Clv.  Is  there  anything  I  can  do  to  pleasure  thee  in  Argos? 

I  PH.  Yes,  hate  not  my  father,  thy  own  husband.  yVl/X 

'^Cly.  Fearful  are  the  trials  through  which  he  has  to  go 
because  of  thee. 

I  PH.  It  was  against  his  will  he  ruined  me  for  the  sake  of  V- 
Hellas. 

Cly.  Ah  !  but  he  employed  base  treachery,  unworthy  of 
Atreus. 

I  PH.  Who  will  escort  me  hence,  before  my  hair  is  torn? 

Cf.v.  I  will  go  with  thee. 

I  PH.  No,  not  thou  ;  thou  say'st  not  well. 

Clv.  I  will,  clinging  to  thy  robes. 

I  PH.  Be  persuaded  by  me,  mother,  stay  here;  for  this  is 
the  better  way  alike  for  me  and  thee ;  but  let  one  of  these 
attendants  of  my  father  conduct  me  to  the  meadow  of 
Artemis,  where  I  shall  be  sacrificed. 

Cly.  Art  gone  from  me,  my  child  ? 

Ivu.  Aye,  and  with  no  chance  of  ever  returning. 


f 
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Cly.  Leaving  thy  mother  ? 

Iph.  Yes,  as  thou  seest,  undeservedly. 

Cly.  Hold  !  leave  me  not ! 

Iph.  I  cannot  let  thee  shed  a  tear.    (  To  t/ie  Chokxj^.)    Be 
it  yours,  maidens,  to  hymn  in  joyous  strains  Artemis,  the 
child  of  Zeus,  for  my  hard  lot ;    and  let  the  order  for  a 
solemn  hush  go  forth  to  the  Danai.     Begin  the  sacrifice 
with  the  baskets,  let  the  fire  blaze  for  the  purifying  meal  of 
sprinkling,  and  my  father  pace  from  left  to  right  about  the 
altar;    for    I   come    to  bestow  on    Hellas  safety   crowned 
with  victory.     Lead  me  hence,  me  the  destroyer  of  Ilium's 
town   and  the  Phrygians ;  give  me  wreaths  to  cast  about 
me ;   brmg  them   hither ;   here  are  my   tresses  to  crown  • 
brmg  lustral  water  too.     Dance  to  Artemis,  queen  Artemis 
the  blest,  around  her  fane  and  altar;  for  by  the  blood  of 
my  sacrifice  I  will  blot  out  the  oracle,  if  it  needs  must 
be. 

O  mother,  lady  revered  !  for  thee  shall  my  tears  be  shed 
and  now ;  for  at  the  holy  rites  I  may  not  weep.*  * 

Sing  with  me,  maidens,  sing  the  praises  of  Artemis 
whose  temple  faces  Chalcis,  where  angry  spearmeji  madly 
chafe,  here  m  the  narrow  havens  of  Aulis,  because  of  me. 

O  Pelasgia,  land  of  my  birth,  and  Mycenie,  my  home ! 

Cho.  Is  it  on  Perseus'  citadel  thou  callest,  that  town 
Cyclopean  workmen  builded  ? 

Iph.  To  be  a  light  to  Hellas  didst  thou  rear  me,  and  so  I 
say  not  No  to  death. 

Cho.  Thou  art  right;  no  fear  that  fame  will  e'er  desert 
thee ! 

IPH.  Hail  to  thee,  bright  lamp  of  day  and  light  of  Zeus  ' 
A  different  life,  a  different  lot  is  henceforth  mine.  Farewell 
I  bid  thee,  light  beloved  !  ^Exit  Iphigenia. 

'  Lines  1488-90  are  assigned  by  some  editors  to  the  Chorus,  but  there 
seems  little  reason  for  the  arrangement. 
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[Cho.'  Behold  the  maiden  on  her  way,  the  destroyer  of 
Ilium's  town  and  its  Phrygians,  with  garlands  twined  about 
her  head,  and  drops  of  lustral  water  on  her,  soon  to  be- 
sprinkle with  her  gushing  blood  the  altar  of  a  murderous 
goddess,  what  time  her  shapely  neck  is  severed.* 

For  thee  fair  streams  of  a  father's  pouring  and  lustral 
waters  are  in  store,  for  thee  Achaea's  host  is  waiting,  eager  to 
reach  the  citadel  of  Ilium.  But  let  us  celebrate  Artemis, 
the  daughter  of  Zeus,  queen  among  the  gods,  as  if  upon 
some  happy  chance. 

O  lady  revered,  delighting  in  human  sacrifice,  send  on  its 
way  to  Phrygia's  land  the  host  of  the  Hellenes,  to  Troy's 
abodes  of  guik,  and  grant  that  Agamemnon  may  wreathe  his 
head  with  deathless  fame,  a  crown  of  fairest  glory  for  the 
spearmen  of  Hellas.^ 

Mes.  Come  forth,  O  Clytemnestra,  daughter  of  Tyndareus, 
from  the  tent,  to  hear  my  news. 

Cly.  I  heard  thy  voice  and  am  come  in  sad  dismay  and 
fearful  dread,  not  sure  but  what  thou  hast  arrived  with  tidings 
of  some  fresh  trouble  for  me  besides  the  present  woe. 

Mes.  Nay,  rather  would  I  unfold  to  thee  a  story  strange 
and  marvellous  about  thy  child. 

Cly.  Delay  not,  then,  but  speak  at  once. 

Mes.  Dear  mistress,  thou  shalt  learn  all  clearly  ;  from  the 
outset  will  I  tell  it,  unless  my  memory  fail  me  somewhat  and 
confuse  my  tongue  in  its  account.  As  soon  as  we  reached 
the  grove  of  Artemis,  the  child  of  Zeus,  and  the  meadows 
gay  with  flowers,  where  the  Achaean  troops  were  gathered, 

*  Paley  agrees  with  Porson  in  regarding  the  rest  of  the  play  after 
Iphigenia's  exit  as  the  work  of  an  interpolator  ;  he  follows  as  his  text 
KirchhoflTs  collation  of  the  MSS.,  only  noticing  a  few  corrections  ;  for 
the  purposes  of  translation  some  further  variations  are  here  admitted. 

•Lines  1514-16  read  ^caifiovot  with  Markland  for  y*  laniovo€\ 
pai-oiVai',  Markland  for  Gai'ovoav  ;  and  omit  r«  with  Bothe  after  iv^va, 

'  Reading  'EXXom  with  Markland  for  'EXXo^i. 


442 


EURIPIDES. 


[L.  1 546-161 5 


bringing  thy  daughter  with  us,  forthwith  the  Argive  host 
began  assembling;    but   when   king  Agamemnon  saw  the 
maiden  on  her  way  to  the  grove  to  be  sacrificed,  he  gave 
one  groan,  and,  turning  away  his  face,  let  the  tears  burst 
from  his  eyes,  as  he  held  his  robe  before  them.     But  the 
maid,  standing  close  by  him  that  begot  her,  spake  on  this 
wise,  **  O  my  father,  here  am  I  to  do  thy  bidding ;  freely  I 
|)frer  this  body  of  mine  for  my  country  and  all  Hellas,  that 
ye  may  lead  me  to  the  altar  of  the  goddess  and  sacrifice  me, 
[ince  this  is  Heaven's  ordinance.     Good  luck  be  yours  for 
iiny  help  that  I  afford  !  and  may  ye  obtain  the  victor's  gift 
ftnd  come  again  to  the  land  of  your  fathers.     So  then  let 
none  of  the  Argives  lay  hands  on  me,  for  I  will  bravely  yield 
my  neck  without  a  word." 

She  spake  ;  and  each  man  marvelled,  as  he  heard  the 
maiden's  brave,  unflinching  speech.  But  in  the  midst  up  stood 
Talthybius,— for  his  this  duty  was,— and  bade  the  host  refrain 
from  word  or  deed  ;  and  Calchas,  the  seer,  drawing  a  shaq) 
sword  from  out  its  scabbard  laid  it  in  a  basket  of  beaten 
gold,  crowning  the  maiden's  head  the  while.  Then  the  son 
of  Peleus,  taking  the  basket  and  with  it  lustral  water  in  his 
hand,  ran  round  the  altar  of  the  goddess  uttering  these 
words,  *'  O  Artemis,  thou  child  of  Zeus,  slayer  of  wild  beasts, 
that  wheelest  thy  dazzling  light  amid  the  gloom,  accept  this 
sacrifice,  which  we,  the  host  of  the  Achceans  and  king 
Agamemnon  with  us,  offer  to  thee,  even  pure  blood  from 
a  beauteous  maiden's  neck;  and  grant  us  safe  saihng 
for  our  ships    and    the   sack    of  Troy's    towers    by  our 

spears." 

Meantime  the  sons  of  Atreus  and  all  the  host  stood  look- 
v^ing  on  the  ground,  while  the  priest,  seizing  his  knife,  off'ered 
up  a  prayer  and  was  closely  scanning  the  maiden's  throat  to 
see  where  he  should  strike.  'Twas  no  slight  sorrow  filled 
my  heart,  as  I  stood  by  with  bowed  head  ;  when  lo  !  a 
sudden  miracle  I    Each  one  of  us  distinctly  heard  the  sound 
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of  a  blow,^  but  none  saw  the  spot  where  the  maiden  vanished.  ^ 
Loudly  the  priest  cried  out,  and  all  the  host  took  up  the  cr>' 
at  the  sight  of  a  marvel  all  unlooked  for,  due  to  some  god  s 
agency,  and  passing  all  belief,  although  'twas  seen  ;  for  there 
upon  the  ground  lay  a  hind  of  size  immense  and  passing 
fair  to  see,  gasping  out  her  life,  with  whose  blood  the 
altar  of  the  goddess  was  thoroughly  bedewed.  Whereon 
spake  Calchas  thus  ;— his  joy  thou  canst  imagine  ;— "  Ve 
captains  of  this  leagued  Achaean  host,  do  ye  see  this  victim, 
which  the  goddess  has  set  before  her  altar,  a  mountain-roam- 
ing hind  ?  This  is  more  welcome  to  her  by  far  than  the 
maid,  that  she  may  not  defile  her  altar  by  shedding  noble 
blood.  Gladly  has  she  accepred  it  and  is  granting  us  a 
prosperous  voyage  for*^  our  attack  on  Ilium.  Wherefore 
take  heart,  sailors,  each  man  of  you,  and  away  to  your  ships, 
for  to-day  must  we  leave  the  hollow  bays  of  Aulis  and  cross 
the  A\gean  main." 

Then,  when  the  sacrifice  was  wholly  burnt  to  ashes  in  the 
blazing  flame,  he  ofl"ered  such  prayers  as  were  meet,  that  the 
army  might  win  return ;  but  me  Agamemnon  sends  to  tell 
thee  this,  and  say  what  Heaven-sent  luck  is  his,  and  how  he 
hath  secured  undying  fame  throughout  the  length  of  Hellas. 
Now  I  was  there  myself  and  speak  as  an  eye-witness;  with- 
out a  doubt  thy  child  flew  away  to  the  gods.  A  truce  then 
to  thy  sorrowing,  and  cease  to  be  wroth  with  thy  husband ; 
for  God's  ways  with  man  are  not  what  we  expect,  and  those  ^ 
whom  he  loves,  he  keepeth  safe  ;  yea,  for  this  day  hath  seen 
thy  daughter  dead  and  brought  to  life  again. 

[Exit  Messenger. 

Cho.  What  joy  to  hear  these  tidings  from  the  messenger  ! 
He  tells  thee  thy  child  is  living  still,  among  the  gods. 

Cly.  Which   of  the  gods,   my  child,  hath  stolen  thee? 


'  Reailing  T\»yy/}f  aacpoj^  yap  ttoq  rif  yvQiro  KTvirov  (WeilO 
'  Reading  'iXiov  irpoq  for  'IXiou  r  with  Hermann. 
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bringing  thy  daughter  with  us,  forthwith  the  Argive  host 
began  assembling;  but  when  king  Agamemnon  saw  the 
maiden  on  her  way  to  the  grove  to  be  sacrificed,  he  gave 
one  groan,  and,  turning  away  his  face,  let  the  tears  burst 
from  his  eyes,  as  he  held  his  robe  before  them.  But  the 
maid,  standing  close  by  him  that  begot  her,  spake  on  this 
wise,  *'0  my  father,  here  am  I  to  do  thy  bidding;  freely  I 
^fior  this  body  of  mine  for  my  country  and  all  Hellas,  that 
'e  may  lead  me  to  the  altar  of  the  goddess  and  sacrifice  me, 
jince  this  is  Heaven's  ordinance.  Good  luck  be  yours  for 
my  help  that  I  afford  !  and  may  ye  obtain  the  victor's  gift 
md  come  again  to  the  land  of  your  fathers.  So  then  let 
iione  of  the  Argives  lay  hands  on  me,  for  I  will  bravely  yield 
my  neck  without  a  word." 

She  spake  ;  and  each  man  marvelled,  as  he  heard  the 
maiden's  brave,  unflinching  speech.  But  in  the  midst  up  stood 
Talthybius, — for  his  this  duty  was, — and  bade  the  host  refrain 
from  word  or  deed  ;  and  Calchas,  the  seer,  drawing  a  shaqi 
sword  from  out  its  scabbard  laid  it  in  a  basket  of  beaten 
gold,  crowning  the  maiden's  head  the  while.  Then  the  son 
of  Peleus,  taking  the  basket  and  with  it  lustral  water  in  his 
hand,  ran  round  the  altar  of  the  goddess  uttering  these 
words,  *'  O  Artemis,  thou  child  of  Zeus,  slayer  of  wild  beasts, 
that  wheelest  thy  dazzling  light  amid  the  gloom,  accept  this 
sacrifice,  which  we,  the  host  of  the  Ach?eans  and  king 
Agamemnon  with  us,  offer  to  thee,  even  pure  blood  from 
a  beauteous  maiden's  neck ;  and  grant  us  safe  sailing 
for  our  ships  and  the  sack  of  Troy's  towers  by  our 
spears." 

Meantime  the  sons  of  Atreus  and  all  the  host  stood  look- 
^ing  on  the  ground,  while  the  priest,  seizing  his  knife,  offered 
up  a  prayer  and  was  closely  scanning  the  maiden's  throat  to 
see  where  he  should  strike.  Twas  no  slight  sorrow  filled 
my  heart,  as  I  stood  by  with  bowed  head  ;  when  lo  !  a 
sudden  miracle  !    Each  one  of  us  distinctly  heard  the  sound 
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of  a  blow,'  but  none  saw  the  spot  where  the  maiden  vanished.  ^ 
Loudly  the  priest  cried  out,  and  all  the  host  took  up  the  cr>' 
at  the  sight  of  a  marvel  all  unlooked  for,  due  to  some  god's 
agency,  and  passing  all  belief,  although  'twas  seen  ;  for  there 
upon  the  ground  lay  a  hind  of  size  immense  and  passing 
fair  to  see,  gasping  out  her  life,  with  whose  blood  the 
altar  of  the  goddess  was  thoroughly  bedewed.  Whereon 
spake  Calchas  thus ;— his  joy  thou  canst  imagine  ;— "  Ye 
captains  of  this  leagued  Achaean  host,  do  ye  see  this  victim, 
which  the  goddess  has  set  before  her  altar,  a  mountain-roam- 
ing hind?  This  is  more  welcome  to  her  by  far  than  the 
maid,  that  she  may  not  defile  her  altar  by  shedding  noble 
blood.  Gladly  has  she  accepted  it  and  is  granting  us  a 
prosperous  voyage  for'^  our  attack  on  Ilium.  Wherefore 
take  heart,  sailors,  each  man  of  you,  and  away  to  your  ships, 
for  to-day  must  we  leave  the  hollow  bays  of  Aulis  and  cross 
the  .4'gean  main." 

Then,  when  the  sacrifice  was  wholly  burnt  to  ashes  in  the 
blazing  flame,  he  offered  such  prayers  as  were  meet,  that  the 
army  might  win  return ;  but  me  Agamemnon  sends  to  tell 
thee  this,  and  say  what  Heaven-sent  luck  is  his,  and  how  he 
hath  secured  undying  fame  throughout  the  length  of  Hellas. 
Now  I  was  there  myself  and  speak  as  an  eye-witness;  with- 
out a  doubt  thy  child  flew  away  to  the  gods.  A  truce  then 
to  thy  sorrowing,  and  cease  to  be  wroth  with  thy  husband ; 
for  God's  ways  with  man  are  not  what  we  expect,  and  those  ^ 
whom  he  loves,  he  keepeth  safe  ;  yea,  for  this  day  hath  seen 
thy  daughter  dead  and  brought  to  life  again. 

{Exit  Messenger. 

Cho.  What  joy  to  hear  these  tidings  from  the  messenger  ! 
He  tells  thee  thy  child  is  living  still,  among  the  gods. 

Cly.  Which   of  the  gods,   my  child,  hath  stolen  thee? 
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How  am  I  to  address  thee  ?  How  can  I  be  sure*  that  this  is 
not  an  idle  tale  told  to  cheer  me,  to  make  me  cease  my 
piteous  lamentation  for  thee  ? 

Cho.  Lo  !  king  Agamemnon  approaches,  to  confirm  this 

storv  for  thee. 

Aga.  Happy  may  we  be  counted,'  lady,  as  far  as  concerns 
our  daughter ;  for  she  hath  fellowship  with  gods  in  very 
sooth.  But  thou  must  take  this  tender  '  babe  and  start  for 
home,  for  the  host  is  looking  now  to  sail.  Fare  thee  well ! 
'tis  long  ere  I  shall  greet  thee  on  my  return  from  Troy  ;  may 
it  be  well  with  thee  ! 

Cho.  Son  of  Atreus,  start  for  Phrygia's  land  with  joy  and 
so  return,  I  pray,  after  taking  from  Troy  her  fairest  spoils.] 

'  liy  omitting  the  stop  after  ^w,  as  Nauck  edits,  and  making  the 
sentence  continuous,  perhaps  the  simplest  explanation  of  this  passage  is 

obtained.  ^  .      ,  . 

-^  To  correct  the  scansion  Hermann  proposes  oXfii^ointG'  av. 
»  vtayivth  for  which  Torson  gives  cAyirO  to  correct  the  metre. 
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DRAMATIS   PERSOX/F. 

SlLENUS. 

Chorus  of  >Ai »  Ka. 

Odysseus. 
The  Cyclops. 


Sct.NE.— Mount  .Etna  in  Sicily,  before  the  cave  of  the  Cyclops. 


THE    CYCLOPS. 

SiL.  O  Bromius,  unnumbered  are  the  toils  I  bear  because 
of  thee,  no  less  now  than  when  I  was  young  and  hale;  first 
when  thou  wert  driven  mad  by  Hera  and  didst  leave  the 
mountam  nymphs,  thy  nurses ;   next,  when  in  battle  with 
earth-born  spearmen  I  stood  beside  thee  on  the  right  as 
squire,  and  slew  Enceladus,  smiting  him  full  in  the  middle 
of  his  targe  with  my  spear.      Come,  though,  let  me  see  • 
must  I  confess  'twas  all  a  dream  ?     No,  by  Zeus  !  since  1 
really  showed  his  spoils  to  the  Bacchic  god.     And  now  am 
I  enduring  to  the  full  a  toil  still  worse  than  those.     For 
when  Hera  sent  forth  a  race  of  Tyrrhene  pirates  against  thee 
that  thou  mightest  be  smuggled  far  away,  I,  as  soon  as  the 
news  reached  me,  sailed  in  (luest  of  thee  with  my  children  • 
and,  taking  the  helm  myself,  I  stood  on  the  end  of  the  stern 
and  steered  our  trim  craft ;  and  my  sons,  sitting  at  the  oars, 
made  the  grey  billows  froth  and  foam  as  they  sought  thee 
my  liege.      But  just  as  we  had  come  nigh  iMalea  in  our 
course,  an  east-wind  blew  upon  the  ship  and  drove  us  hither 
to  the  rock  of  ^:tna,  where  in  lonely  caverns  dwell  the  one- 
eyed   children   of  ocean's   god,    the   murdering   Cyclopes 
Captured  by  one  of  them  we  are  slaves  in  his  house ;  Poly- 
phemus  they  call  him  whom  we  serve  ;  and  instead  of  Bacchic 
revelry  we  are  herding  a  godless  Cyclops's  flocks;  and  so  it 
[IS  my  children,  striplings  as  they  are,  tend  the  young  thereof 
on  the  edge  of  the  downs  ;  while  my  appointed  task  is  to  stay 
here  and  fill  the  troughs  and  sweep  out  the  cave,  or  wait 
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upon  the  ungodly  Cyclops  at  his  impious  feasts.  His 
orders  now  compel  obedience ;  I  have  to  scrape  out  his 
house  with  the  rake  you  see,  so  as  to  receive  the  Cyclops, 
my  absent  master,  and  his  sheep  in  clean  caverns. 

But  already  I  see  my  children  driving  their  browsing  flocks 
towards  me. 

What  means  this?  is  the  beat  of  feet  in  the  Sicinnis dance 
the  same  to  you  now  as  when  ye  attended  the  Bacchic  god 
in  his  revelries  and  made  your  way  with  dainty  steps  to  the 
music  of  lyres  to  the  halls  of  Althaea? 

Cho.  Offspring  of  well-bred  sires  and  dams,  pray  whither 
wilt  thou  be  gone  from  me  to  the  rocks?  Hast  thou  not 
here  a  gentle  breeze,  and  grass  to  browse,  and  water  from 
the  eddying  stream  set  near  the  cave  in  troughs?  and  are 
not  thy  young  ones  bleating  for  thee  ? 

Pst !  pst !  wilt  thou  not  browse  here,  here  on  the  dewy 
slope  ?  Ho !  ho  !  ere  long  will  I  cast  a  stone  at  thee. 
Away,  away !  O  horned  one,  to  the  fold-keeper  of  the 
Cyclops,  the  country-ranging  shepherd.  Loosen  thy  burst- 
ing udder  ;  welcome  to  thy  teats  the  kids,  whom  thou  leavest 
in  the  lambkins'  pens.  Those  little  bleating  kids,  asleep  the 
livelong  day,  miss  thee;  wilt  then  leave  at  last  the  rich  grass 
pastures  on  the  peaks  of  ^-Ktna  and  enter  the  fold  ?  .  .  .  . 

Here  we  have  no  Bromian  god  ;  no  dances  here,  or  Bac- 
chantes thyrsus-bearing ;  no  roll  of  drums,  or  drops  of 
sparkling  wine  by  gurgling  founts ;  nor  is  it  now  with 
Nymphs  in  Nysa  I  sing  a  song  of  Bacchus,  Bacchus  !  to 
the  queen  of  love,  in  quest  of  whom  I  once  sped  on  with 
Bacchantes,  white  of  foot. 

Dear  friend,  dear  Bacchic  god,  whither  art  roaming  alone, 
waving  thy  auburn  locks,  while  I,  thy  minister,  do  service 
to  the  one-eyed  Cyclops,  a  slave  and  wanderer  I,  clad  in 
this  wretched  goat-skin  dress,  severed  from  thy  love  ? 

SiL.  Hush,  children  !  and  bid  our  servants  fold  the  flocks 
in  the  rock -roofed  cavern. 


Cho.  (7(7  Servants.)  Away!  (7(?Silenus.)  But  prithee, 
why  such  haste,  father? 

SiL.  I  see  the  hull  of  a  ship  from  Hellas  at  the  shore,  and 
men,  that  wield  the  oar,  on  their  way  to  this  cave  with  some 
chieftain.  About  their  necks  they  carry  empty  vessels  and 
pitchers  for  water ;  they  are  in  want  of  food.  Luckless 
strangers  !  who  can  they  be?  They  know  not  what  manner 
of  man  our  master  Polyphemus  is,  to  have  set  foot  here  in 
his  cheerless  abode  and  come  to  the  jaws  of  the  cannibal 
Cyclops  in  an  evil  hour.  But  hold  ye  your  peace,  that  we 
may  inquire  whence  they  come  to  the  peak  of  Sicilian  ^^tna. 

Ody.  Pray  tell  us,  sirs,  of  some  river-spring  whence  we 
might  draw  a  draught  to  slake  our  thirst,  or  of  someone 
willing  to  sell  victuals  to  mariners  in  need. 

Why,  what  is  this?  We  seem  to  have  chanced  upon  a 
city  of  the  Bromian  god  ;  here  by  the  caves  I  see  a  group 
of  Satyrs.     To  the  eldest  first  I  bid  ''  All  hail  ! " 

SiL.  All  hail,  sir !  tell  me  who  thou  art,  and  name  thy 
country. 

Ody.  Odysseus  of  Ithaca,  king  of  the  Cephallenians' 
land. 

SiL.  I  know  him  for  a  prating  knave,  one  of  Sisyphus' 
shrewd  offspring. 

Odv.  I  am  the  man  ;  abuse  me  not. 

SiL.  Whence  hast  thou  sailed  hither  to  Sicily  ? 

Ody.  From  Ilium  and  the  toils  of  Troy. 

SiL.  How  was  that?  didst  thou  not  know  the  passage  to 
thy  native  land  ? 

Ody.  Tempestuous  winds  drove  me  hither  against  my 
will. 

SiL.  God  wot !  thou  art  in  the  same  plight  as  I  am. 
Ody.  Why,  wert  thou  too  drifted  hither  against  thy  will  ? 
SiL.  I  was,  as  I  pursued  the  pirates  who  carried  Bromius 
off. 

Ody.  What  land  is  this  and  who  are  its  inhabitants? 
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SiL.   This  is  mount  ^tna,  the  highest  point  in  Sicily. 

Ody.    But  where  are  the  city-walls  and  ramparts? 

SiL.  There  are  none  ;  the  headlands,  sir,  are  voia  of  men. 

Ody.  Who  then  possess  the  land  ?  the  race  of  wild 
creatures? 

SiL.  The  Cyclopes,  who  have  caves,  not  roofed  houses. 

Ody.  Obedient  unto  whom  ?  or  is  the  power  in  the  people's 
hands  ? 

SiL.  They  are  rovers  ;  no  man  obeys  another  in  anything. 

Ody.  Do  they  sow  Demeter's  grain,  or  on  what  do  they 
live  ? 

SiL.  On  milk  and  cheese  and  flesh  of  sheep. 

Ody.  Have  they  the  drink  of  Bromius,  the  juice  of  the 
vine? 

SiL.  No  indeed  !  and  thus  it  is  a  joyless  land  they  dwell 
in. 

Ody.  Are  they  hospitable  and  reverent  towards  strangers  ? 

SiL.  Strangers,  they  say,  supply  the  daintiest  meat. 

Ody.  What,  do  they  delight  in  killing  men  and  eating 
them  ? 

SiL.  No  one  has  ever  arrived  here  without  being  butchered. 

Ody.  Where  is  the  Cyclops  himself?  inside  his  dwelling? 

SiL.   He  is  gone  hunting  wild  beasts  with  hounds  on  JEtna. 

Ody.  Dost  know  then  what  to  do,  that  we  may  be  gone 
from  the  land? 

SiL.   Not  I,  Odysseus;  but  I  would  do  anything  for  thee. 

Ody.  Sell  us  food,  of  which  we  are  in  need. 

SiL.  There  is  nothing  but  flesh,  as  I  said. 

Ody.  Well,  even  that  is  a  pleasant  preventive  of  hunger. 

Sih.  And  there  is  cheese  curdled  with  fig-juice,  and  the 
milk  of  kine. 

Ody.  Bring  them  out ;  a  man  should  see  his  purchases. 

SiL.  But  tell  me,  how  much  gold  wilt  thou  give  me  in 
exchange  ? 

Ody.  No  gold  bring  I,  but  Dionysus'  drink. 
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SiL.  Most  welcome  words  !  I  have  long  been  wanting 
that. 

Ody.  Yes,  it  was  Maron,  the  god's  son,  who  gave  me  a 
draught. 

SiL.  What  !  Maron  whom  once  I  dandled  in  these  arms? 

Ody.  The  son  of  the  Bacchic  god,  that  thou  mayst  learn 
more  certainly. 

SiL.  Is  it  inside  the  ship,  or  hast  thou  it  with  thee? 

Ody.  This,  as  thou  seest,  is  the  skin  that  holds  it,  old  sir. 

SiL.  Why,  that  would  not  give  me  so  much  as  a  mouthful. 

Ody.  This,  and  twice  as  much  again  as  will  run  from  the 
skin. 

SiL.  Fair  the  rill  thou  speakest  of,  delicious  to  me. 

Ody.  Shall  I  let  thee  taste  the  wine  unmixed,  to  start  with  ? 

SiL.  A  reasonable  offer;  for  of  a  truth  a  taste  invites  the 
purchase. 

Ody.  Well,  I  haul  about  a  cup  as  well  as  the  skin. 

SiL.  Come,  let  it  gurgle  in,  that  I  may  revive  my  memory 
by  a  pull  at  it. 

Ody.  There  then  ! 

SiL    Ye  gods  !  what  a  delicious  scent  it  has  ! 

Ody.  What !  didst  thou  see  it  ? 

SiL.  No,  i'  faith,  but  I  smell  it. 

Ody.  Taste  it  then,  that  thy  approval  may  not  stop  at 
words. 

SiL.  Zounds  I    Bacchus  is  inviting  me  to  dance  ;  ha  !  ha  ! 

Ody.  Did  it  not  gurgle  finely  down  thy  throttle? 

SiL.  Aye  that  it  did,  to  the  ends  of  my  fingers. 

Ody.  Well,  we  will  give  thee  money  besides. 

SiL.  Only  undo  the  skin,  and  never  mind  the  money. 

Ody.   Bring  out  the  cheeses  then  and  lambs. 

SiL.  I  will  do  so,  with  small  thought  of  any  master.  For 
let  me  have  a  single  cup  of  that  and  I  would  turn  madman, 
giving  in  exchange  for  it  the  flocks  of  every  Cyclops  and 
then   throwing   myself  into   the  sea   from  the   Leucadian 
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rock,  once  I  have  been  well  drunk  and  smoothed  out  my 
wrinkled  brow.  For  if  a  man  rejoice  not  in  his  drinking,  he 
is  mad  ;  for  in  drinking  there  is  love  with  all  its  frolic,  and 
dancing  withal,  and  oblivion  of  woe.  Shall  not  I  then 
purchase  so  rare  a  drink,  bidding  the  senseless  Cyclops  and 
his  central  eye  go  hang  ?  [Exit  Silenus. 

Cho.  Hearken,  Odysseus,  let  us  hold  some  converse  with 
thee. 

Ody.  Well,  do  so  ;  ours  is  a  meeting  of  friends. 

Cho.  Did  you  take  Troy  and  capture  the  famous  Helen? 

Ody.  Aye,  and  we  destroyed  the  whole  family  of  Priam. 

Cho.  After  capturing  your  blooming  prize,  were  all  of 
you  in  turn  her  lovers?  for  she  likes  variety  in  husbands; 
the  traitress  !  the  sight  of  a  man  with  embroidered  breeches 
on  his  legs  and  a  golden  chain  about  his  neck  so  fluttered 
her,  that  she  left  Menelaus,  her  excellent  little  husband. 
Would  there  had  never  been  a  race  of  women  born  into 
the  world  at  all,  unless  it  were  for  me  alone  ! 

SiL.  (reappearing  7vith  food.)  Lo  I  I  bring  you  fat  food 
from  the  flocks,  king  Odysseus,  the  young  of  bleating  sheep 
and  cheeses  of  curdled  milk  without  stint.  Carry  them 
away  with  you  and  be  gone  from  the  cave  at  once,  after 
giving  me  a  drink  of  merry  grape-juice  in  exchange. 

Cho.  Alack  !  yorvder  comes  the  Cyclops ;  what  shall  we 
do? 

Ody.  Then  truly  are  we  lost,  old  sir  I  whither  must  we  fly? 

SiL.   Inside  this  rock,  for  there  ye  may  conceal  yourselves. 

Ody.   Dangerous  advice  of  thine,  to  run  into  the  net ! 

SiL.  No  danger ;  there  are  ways  of  escape  in  plenty  in 
the  rock. 

Ody.  No,  never  that ;  for  surely  Troy  will  groan  and 
loudly  too,  if  we  flee  from  a  single  man,  when  I  have  oft 
withstood  with  my  shield  a  countless  host  of  Phrygians. 
Nay,  if  die  we  must,  we  will  die  a  noble  death;  or,  if  we  live, 
we  will  maintain  our  old  renown  at  least  with  credit. 
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Cyc.  a  light  here  !  hold  it  up  !  what  is  this?  what  means 
this  idleness,  your  Bacchic  revelry?  Here  have  we  no 
Dionysus,  nor  clash  of  brass,  nor  roll  of  drums.  Pray,  how 
is  it  with  my  newly-born  lambs  in  the  caves?  are  they  at 
the  teat,  running  close  to  the  side  of  their  dams?  Is  the  full 
amount  of  milk  for  cheeses  milked  out  in  baskets  of  rushes? 
How  now  ?  what  say  you  ?  One  of  ye  will  soon  be 
shedding  tears  from  the  weight  of  my  club ;  look  up,  not 
down. 

Cho.  There !  my  head  is  bent  back  till  I  see  Zeus 
himself;  I  behold  both  the  stars  and  Orion. 

Cyc.  Is  my  breakfast  quite  ready? 

Cho.  Tis  laid  ;  be  thy  throat  only  ready. 

Cyc.  Are  the  bowls  too  full  of  milk  ? 

Cho.  Aye,  so  that  thou  canst  swill  off  a  whole  hogshead, 
so  it  please  thee. 

Cyc  Sheeps'  milk  or  cows*  milk  or  a  mixture  of  both  ? 

Cho.   Whichever  thou  wilt ;  don't  swallow  me,  that's  all. 

Cyc.  Not  I ;  for  you  would  start  kicking  in  the  pit  of  my 
stomach  and  kill  me  by  your  antics.  {Catching  sight  of 
Odysseus  and  his  followers.)  Ha  !  what  is  this  crowd  I  see 
near  the  folds  ?  Some  pirates  or  robbers  have  put  in  here. 
Yes,  I  really  see  the  lambs  from  my  caves  tied  up  there  with 
twisted  osiers,  cheese-presses  scattered  about,  and  old  Silenus 
with  his  bald  pate  all  swollen  with  blows. 

SiL.  Oh !  oh  !  poor  wretch  that  I  am,  pounded  to  a 
fever. 

Cyc.  By  whom  ?  who  has  been  pounding  thy  head,  old 
sirrah  ? 

SiL.  These  are  the  culprits,  Cyclops,  all  because  I  refused 
to  let  them  plunder  thee. 

Cyc.  Did  they  not  know  I  was  a  god  and  sprung  from 
gods  ? 

SiL.  That  was  what  I  told  them,  but  they  persisted  in 
plundering   thy  goods,   and,    in  spite  of  my  efforts,  they 
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actually  began  to  eat  the  cheese  and  carry  off  the  lambs ; 
and  they  said  they  would  tie  thee  in  a  three-cubit  pillory  and 
tear  out  thy  bowels  by  force  at  thy  navel,  and  flay  thy  back 
thoroughly  with  the  scourge  ;  and  then,  after  binding  thee, 
fling  thy  carcase  down  among  the  benches  of  their  ship  to 
sell  to  some  one  for  heaving  up  stones,  or  else  throw  thee 
into  a  mill. 

Cyc.  Oh,  indeed  !  Be  off  then  and  sharpen  my  cleavers 
at  once  ;  heap  hii^h  the  faggots  and  light  them  ;  for  they 
shall  be  slain  forthwith  and  fill  this  maw  of  mine,  what  time 
I  pick  my  feast  hot  from  the  coals,  waiting  not  for  carvers, 
and  fish  up  the  rest  from  the  cauldron  boiled  and  sodden  ; 
fori  have  had  my  fill  of  mountain -fare  and  sated  myself  with 
banquets  of  lions  and  stags,  but  'tis  long  I  have  been  without 
human  flesh. 

SiL.  Truly,  master,  a  change  like  this  is  all  the  sweeter 
after  everyday  fare ;  for  just  of  late  there  have  been  no  fresh 
arrivals  of  strangers  at  these  caves. 

Ody.  Hear  the  strangers  too  in  turn,  Cyclops.  We 
had  come  near  the  cave  from  our  ship,  wishing  to  pro- 
cure provisions  by  purchase,  when  this  fellow  sold  us  the 
lambs  and  handed  them  over  for  a  stoup  of  wine  to  drink 
himself, — a  voluntary  act  on  both  sides, — there  was  no 
violence  employed  at  all.  No,  there  is  not  a  particle  of  truth 
in  the  story  he  tells,  now  that  he  has  been  caught  selling  thy 
property  behind  thy  back. 

SiL.  I  ?    Perdition  catch  thee  ! 

Ody.   If  I  am  lying,  yes. 

SiL.  O  Cyclops,  by  thy  sire  Poseidon,  by  mighty  Triton 
and  Nereus,  by  Calypso  and  the  daughters  of  Nereus,  by  the 
sacred  billows  and  all  the  race  of  fishes  !  I  swear  to  thee, 
most  noble  sir,  dear  little  Cyclops,  master  mine,  it  is  not  I 
who  sell  thy  goods  to  strangers,  else  may  these  children, 
dearly  as  I  love  them,  come  to  an  evil  end. 

Cho.  Keep  that  for  thyself;  with  my  own  eyes  I  saw  thee 
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sell  the  goods  to  the  strangers ;  and  if  I  lie,  perdition  catch 

my  sire  !  but  injure  not  the  strangers. 

Cyc.  Ye  lie ;  for  my  part  I  put  more  faith  in  him  than 

Rhadamanthus,  declaring  him  more  just     But  I  have  some 

questions  to  ask.     Whence  sailed  ye,  strangers?  of  what 

country  are  you  ?  what  city  was  it  nursed  your  childhood  ? 
Ody.  We  are  Ithacans  by  birth,  and  have  been  driven 

from  our  course  by  the  winds  of  the  sea  on  our  way  from 

Ilium,  after  sacking  its  citadel. 
Cyc.  Are  ye  the  men  who  visited  on  Ilium,   that  bor- 

dereth  on  Scamander*s  wave,  the  rape  of  Helen,  worst  of 
women  ? 

Ody.  We  are ;  that  was  the  fearful  labour  we  endured. 
Cyc.  a  sorry  expedition  yours,  to  have  sailed  to  the  land 
of  Phrygia  for  the  sake  of  one  woman  ! 

Ody.  It  was  a  god's  doing ;  blame  not  any  son  of  man. 
But  thee  do  we  implore,  most  noble  son  of  Ocean's  god, 
speaking  as  free-born  men ;  be  not  so  cruel  as  to  slay  thy 
friends  on  their  coming  to  thy  cave,  nor  regard  us  as  food 
for  thy  jaws,  an  impious  meal ;  for  we  preserved  thy  sire,  O 
king,  in  possession  of  his  temple-seats  deep  in  the  nooks  of 
Hellas;  and  the  sacred  port  of  Tienarus  and  Malea's 
furthest  coves  remain  unharmed  ;  and  Sunium's  rock,  the 
silver-veined,  sacred  to  Zeus-born  Athena,  still  is  safe,  and 
Geraestus,  the  harbour  of  refuge ;  and  we  did  not  permit 
Phrygians  to  put  such  an  intolerable  reproach  on  Hellas.^ 
Now  in  these  things  thou  too  hast  a  share,  for  thou  dwellest 
in  a  corner  of  the  land  of  Hellas  beneath  ^Etna's  fire-stream- 
ing rock  ;  and  although  thou  turn  from  arguments,  still  it  is 
a  custom  amongst  mortal  men  to  receive  shipwrecked  sailors 
as  their  suppliants  and  show  them  hospitality  and  help  them 

'  It  is  difficult  to  make  anything  of  the  Greek  as  it  stands  ;  and  Her. 
mann  is  probably  right  in  his  suspicion  that  something  has  been  lost 
after  1.  265.  In  the  absence  of  any  emendation  that  commends  itself 
an  attempt  has  been  made  to  follow  the  received  text. 
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with  raiment ;  not  that  these  should  fill  thy  jaws  and  belly, 
their  limbs  transfixed  with  spits  for  piercing  ox-flesh.  The 
land  of  Priam  hath  emptied  Hellas  quite  enough,  drinking 
the  blood  of  many  whom  the  spear  laid  low,  with  the  ruin 
it  has  brought  on  widowed  wives,  on  aged  childless  dames, 
and  hoary-headed  sires  ;  and  if  thou  roast  and  consume  the 
remnant, — a  meal  thou  wilt  rue, — why,  where  shall  one  turn? 
Nay,  be  persuaded  by  me,  Cyclops  ;  forego  thy  ravenous 
greed  and  choose  piety  rather  than  wickedness  ;  for  on  many 
a  man  ere  now  unrighteous  gains  have  brought  down  retri- 
bution. 

SiL I  will  give  thee  a  word  of  advice  !  as  for 

his  flesh,  leave  not  a  morsel  of  it,  and  if  thou  eat  his 
tongue,  Cyclops,  thou  wilt  become  a  monstrous  clever 
talker. 

Cyc.  Wealth,  manikin,  is  the  god  for  the  wise ;  all  else  is 
mere  vaunting  and  fine  words.  Plague  take  the  headlands 
by  the  sea,  on  which  my  father  seats  himself !  Why  hast 
thou  put  forward  these  arguments  ?  I  shudder  not  at  Zeus's 
thunder,  nor  know  I  wherein  Zeus  is  a  mightier  god  than  I, 
sir  stranger;  what  is  more,  I  reck  not  of  him  ;  my  reasons 
hear.  When  he  pours  down  the  rain  from  above,  here  in 
this  rock  in  quarters  snug,  feasting  on  roast  calf  s  flesh  or 
some  wild  game  and  moistening  well  my  upturned  paunch 
with  deep  draughts  from  a  tub  of  milk,  I  rival  the  thunder- 
claps of  Zeus  with  my  artillery  ;  and  when  the  north-wind 
blows  from  Thrace  and  sheddeth  snow,  I  wrap  my  carcase 
in  the  hides  of  beasts  and  light  a  fire,  and  what  care  I  for 
snow  ?  The  earth  perforce,  whether  she  like  it  or  not,  pro- 
duces grass  and  fattens  my  flocks,  which  I  sacrifice  to  no 
one  save  myself  and  this  belly,  the  greatest  of  deities  ;  but  to 
the  gods,  not  I  !  For  surely  to  eat  and  drink  one's  fill  from 
day  to  day  and  give  oneself  no  grief  at  all,  this  is  the  king 
of  gods  for  your  wise  man,  but  lawgivers  go  hang,  chequering, 
as  they  do,  the  life  of  man  !    And  so  I  will  not  cease  from 
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indulging  myself  by  devouring  thee;  and  thou  shalt  receive 
this  stranger's  gift,  that  I  may  be  free  of  blame,— fire  and 
my  father's  element  yonder,  and  a  cauldron  to  hold  thy 
flesh  and  boil  it  nicely  in  collops.  So  in  with  you,  that 
ye  may  feast  me  well,  standing  round  the  altar  to  honour  the 
cavern's  god.  ^Enters  his  cave. 

Odv.  Alas  !  escaped  from  the  troubles  of  Troy  and  the 
sea,  my  barque  now  strands  upon  the  whim  and  forbidding 
heart  of  this  savage. 

O  Pallas,  mistress  mine,  goddess-daughter  of  Zeus,  help 
me,  help  me  now  ;  for  I  am  come  to  toils  and  depths  of 
peril  worse  than  all  at  Ilium  ;  and  thou,  O  Zeus,  the 
stranger's  god,  who  hast  thy  dwelling  'mid  the  radiant  stars, 
behold  these  things  ;  for,  if  thou  regard  them  not,  in  vain 
art  thou  esteemed  the  great  gcd  Zeus,  though  but  a  thing  of 
naught.  {Folioivs  the  Cyclops  reluctantly. 

Cho.  Ope  wide  the  portal  of  thy  gaping  throat,  Cyclops; 
for  strangers'  limbs,  both  boiled  and  grilled,  are  ready  from 
ofl"  the  coals  for  thee  to  gnaw  and  tear  and  mince  up  small, 
reclining  in  thy  shaggy  goatskin  coat. 

Relinquish  not  thy  meal  for  me  ;  keep  that  boat  for  thy- 
self alone.'  Avaunt  this  cave !  avaunt  the  burnt-offerings, 
which  the  godless  Cyclops  offers  on  Etna's  altars,  exulting 
in  meals  on  strangers'  flesh  ! 

Oh  !  the  ruthless  monster  !  to  sacrifice  his  guests  at  his 
own  hearth,  the  suppliants  of  his  halls,  cleaving  and  tearing 
and  serving  up  to  his  loathsome  teeth  a  feast  of  human  flesh, 
hot  from  the  coals. 

Ody.  (reappearing  with  a  look  of  horror)  O  Zeus  !  what 
can  I  say  after  the  hideous  sights  I  have  seen  inside  the 
cave,  things  past  belief,  resembling  more  the  tales  men  tell 
than  aught  they  do  ? 

*  According  to  Hermann,  whose  explanation  is  here  followed,  11.  362-3 
are  spoken  ironically,  **pray  do  not  consider  my  feelings  ;  go  on  with 
your  feast,  as  long  as  I  am  not  asked  to  join  it." 


r 


EURIPIDES. 


[L.  377-443 


THE  CYCLOPS. 


459 


Cho.  What  news,  Odysseus?  has  the  Cyclops,  most 
godless  monster,  been  feasting  on  thy  dear  comrades  ? 

Ody.  Aye,  he  singled  out  a  pair,  on  whom  the  flesh  was 
fattest  and  in  best  condition,  and  took  them  up  in  his  hand 
to  weigh. 

Cho.  How  went  it  with  you  then,  poor  wretch  ? 

Ody.  When  we  had  entered  yonder  rocky  abode,  he 
lighted  first  a  fire,  throwing  logs  of  towering  oak  upon 
his  spacious  hearth,  enough  for  three  waggons  to  carry  as 
their  load ;  next,  close  by  the  blazing  flame,  he  placed  his 
couch  of  pine-boughs  laid  upon  the  floor,  and  filled  a  bowl 
of  some  ten  firkins,  pouring  white  milk  thereinto,  after  he 
had  milked  his  kine  ;  and  by  his  side  he  put  a  can  of  ivy- 
wood,  whose  breadth  was  three  cubits  and  its  depth  four 
maybe ;  [next  he  set  his  brazen  pot  a-boiling  on  the  fire,*] 
spits  too  he  set  beside  him,  fashioned  of  the  branches  of 
thorn,  their  points  hardened  in  the  fire  and  the  rest  of  them 
trimmed  with  the  hatchet,  and  the  blood-bowls  of  -^tna  for 
the  axe's  edge.'  Now  when  that  hell-cook,  god-detested,  had 
everything  quite  ready,  he  caught  up  a  pair  of  my  companions 
and  proceeded  deliberately  to  cut  the  throat  of  one  of  them 
over  the  yawning  brazen  pot ;  but  the  other  he  clutched  by 
the  tendon  of  his  heel,  and,  striking  him  against  a  sharp 
point  of  rocky  stone,  dashed  out  his  brains;  then,  after 
hacking  the  fleshy  parts  with  glutton  cleaver,  he  set  to 
grilling  them,  but  the  limbs  he  threw  into  his  cauldron  to 
seethe.  And  I,  poor  wretch,  drew  near  with  streaming  eyes 
and  waited  on  the  Cyclops ;  but  the  others  kept  cowering 
like  frightened  birds  in  crannies  of  the  rock,  and  the  blood 

*  This  line  is  clearly  out  of  place  as  it  stands  ;  it  has  been  proposed 
to  place  it  either  after  line  385  or  395.  after  either  of  which  it  would  be 

appropriate. 

'^  t,e.,  to  catch  the  blood  as  the  axe  strikes,  but  the  expression  is  a 
carious  one.  Kirchhoff  gives  yv^xQov<i,  in  apposition  to  tr^ycta,  taking 
this  apparently  to  mean  "  slaughtering  tools." 


forsook  their  skin.     Anon,  when  he  had  gorged  himself  upon 
my  comrades'  flesh  and  had  fallen  on  his  back,  breathing 
heavily,  there  came  a  sudden  inspiration  to  me.     I  filled  a 
cup  of  this  Maronian  wine  and  offered   him   a   draught, 
saying,  "  Cyclops,  son  of  Ocean's  god,  see  here  what  heavenly 
drink  the  gra[)es  of  Hellas  yield,  glad  gift  of  Dionysus." 
He,  glutted  with  his  shameless  meal,  took  and  drained  it  at 
one  draught,  and,  lifting  up  his  hand,  he  thanked  me  thus, 
*'  Dearest  to  me  of  all  my  guests  !  fair  the  drink  thou  givest 
me  to  crown  so  fair  a  feast."     Now  when  I  saw  his  delight, 
I  gave  him  another  cup,  knowing  the  wine  would  make  him  rue 
it,  and  he  would  soon  be  paying  the  penalty.     Then  he  set  to 
singing  ;  but  I  kept  filling  bumi)er  after  bumper  and  heating 
him  with  drink.     So  there  he  is  singing  discordantly  amid 
the  weeping  of  my  fellow-sailors,  and  the  cave  re-echoes  \ 
but  I  have  made  my  way  out  quietly  and  would  fain  save 
thee  and  myself,  if  thou  wilt.    Tell  me  then,  is  it  your  wish, 
or  is  it  not,  to  fly  from  this  unsocial  wretch  and  take  up  your 
abode  with  Naiad  nymphs  in  the  halls  of  the  Bacchic  god  ? 
Thy  father  within  approves  this  scheme ;  but  there  !  he  is 
powerless,  getting  all  he  can  out  of  his  liquor ;  his  wings  are 
snared  by  the  cup  as  if  he  had  flown  against  bird-lime,  and 
he  is  fuddled  ;  but  thou  art  young  and  lusty ;  so  save  thy- 
self with  my  helj)  and  regain  thy  old  friend   Dionysus,  so 
little  like  the  Cyclops. 

Cho.  Best  of  friends,  would  we  might  see  that  day, 
escaping  the  godless  Cyclops  !  [for  'tis  long  we  have  been 
without  the  joys  of  men,  unable  to  escape  him.]  ' 

Ody.  Hear  then  how  I  will  requite  this  vile  monster  and 
rescue  you  from  thraldom. 

Cho.  Tell  me  how ;  no  note  of  Asiatic  lyre  would  sound 

*  Perhaps  oIk  l\ovTi  tcaTotpvyiiv  might  be  read,  to  give  some  meaning 
to  these  worthless  lines  ;  but,  as  Paley  points  out,  there  are  so  many 
reasons  for  deciding  them  to  be  spurious  that  it  is  scarcely  worth 
examining  them  very  closely. 


460 


EURIPIDES. 


[L.  444-515 


THE   CYCLOPS. 


461 


more   sweetly  in    our    ears    than    news    of    the   Cyclops' 
death. 

Ody.  Delighted  with  this  fiquor  of  the  Bacchic  god,  he 
fain  would  go  a-revelling  with  his  brethren. 

Cho.  I  understand ;  thy  purpose  is  to  seize  and  slay  him 
in  the  thickets  when  alone,  or  push  him  down  a  precipice. 
Ody.  Not  at  all ;  my  plan  is  fraught  with  subtlety. 
Cho.  What   then?     Truly  we  have  long  heard  of  thy 
cleverness. 

Ody.  I  mean  to  keep  him  from  this  revel,  saying  he  must 
not  give  this  drink  to  his  brethren  but  keep  it  for  himself 
alone  and  lead  a  happy  life.  Then  when  he  falls  asleep, 
overmastered  by  the  Bacchic  god,  I  will  put  a  point  with 
this  sword  of  mine  to  an  olive-branch  I  saw  lying  in  the 
cave,  and  will  set  it  on  fire  ;  and  when  I  see  it  well  alight,  I 
will  lift  the  heated  brand,  and,  thrusting  it  full  in  the 
Cyclops'  eye,  melt  out  his  sight  with  its  blaze  ;  and,  as  when 
a  man  in  fitting  the  timbers  of  a  ship  makes  his  auger  spin 
to  and  fro  with  a  double  strap,  so  will  I  make  the  brand 
revolve  in  the  eye  that  gives  the  Cyclops  light  and  will 
scorch  up  the  pupil  thereof. 

Cho.  Ho  !  ho !  how  glad  I  feel !  wild  with  joy  at  the 
contrivance  ! 

Ody.  That  done,  I  will  embark  thee  and  those  thou 
lovest  with  old  Silenus  in  the  deep  hold  of  my  black  ship, 
my  ship  with  double  banks  of  oars,  and  carry  you  away  from 
this  land. 

Cho.  Well,  can  I  too  lay  hold  of  the  blinding  brand,  as 
though  the  god's  libation  had  been  poured?  for  I  would 
fain  have  a  share  in  this  offering  of  blood. 

Ody.  Indeed  thou  must,  for  the  brand  is  large,  and  thou 
must  help  hold  it. 

Cho.  How  lightly  would  I  lift  the  load  of  e'en  a  hundred 
wains,  if  that  will  help  us  to  grub  out  the  eye  of  the  doomed 
Cyclops,  like  a  wasp's  nest. 


Ody.  Hush  1  for  now  thou  knowest  my  plot  in  full,  and 
when  I  bid  you,  obey  the  author  of  it ;  for  I  am  not  the  man 
to  desert  my  friends  inside  the  cave  and  save  myself  alone. 
And  yet  I  might  escape ;  I  am  clear  of  the  cavern's  depths 
already  ;  but  no !  to  desert  the  friends  with  whom  I  journeyed 
hither  and  only  save  myself  is  not  a  righteous  course. 

\^Re-enters  the  cave. 

1ST  Half-Cho.  Come,  who  will  be  the  first  and  who  the 
next  to  him  upon  the  list  to  grip  the  handle  of  the  brand, 
and,  thrusting  it  into  the  Cyclops'  eye,  gouge  out  the  light 

thereof? 

2ND  Half-Cho.  Hush!  hush!  Behold  the  drunkard 
leaves  his  rocky  home,  trolling  loud  some  hideous  lay,  a 
clumsy  tuneless  clown,  whom  tears  await.  Come,  let  us 
give  this  boor  a  lesson  in  revelry.  Ere  long  will  he  be  blind 
at  any  rate. 

isr  Half-Cho.  Happy  he  who  plays  the  Bacchanal 
amid  the  precious  streams  distilkd  from  grapes,  stretched  at 
full  length  for  a  revel,  his  arm  around  the  friend  he  loves, 
and  some  fair  dainty  damsel  on  his  couch,  his  hair  perfumed 
with  nard  and  glossy,  the  while  he  calls,  *'  Oh  !  who  will  ope 
the  door  for  me  ?  " 

Cyc.  Ha  !  ha  !  full  of  wine  and  merry  with  the  feast's 
good  cheer '  am  I,  my  hold  freighted  like  a  merchant-ship 
up  to  my  belly's  very  top.  This  turf  graciously  invites  me 
to  seek  my  brother  Cyclopes  for  a  revel  in  the  spring-tide. 

Come,  stranger,  bring  the  wine-skin  hither  and  hand  it 

over  to  me. 

2ND  Half-Cho.  Forth  from  the  house  its  fair  lord  comes, 
casting  his  fair  glance  round  him.  We  have  some  one  to 
befriend  us.'     A  hostile  brand  is  awaiting  thee,  no  tender 

•  Herwerden's  \\hi  seems  preferable  to  »//3y  which  is  probably  corrupt. 

*  Hermann  supplies  the  lacuna  before  ^CKii  with  ^iXoc  wv,  but  there 
is  so  much  corruption  in  this  and  the  following  few  lines  that  little 
reliance  can  be  placed  on  any  emendation,  nor  is  the  sense  very  clear. 
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bride  in  dewy  grot.  No  single  colour  will  those  garlands 
have,  that  soon  shall  cling  so  close  about  thy  brow. 

Ody.  {Returning  tvith  the  wine-skin.)  Hearken,  Cyclops ; 
for  I  am  well  versed  in  the  ways  of  Bacchus,  whom  I  have 
given  thee  to  drink. 

Cvc.  And  who  is  Bacchus?  some  reputed  god? 

Ody.  The  greatest  god  men  know  to  cheer  their  life. 

Cyc.  I  like  his  after-taste  at  any  rate. 

Ody.  This  is  the  kind  of  god  he  is  ;  he  harmeth  no  man. 

Cvc.  But  how  does  a  god  like  being  housed  in  a  wine-skin  ? 

Ody.  Put  him  where  one  may,  he  is  content  there. 

Cyc.  It  is  not  right  that  gods  should  be  clad  in  leather. 

Ody.  What  of  that,  provided  he  please  thee?  does  the 
leather  hurt  thee  ? 

Cyc.  I  hate  the  wine-skin,  but  the  liquor  we  have  here  I 

love. 

Ody.  Stay,  then,  Cyclops;  drink  and  be  merry. 

Cyc.  Must  I  not  give  my  brethren  a  share  in  this  liquor? 

Ody.  No,  keep  it  thyself  and  thou  wilt  appear  of  more 

honour. 

Cyc.  Give  it  my  friends  and  I  shall  appear  of  more  use. 
Ody.  Revelling    is   apt   to  end    in   blows,   abuse,   and 

strife. 

Cyc.  I  may  be  drunk,  but  no  man  will  lay  hands  on  me 

for  all  that. 

Ody.  Better  stay  at  home,  my  friend,  after  a  carouse. 

Cyc.  Who  loves  not  revelling  then  is  but  a  simpleton. 

Ody.  But  whoso  stays  at  home,  when  drunk,  is  wise. 

Cyc.  What  shall  we  do,  Silenus?  art  minded  to  stay? 

SiL.  That  I   am ;    for  what  need  have  we  of  others  to 
share  our  drink,  Cyclops  ? 

Cyc.  Well,  truly  the  turf  is  soft  as  down  with  its  fresh 

flowering  plants. 

SiL.  {seating  himself .)     Aye,  and  'tis  pleasant  drinking  in 
the  warm  sunshine. 
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SiL.  Come,  let  me  see  thee  stretch  thy  carcase  on  the 
ground. 

Cyc.  (sitting  d<nvn.)  [There  then  !]  Why  art  thou  putting 
the  mixing-bowl  behind  me? 

SiL.  That  no  one  passing  by  may  come  upon  it.* 

Cyc.  Nay,  but  thy  purpose  is  to  drink  upon  the  sly ;  set 
it  between  us.  (To  Odysseus.)  Now  tell  me,  stranger,  by 
what  name  to  call  thee. 

Ody.  Noman.  What  boon  shall  I  receive  of  thee  to  earn 
my  thanks? 

Cyc.  I  will  feaSt  on  thee  last,  after  all  thy  comrades. 

Ody.  Fair  indeed  the  honour  thou  bestowest  on  thy  guest, 
sir  Cyclops ! 

Cyc.  {turning  suddenly  to  Silenus.)  Ho,  sirrah  !  what 
art  thou  about  ?  taking  a  stealthy  pull  at  the  wine  ? 

SiL.  No,  but  it  kissed  me  for  my  good  looks. 

Cyc.  Thou  shalt  smart,  if  thou  kiss  the  wine  when  it  kisses 
not  thee. 

SiL.  Oh  !  but  it  did,  for  it  says  it  is  in  love  with  my  hand- 
some face. 

Cyc.  {holding  out  his  cup,)  Pour  in  ;  only  give  me  my  cup 
full. 

SiL.  H'm  !  how  is  it  mixed?  just  let  me  make  sure. 
{Takes  another  pull.) 

Cyc.  Perdition  '  give  it  me  at  once. 

SiL.  Oh,  no  !  1  really  cannot,  till  I  see  thee  with  a  crown 
on,  and  have  another  taste  myself. 

Cyc.  My  cup-bearer  is  a  cheat. 

SiL.  No  really,  but  the  wine  is  so  luscious.  Thou  must 
wipe  thy  lips,  though,  to  get  a  draught. 

Cyc.  There  !  my  lips  and  beard  are  clean  now. 

*  Paley  agrees  with  Kirchhoff  m  thinking  a  line  has  been  lost  here. 

*  raraXa/jy,  but  one  MS.  has  icara/i«Xy '*  upset,'  which  Kirchhoff 
prefers. 
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SiL.  Bend  thine  elbow  gracefully,  and  then  quaff  thy  cup, 
as  thou  seest  me  do,  and  as  now  thou  seest  nie  not.  (Bury- 
ing his  face  in  his  cup.) 

Cyc.  Aha !  what  next  ? 

SiL.  I  drunk  it  off  at  a  draught  with  much  pleasure. 

Cyc.  Stranger,  take  the  skin  thyself  and  be  my  cup-bearer. 

Ody.  Well,  at  any  rate  the  grape  is  no  stranger  to  my  hand. 

Cyc.  Come,  pour  it  in. 

Ody.  In  it  goes  !  keep  silence,  that  is  all. 

Cyc.  a  difficult  task  when  a  man  is  deep  in  his  cups. 

Ody.  Here,  take  and  drink  it  off;  leave  none. 

Cyc ' 

Ody.  Thou  must  be  silent '  and  only  give  m  when  the 

liquor  does. 

Cyc.  God  wot  I  it  is  a  clever  stock  that  bears  the  grape. 

Ody.  Aye,  and  if  thou  but  swallow  plenty  of  it  after  a 
plentiful  meal,  moistening  thy  belly  till  its  thirst  is  gone,  it 
will  throw  thee  into  slumber ;  but  if  thou  leave  aught  behmd, 
the  Bacchic  god  will  parch  thee  for  it. 

Cyc.  Ha  !  ha  !  what  a  trouble  it  was  getting  out  !  This 
is  pleasure  unalloyed ;  earth  and  sky  seem  whirling  round 
together ;  I  see  the  throne  of  Zeus  and  all  the  godhead  s 
majesty.  Kiss  thee!  no!  There  are  the  Graces  trying  to 
tempt  me.  I  shall  rest  well  enough  with  my  Ganymede 
here  ;  yea,  by  the  Graces,  right  fairly. 

SiL.  What  !  Cyclops,  am  I  (lanymede,  Zeus's  minion? 

Cyc.  {attempting  to  carry  him  into  the  cave.)  To  be  sure, 
Ganymede    whom'    I    am    carrying    off  from   the    halls   of 

Dardanus. 

SiL.  I  am  undone,  my  children  ;    outrageous  treatment 

waits  me. 

^  Paley  suppose,  a  line  to  have  been  lost  here  in  winch  the  Cyclops 
asked  **  And  how  must  I  drink  this?  " 

»  aiywi^a,  but  many  editors  follow  Casaubon  in  reading  l^  cjriovra 

♦•  drink  it  off." 


Cho.  Dost  find  fault  with  thy  lover?  dost  scorn  him  in 
Ills  cups  ? 

SiL.  Woe  is  me  !  most  bitter  shall  I  find  the  wine  ere 
long.  [^Exit  SiLENUS,  dragged  away  by  Cyclops. 

Ody.  Up  now,  children  of  Dionysus,  sons  of  a  noble  sire, 
soon  will  yon  creature  in  the  cave,  relaxed  in  slumber  as  ye 
see  him,  spew  froui  his  shameless  maw  the  meat.  Already 
the  brand  inside  his  lair  is  vomiting  a  cloud  of  smoke  ;  and 
the  only  reason  we  prepared  it  was  to  burn  the  Cyclops'  eye  ; 
so  mind  thou  quit  thee  like  a  man. 

Cho.  I  will  have  a  spirit  as  of  rock  or  adamant ;  but  go 
inside,  before  my  father  suffers  any  shameful  treatment ;  for 
here  thou  hast  things  ready. 

Ody.  O  Hephaistus,  lord  of  .-Etna,  rid  thyself  for  once 
and  all  of  a  troublesome  neighbour  by  burning  his  bright 
eye  out.  Come,  Sleep,  as  well,  offspring  of  sable  Night, 
come  with  all  thy  power  on  the  monster  god-detested  ;  and 
never  after  Troy's  most  glorious  toils  destroy  Odysseus  and 
his  crew  by  the  hands  of  one  who  recketh  naught  of  God  or 
man  ;  else  must  we  reckon  Chance  a  goddess,  and  Heaven's 
will  inferior  to  hers.  [Odysseus  re-enters  the  cave, 

Cho.  Tightly  the  pincers  shall  grip  the  neck  of  him  who 
feasts  upon  his  guest ;  for  soon  will  he  lose  the  light  of  his 
eye  by  fire  ;  already  the  brand,  a  tree's  huge  limb,  lurks 
amid  the  embers  charred. 

Oh  !  come  ye  then  and  work  his  doom,  pluck  out  the 
maddened  Cyclops'  eye,  that  he  may  rue  his  drinking. 
And  I  too  fain  would  leave  the  Cyclops'  lonely  land  and  see 
king  Bromius,  ivy-crowned,  the  god  I  sorely  miss.  Ah  ! 
shall  I  ever  come  to  that  ? 

Ody.  {leaving  the  cave  cautiously.)  Silence,  ye  cattle !  I 
adjure  you ;  close  your  lips ;  make  not  a  sound  !  I'll  not  let  a 
man  of  you  so  much  as  breathe  or  wink  or  clear  his  throat, 
that  yon  pest  awake  not,  until  the  sight  in  the  Cyclops'  eye 
has  passed  through  the  fiery  ordeal. 
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Cho.  Silent  we  stand  with  'bated  breath. 

Oi)Y.  In  then,  and  mind  your  fingers  grip  the  brand,  for 
it  is  splendidly  red-hot. 

Cho.  Thyself  ordam  who  first  must  seize  the  blazing  bar 
and  burn  the  Cyclops'  eye  out,  that  we  may  share  alike 
whate'er  betides. 

1ST  half-Cho.  Standing  where  I  am  before  the  door,  I  am 
too  far  off  to  thrust  the  fire  into  his  eye. 

2ND  half-Cho.  I  have  just  gone  lame. 

1ST  half-Cho.  Why,  then,  ihou  art  in  the  same  plight 
as  I ;  for  somehow  or  other  I  sprained  my  ankle,  standing  still. 

Ody.  Sprained  thy  ankle,  standing  still? 

2ND  half-Cho.  Yes,  and  my  eyes  are  full  of  dust  or  ashes 
from  somewhere  or  other. 

Ody.  These  are  sorry  fellows,  worthless  as  allies. 

Cho.  Because  I  feel  for  my  back  and  spine,  and  express 
no  wish  to  have  my  teeth  knocked  out,  I  am  a  coward,  am 
I  ?  Well,  but  I  know  a  spell  of  Orpheus,  a  most  excellent 
one,  to  make  the  brand  enter  his  skull  of  its  own  accord, 
and  set  alight  the  one-eyed  son  of  Earth. 

Ody.  Long  since  I  knew  thou  wert  by  nature  such  an 
one,  and  now  I  know  it  better;  I  must  employ  my  own 
friends  ;  but,  though  thou  bring  no  active  aid,  cheer  us  on 
at  any  rate,  that  I  may  find  my  friends  emboldened  by  thy 
encouragement.  E^-v/V  Odysseus. 

Cho.  That  will  I  do;  the  Carian  *  shall  run  the  risk  for 
us  ;  and   as   far  as   encouragement  goes,  let  the  Cyclops 

smoulder. 

What  ho  !  my  gallants,  thrust  away,  make  haste  and  bum 
his  eye-brow  off,  the  monster's  guest-devouring.     Oh  !  singe 

'  iv  T<^  KapJ  cti'^vi'fi'tiv,  "to  run  a  risk  in  the  person  of  the  Carian." 
Latin  *' experimentum  facere  in  corpore  vili,"  i.e.,  to  let  some  one, 
whose  life  is  less  valuable,  run  the  risk  instead  of  doing  so  oneself. 
The  Carians,  being  the  earliest  mercenaries,  were  commonly  selected 
for  any  very  dangerous  enterprise,  and  so  this  proverb  aros^ 
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and  scorch  the  shepherd  of  ^tna  ;  twirl  the  brand  and  drag 
it  round  and  be  careful  lest  in  his  agony  he  treat  thee  to 
some  wantonness. 

Cyc  (bellowing  in  the  cave)  Oh !  oh  !  my  once  bright 
eye  is  burnt  to  cinders  now. 

Cho.  Sweet  indeed  the  triumph-song  ;  pray  sing  it  to  us, 

Cyclops. 

Cyc.  {from  ivithitu)  Oh  !  oh  !  once  more  ;  what  outrage 
on  me  and  what  ruin  !  But  never  shall  ye  escape  this  rocky 
cave  unpunished,  ye  worthless  creatures ;  for  I  will  stand  in 
the  entrance  of  the  cleft  and  fit  my  hands  into  it  thus. 

{^Staggering  to  the  entrance. 

Cho.  Why  dost  thou  cry  out,  Cyclops? 

Cyc.   I  am  undone. 

Cho.  Thou  art  indeed  a  sorry  sight. 

Cyc.  Aye,  and  a  sad  one,  too. 

Cho.  Didst  fall  among  the  coals  in  a  drunken  fit? 

Cyc.  Noman  has  undone  me. 

Cho.  Then  there  is  no  one  hurting  ihce  after  all. 

Cyc.   Noman  is  blinding  me. 

Cho.  Then  art  thou  not  blind. 

Cyc.  As  blind  as  thou,  forsooth.^ 

Cho.  How,  pray,  could  no  man  have  made  thee 
blind? 

Cyc.  Thou  mockest  me  ;  but  where  is  this  Noman. 

Cho.  Nowhere,  Cyclops. 

Cyc.  It  was  the  stranger,  vile  wretch  !  who  proved  my 
ruin,  that  thou  mayst  understand  rightly,  by  swilling  me 
with  the  liquor  he  gave  me. 

Cho.  Ah  !  wine  is  a  terrible  foe,  hard  to  wrestle  with. 

Cyc.  Tell  me,  I  adjure  thee,  have  they  escaped  or  are 
they  still  within? 


'  i.e.,  "as  blind  as  you  must  be  if  you  cannot  see  it ;"  but  Paley  in- 
terprets •*  as>v«  say  "  but  not  as  is  really  the  case. 
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Cho.  Here  they  are  ranged  in  silence,  taking  the  rock  to 
screen  them. 

Cyc.  On  which  side? 

Cho.  On  thy  right. 

Cyc.  Where? 

Cho.  Close  against  the  rock.     Hast  caught  them  ? 

Cyc.  Trouble  on  trouble  !  I  have  run  my  skull  against 
the  rock  and  cracked  it. 

Cho.  Aye,  and  they  are  escaping  thee. 

Cyc.  This  way,  was  it  not?  Twas  this  way  thou 
saidst. 

Cho.  No,  not  this  way. 

Cyc.  Which  then? 

Cho.  They  are  getting  round  thee  on  the  left. 

Cyc.  Alas !  I  am  being  mocked ;  ye  jeer  me  in  my 
evil  plight. 

Cho.  They  are  no  longer   there;  but  facing  thee  that 

stranger  stands. 

Cyc.  Master  of  villainy,  where,  oh  !  where  art  thou  ? 

Odv.  Some  way  from  thee  I  am  keeping  careful  guard 
over  the  person  of  Odysseus. 

Cyc.  What,  a  new  name  !  hast  changed  thine  ? 

Ody.  Yes,  Odysseus  the  name  my  father  gave  me.  But 
thou  wert  doomed  to  pay  for  thy  unholy  feast ;  for  I  should 
have  seen  Troy  burned  to  but  sorry  purpose,  unless  I  had 
avenged  on  thee  the  slaughter  of  my  comrades. 

Cyc.  Woe  is  me  !  'tis  an  old  oracle  coming  true;  yes,  it 
said  I  should  have  my  eye  put  out  by  thee  on  thy  way 
home  from  Troy ;  but  it  likewise  foretold  that  thou  wouldst 
surely  pay  for  this,  tossing  on  the  sea  for  many  a  day. 

Ody.  Go  hang!  E'en  as  I  say,'  so  have  I  done.     And 
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now  will  I  get  me  to  the  beach  and  start  my  hollow  ship 
across  the  sea  of  Sicily  to  the  land  of  my  fathers. 

Cyc.  Thou  shalt  not ;  I  will  break  a  boulder  off  this  rock 
and  crush  thee,  crew  and  all,  beneath  my  throw.  Blind 
though  I  be,  I  will  climb  the  hill,  mounting  through  yonder 

tunnel. 

Cho.  As  for  us,  henceforth  will  we  be  the  servants  of 
Bacchus,  sharing  the  voyage  of  this  hero  Odysseus. 


•  •  • 


•  • 


< « 


* 


•  < 


• » • 


»  There  is  much  obscurity  here.  By  reailing  either  Xiyu^  "I  h?,ve 
done  just  as  thou  sayest,"  or  x;yn,  t'.e.,  as  the  prophet  says,  good  sense 
is  obtained.     Paley  offers  both  suggestions. 
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